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BOOK  I 


CHAPTER  I 
TEYNE  COURT 

THE  hottest  afternoon  of  the  hot  summer— so 
Lady  Adelaide  declared  it  to  be.  And  though 
she  was  assured  of  the  presence  of  a  breeze  and 
confronted  with  c.  thermometer,  she  maintained  (on  the 
authority  of  the  Daily  Mail,  just  arrived)  that,  as  it 
had  been  ninety-eight  at  Kew  yesterday,  here,  in  South 
Devon,  it  must  be  well  over  a  htmdred ;  especially  as 
the  forecasts  announced  a  still  increasing  temperature. 
She  announced  that,  if  they  all  chose  to  behave  like 
lunatics  and  seek  sunstroke  in  the  hayfields,  she  at 
least  would  prove  her  sanity  by  lunching  indoors  and 
spending  the  afternoon  in  the  library — ^the  coolest  room 
in  the  house. 

Mrs.  Spofforth,  the  only  other  elderly  lady  of  Miss 
Tempest's  house-party  at  Teyne  Court,  after  wavering 
a  moment  between  the  attractions  likely  to  be  provided 
by  the  picnic  basket  and  those  of  the  limch  requested 
of  their  hostess  by  Lady  Adelaide — "just  a  cutlet, 
dear,  and  a  glass  of  claret  " — ^had  reluctantly  decided 
in  favour  of  the  latter.  She  was  particularly  fond  of 
chicken  mayonnaise,  and  she  knew  the  hay-making 
party  was  sure  to  have  that.    But  one  could  never  make 
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reafly   comfortable   meals,   sitting   on   grass   mounds 

And  It  was  certainly  very  hot  •  anrf  hL^   mounds. 

adapted  to  expeditiLr  '  *^  ™' "°' 

So  the  young  mistress  of  Teyne  Court  had  gone  off 

with  what  Udy  Adelaide  called  her  "  ciew  "  Tte  two 
hdies  after  the  UU  i  m  meal,  which  had  proved  aS 
fa  'th!  :,5''°^'^*°>y.natu.^,  had  settled  downTqLude 
tZ  h!  '^'» ''"ra^,  till  such  tmie  as  tea  and  the  re?,^  of 
the  haymakers  should  provide  the  next  diveision 

lempest—   the  nch  Miss  Tempest,"  as  she  had  come 
^  be  known  since  her  inheritancTof  all  her  g^an^atSs 

rj  J  """^  °*  P^Prietorship  as  she  dared.    She 

yet  ^ut^m'^ch'  ''Y  T^""^  '""«  *°'  t'^*  St 
year,   but,  much  as  she  desired  to  do  so.  she  had  not 

been  able  to  emancipate  heiself  altogether  fr^  S^ 

took  It  upon  herself  to  entertain  her  fellow-visitois  • 
to  order  the  servants  about  (with  one  exceS  "o 
cnticize  household  arrangements  and  to  suggest  im- 
provements mth  perfect  impmiity.  It  was  oT  wZ 
she  attempted  »o  mterfere  with  her  niece's  ~^^ 
freedom  of  action-upon  such  matters  as  choice  ofg^^ 
management  of  money,  or  upon  certam  o?lSf  sffll 
more  m  imate,  that  she  was  m^  to  feel  her  Suritv 
and  real  impotence.  This  was  a  sensation  XcHhe 
resented  as  openly  as  she  dared. 

lidy  Adelaide  and  Mrs.  Spofforth-widow  of  the  late 
distmgmshed  Bishop-had  been  friends  from  gfrtoo^ 
and  Udy  Adelaide  did  not  feel  called  upJHo^S 
any  of  the  fatigufag  duties  of  would-be'^Mt^s  ™ 
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regard.  She  therefore  had  taken  the  most  comfortable  arm- 
chair, amiexed  the  latest  batch  of  papers  and  magazines 
and  set  herself  to  a  study  of  their  contents ;  which  was 
not,  however,  so  absorbing  as  to  preclude  an  occasional 
doze  behind  the  open  sheets. 

Mrs.  Spofforth,  on  her  side,  made  no  disguise  of  her 
slumber.  And,  as  silence  reigned  in  the  long,  book- 
lined  brown  room— a  silence  fuU  of  dreamy  comfort, 
set  to  the  hum  of  the  mowing-machine  on  a  distant  lawn' 
the  mysterious  drowsy  croon  of  ♦'  wood-pigeons  amid 
the  June  leafages,  the  drone  of  a  lee  or  two  against  a 
pane— it  was  not  surprising  that  a  couple  of  hours  should 
have  sped  by,  scarcely  noticed  by  the  coronanions. 

It  was  Lady  Adelaide  who  awoke  first,  startled  by  a 
famt  snort  which  had  escaped  her  own  aristocraticaUy 
curved  nose.  She  instantly  straightened  her  figure 
composed  her  countenance,  patted  her  hair— hah-  still 
wonderfuUy  luxuriant  and  impossibly  golden— and 
these  manoeuvres  completed,  glanced  with  a  sense  of 
superiority  across  the  window  embrasure  to  her  friend. 

Mrs.  Spofforth,  whom  no  one  would  have  guessed  to 
be  Lady  Adelaide's  junior  by  a  year,  belonged  to  the 
frankly  elderly  type  of  stout  British  matron.  Her 
moummg  for  the  Bishop  had  reached  that  stage  of  much- 
beaded  black  silk  and  smaU  tulle  cap  in  which  it  was 
likely  to  remain  till  the  end.  Her  scanty  fair  hair 
flecked  with  grey,  was  smoothly  divided  on  either  side 
of  her  rubicund  face,  which,  in  the  abandonment  of 
slumber  after  a  generous  lunch,  was  scarcely  seen  at 
advantage.  Lady  Adelaide  remembered  that  year  which 
lay  between  them,  and  caught  up  The  Times  with  a 
movement  of  exasperation.  The  crackling  roused  the 
Bishop's  widow,  who  yawned,  sighed,  and  looked  at  the 
watch-bracelet  adorning  her  fat  wrist. 
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•;  Two  minutes  past  five  o'clock,"  she  announced 
plam  jvely    "  I  thought  it  was  gettii^g  very  1^  Tax 

S!'J"i7.1  K    w^'   ^^^  M^gd^len  positively  say 
she  would  be  back  for  tea  ?  "  ' 

But  Lady  Adelaide  had  become  suddenly  interested 

flJ^rff^^u   ""L"?^^  intelligence,  and  answered 
al»ently  that  she  didn't  know-that  she  supposed  so. 

wiT     "  J°  ^^^v""^  ^*'*^  hungry,"  asserted  Mrs.  Spof- 

wm Hr    ^1  """^^^  ^"^  ^^""^  *^^°  *^at  third  cutlet, 
wm  Magdalen  expect  us  to  wait  for  her.  do  you  think  ?  " 

Although  she  received  no  answer,  her  voice  trickled  on 

pathetic  yet  good-tempered:    "Dear  Magdalen  is  a 

l^i'^ft''''  ^^  '^'  charming.  But  she  has 
a  sad  habit  of  bemg  late  for  meals.    It's  such  a  mistake 

^rf'^\^  ^PPl*?*^  ^°^'  ^^^^  ^^^e'  and  in  the 
counti>,  with  everything  so  fresh  and  good-her  own 

butter  and  cream,  and  that  deUcious  mutton-the  Bishoo 
"^t  ^P^^jc"l«  about  his  mutton,  and  nowadays  it  £ 
so  hard  to  have  it  the  right  age—" 

Here  she  broke  off  to  stare  at  her  companion,  who  had 
flung  down  The  Times  Math  a  gesture  e^  more  abrupt 
than  that  with  which  she  had  taken  it  up 

"A  most  unfair  criticism  of  Mr.  Blaise's  speech  at 
Teynstone  !  '  she  cried  irately.    "  I  declare  I^^Sir 
Sunon  would  wnte  and  teU  them  what  I  think  of  it 
It  is  such  a  pity  for  a  leading  journal  to  be  so  narrow- 
mmded.  to  refuse  aU  merit  to  a  rising  thinker,  just 
because  they  don't  like  what  he  has  to  say.    Listen  • 
The  remarks  of  Mr.  Blaise,  in  support  of  the  Labour 
cwididate  for  Teynstone  would  be  mischievous  in  the 
extreme,  were  it  not  for  the  ineptitude  which  .      '    In- 
eptitude  I    Ineptitude !    Vulgar  abuse,  and  spite]  and 
besides,  untrue.   I  consider  him  one  of  the  most  briUiantly 
dever-of  the  most  promising  intellects  I  have  ever  met 
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I  think,"  she  went  on  in  a  calmer  key,  "  I  will  slip  this 
sheet  under  the  chair.  I  should  be  sorry  if  his  good 
spirits  were  to  be  dashed  to-day,  poor  fellow  1  " 
Mrs.  Spofforth  regarded  the  speaker  with  some  doubt. 
"  He's  a  most  able  young  man,  I'm  sure,  since  you  so 
often  say  so,"  she  remarked  slowly.  "  But  I  never  can 
make  out  what  he's  talking  about.  It  is  a  great  pity, 
I  think,  that  Magdalen  should  have  such  odd  people 
about  her,  and  take  up  with  such  queer  ideas.  The 
dear  old  Squire  was  such  a  staunch  Conservative  .  .  . 
one  of  those  who  are  the  backbone  of  England,  as  the 
Bishop  used  to  say." 

"My  dear,"  said  Lady  Adelaide,  "I  used  to  be  a 
Conservative  too.  But  look  how  they  treated  poor 
Simon.  No  wonder  the  country's  getting  sick  of  them. 
And  as  for  what  Mr.  Blaise  says,  he  is  merely  saying 
I  to-day  what  all  England  will  say  to-morrow.  We  must 
j  go  with  our  times,  Lucy,  and  those  who  are  not  afraid 
to  be  a  little  in  advance  are  the  coming  great  ones." 

"  I  heard  your  odd  friend,  Mr.  Blaise,  remark  as  much 
this  morning.  Oh  dear,  I  am  longing  for  a  cup  of  tea  ! 
I  really  have  quite  a  sinking.  Don't  you  think  we 
[might  ring?  " 

Lady  Adelaide  put  up  her  eyeglass  and  stared  at  her 
I  friend  with  a  malicious  look. 

"  Certainly— oh,  certainly,"  she  said  slowly,  "  so  long 
|as  you  don't  ask  me  to  do  it." 

Oh,  I'm  sure  I  wouldn't  dream  of  disturbing  you," 
Isaid  Mrs.  Spofforth  huffily ;  hoisted  herself  out  of  her 
jchair,  waddled  across  the  floor,  jerked  and  released  the 
ihandle  of  the  old-fashioned  spring-bell  with  determination. 
I  Lady  Adelaide's  smile  became  accentuated,  not  very 
[pleasantly.     She  settled  the  eyeglasses  more  securel 
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Mirror  with  a  detached  gesture,  remarking  as  she  did 

"  You'll  have  to  teU  him  yourself  why  vou  ram?  mv 

I  would^TS"'"'  ^  r^^^y  ^*  ^^  ^^  t^ 
I  wouldn  t  be  m  your  shoes  for  anything  i  " 

fli^'fn    ^°'?  !^^^^tely  became  seized  with  the 

&  ?adv^'  ^  '"^  r"^"'  y°^  comfortable 
T^^L     ^  1  °^!''  inexplicably  subject ;    probably 

^t?  ttm  t  W  ?.*  '^r  V^'  ^^^^^  of  life  L  ;>  smootWy 

*'  WK  ^-^  *^^  "^^^^^^'^  j^'  ^  distressfully  felt. 
.«,  1^7^  *^^.y°''  "°*  *^"  °*e  ?  "  she  exclaimed.    "  How 

ScourseT^^^i  T  ^^'^'^'^  *°  '^^  ^^  ^  ™-S" 
T  i^  I,  ^."^^  '"^^^  ^®  ^^  **  ^  own  tea.   Oh  dear 

I  do  hope  one  of  the  footmen  will  answer  I  "  ' 

Don  t  flatter  yourseM,"  said  her  companion.    "  He 
wiU  come  hunself  ...  to  punish  you  I  " 

buUrent^S  '^^l'  *^'  ^?"  'P'"^^  ^^  SmaUwood  the 
Dutier  entered— with  a  misleading  quietness. 

SmaUwood  had  been  bom  on  the  estate,  had  begun 
his  career  as  boot-boy,  to  end  by  considering  hiS 
even  durmg  his  late  master's  lifetime,  thnoHn' 
portant  person  in  the  hou:e.    The  Squir;,  who  had  b^n 
a  man  of  some  eccentricity  himself,  had  encour^S 
the  old  servant  to  speak  his  mind  with  a  freedom  S 
tf  often  bitmgly  severe,  never  degenerated  into  famiStv 
Indeed,  as  Udy  Adelaide,  who  had  a  shrewd  tZ^e  of 
her  own,  once  remarked:    "SmaUwood  rmucf  too 
^penor  ever  to  condescend  to  familiarity  ^th  us '' 

hJ^  P^^onage  now  advanced  slowly  into  the  room 
halted  and  surveyed  Lady  Adelaide  Lwningly  S 
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his  bushy  white  eyebrows.  He  had  a  shock  of  white 
hair,  a  Newgate  frill  of  a  fashion  that  cut  him  off  at 
first  sight  uncompromisingly  from  the  present  frivolous 
generation,  and  an  odd,  inscrutable  face  in  which  the 
hnes  of  iU-temper  blended  with  those  of  humour. 

"  Did  you  ring,  my  lady  ?  "  he  asked  gratingly  at 
last,  as  she  feigned  to  be  absorbed  in  her  reading. 

"Mrs.  Spofforth  rang,"  announced  Lady  Adelaide, 
with  the  clear,  uncompromising  diction  which  was 
peculiarly  her  own. 

Smallwood  turned  slowly  upon  the  delinquent,  and 
there  was  surprise  mingled  with  the  reprobation  in  his 
voice,  before  which  she  cringed,  as  he  said  :  "  Were  you 
requiring  an5rthing,  mem  ?  " 

He  stood  rigidly  through  her  floundering  explanations. 

"  No,  thanks,  not  at  all.  Yes,  that  is  to  say,  I  thought 
it  was  tea-time  !  " 

"  Miss  Magdalen's  tea-time  to-day  is  half-past  five." 
He  took  out  an  enormous  gold  turnip  watch.  "  Miss 
Magdalen  gave  orders  that  it  should  be  served  on  the 
terrace-— it  is  now  twelve  minutes  past  five,  exactly. 
Anything  further,  mem,  may  I  ask  ?  " 

"  Oh  no,  thank  you !  I'm  much  obliged,  I'm  sure," 
the  humbled  lady  hastened  to  asseverate. 

"  Then  I  will  return  to  my  tea,  mem,"  announced  the 
other,  unmollified.  He  moved  to  the  door,  but  paused, 
his  hand  on  the  knob.  "When  your  tea  is  served! 
mem,  I  will  hannounce  it." 

Now  he's  offended  I "  moaned  Mrs.  Spofforth. 
"  I  see  he's  offended.  And  it's  such  a  mistake  to  fall 
out  with  the  butler,  when  one's  a  visitor  !   Oh  dear  !  " 

"He  is  offended,"  Lady  Adelaide  agreed.  "When 
he's  deadly  polite  and  puts  on  his  h's,  it's  a  sign  of 
utmost  disapproval.     We  might  have  had  some  hope 
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if  he  had  only  insulted  us-called  us  a  pair  of  greedv 
women,  or  something  of  that  kind."  o      j 

'  ?v.  ?®f '  "  "loaned  Mrs.  Spofforth  again.  "  Do 
you  thmk  he  can  be  right  in  his  head  ?  I  wonder  why 
Magdalen  keeps  him  I  "  ^ 

JaI^^^^'" ^"^i^^y  ^^^^'  topping  her  paper, 
and  hitchmg  her  chau:  closer  to  her  friend  to  speakwith 
lowered  voice,  "  diiefly  because  I  want  her  to  pension 
mm  off.      Give  hmi  a  nice,  comfortable  cottage  on  the 
^tate.  and  a  good  pension.    I've  nothing  against  that, 
my  dear,  I  said.    She  would  hardly  aUow  me  to  finish 
my  phrase.     'What!    send  away  SmaUwood!'    she 
cned-she  screamed.    '  Smallwood,  who  carried  me  in 
his  arms  when  I  was  a  baby. . . .'   'All  the  more  reason,' 
isaid,   for  makmg  him  comfortable  in  his  old  age'  'He's 
not  a  bit  too  old'— Magdalen  has  always  an'  answer 
ready,  as  you  know.—'  He  keeps  the  silver  beautifuUy.' 
Of  course,'  I  said,  '  one  generaUy  expects  one's  butler 
to  see  to  that.'    '  And  he  keeps  the  servants  in  proper 
order.       He  keeps  everyone  in  order,  I'm  thinkiik' 
I  told  her.   And.  ben  I  said  that  he  was  making  thTSSe 
the  laughmg-stock  of  the  county.    '  I  don't  care  that  for 
the  county.'  ones  my  young  lady,  snapping  her  fingere 

fii^t*    V^'  ™y  ^®"  ^^^y'  snapping  her  fingere  I   I 

told  her  how  vulgar  it  was.    It's  true,  she  does  not 

care  a  snap  for  the  county,  or  anyone.    I  may  say  she 

goes  about  snapping  her  fingere  at  everybody.    As  for 

me  dear  Lucy,  it  is  sufficient  for  me  to  suggest  anything 

to  Jhat  giri,  for  her  immediately  to  insist  the  opposite^ 

Dear,   dear! '^     Mre.    Spofforth's   ejaculation   was 

sympathetic,  but  the  glance  which  accompanied  it  had 

its  reservation.    The  other  proceeded,  with  the  growing 

eloquence  of  one  launched  upon  a  grievance  • 

"  You  know  what  I've  been  to  her :   more  than  a 


!,  I- 
!  ] 


TEYNE  COURT  0 

lother  i    I  offered  to  have  her  to  live  with  me  when 
)imon  and  I  were  at  Halberstadt.    It  would  have  been 
Iso  good  for  her  education,  as  you  know.    German  and 
Imusic.    And,  her  uncle  being  Minister,  she  would  have 

lown  all  the  little  royalties.     Such  a  start  in  life  I 

)Id  Jack  Tempest  wouldn't  hear  of  it,  though  I  should 
lave  thought  I  might  have  had  a  look  in  with  my  own 
)r  sister's  child.  However,  it  seems  it  was  Magdalen's 
)wn  fault.  The  Sqxiire  always  spoilt  her  atrociously, 
[t  was  enough  for  her  to  stamp  her  foot  and  declare  she 

irouldn't  leave  the  ponies,  the  rabbits,  and  all  the  rest 
)f  it." 

"  Dear  me  1 "  said  Mrs.  Spofforth  again. 

"  It's  no  wonder  that  I  have  no  influence  over  her," 
swept  on  Lady  Adelaide.  "I  remember  putting  her 
the  comer  once,  when  she  was  a  bit  of  a  thing,  and 
she  Hcked  the  pattern  out  of  the  paper,  to  defy  me ! 
■-icked  patterns  out  of  the  paper,  I  assure  you !  And 
^he  Squire  only  laughed.  Said  it  was  quite  an  artistic 
iesign." 

The  listener  gave  an  involimtary  chuckle,  instantly 
Repressed.  She  had  her  own  reason  for  wishing  to  remain 
m  good  terms  with  the  heiress's  nearest  relation. 

It  couldn't  have  been  wholesome  for  her,"  she  com- 
lented. 

"  Of  course  the  poor  dear  man  was  quite  dotty.    Such 

will  as  he  made  !  Leaving  everything  to  her.  Every- 
thing—the money,  the   place,   the   property,   without 

restriction.    Not  a  guardian,  not  a  trustee.  ...  An 

isane  will !    Insane  I    No  wonder  I  am  anxious.    That 

^illy  girl  can  do  absolutely  what  she  likes  with  it  all !  " 

Mrs.  Spofforth,  in  her  turn,  shifted  her  chair  a  little 
learer  to  her  friend ;  and,  after  clearing  her  throat  once 
)r  twice  and  rather  uneasily  measuring  the  handsome. 
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of  good  faiSy-l!?'         *"~  "*"  '^'^y  young  m. 
int^th^ytta  i:;ii!S,''r"'  «""''  "»*  '»<>  =- 

laugh.^G  vinf^^l  ^''  ^*f'*''  ***"  ""  "-^taUi 
tucy,  the  y^'Z7  C""  "  "  *^  young  men 
Oh.  there  MB^iJ?^'  *"  prepared  to  be  taking 

going,  there  won'*  |*"""t"*^-  ^"t. «  she  goes  on  as  she'j 
Ladv  ;°;.^' Adelaide— you  distress  me 1 " 

no^oVS^ti^'aS^-  *XW^'  ''-  '""^ 
■*«»»  to  Mce  the  roZ    Mtitude  of  pasaveness.    She 

in  the  miSt  o,  her  SdiCT^r'^  '^  """^  *"«» 
>»«•  very  t«ht  Ikirt  „„    'f^^*''^"*""*  *o  smooth 

settle  a^teS  oltairrf^.^t  T^"^  "P'  *» 
minor  between  tL  *         -5"*  °'  *''*  Spanish  framed 

«««,  ho^^™ti„     T'^'?"'-    T''**  intemiptions 
an  to  htTu^'ctT  y  ""'«»'«^-    Her  mind  «a?  still 

goi'totT^^'on  'fSTT^  '^jf'"'  '*P '    «'«''»  ""ly 
the  comity  Witaj'  th^^  km*  '^«*'  '^«»  **«  Church, 

GirU-  FrienV^iey  ^""""L  o'  ^^  ''''"'^'  *^ 
last  autmm,,  of  cou^'^'we'coul^n^f  ^'^  """^"e. 
was  nothing  else  to  tl^ir!!f  ""'"."o'  «e  a  cat ;  there 

cheque .  .':'a:d"(?h°.s^t  tt'iTu^';^''^^^^-; 

I  ve  never  seen  anyone  run  riot  2  tl^i!Z"Zl 
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ef,  the  way  she  did.  I  suggested  a  little  trip  to  the 
civiera— and  poor  Simon  had  really  a  bad  cough.  But 
10,  my  dear,  nothing  would  serve  her ;  she  must  play 
Ihe  lady  bountiful  tiU,  positively,  she  had  to  get  an  advance 
Irom  Mr.  Pawle  before  the  new  year." 

"  Mr.  Paul  ?  "  questioned  the  listener,  who  L  J  for- 

S^otten  her  sinking  amidst  the  mingled  feelings  raised 

by  these  disclosures— feelings  in  which  pleasure  at  the 

bought  of  so  much  wealth  was  clouded  by  dismay  in 

khe  knowledge  of  such  careless  ownership.   "  Mr.  Paul  ?  " 

"  The  family  solicitor,  Pawle  and  Brunton,  you  know 

Tiresome  old  firm.  I  think,  myself.     But  Magdalen 

nakes  a  pohit  of  sticking  to  the  Squire's  antediluvian 

vays— m  the  wrong  place.   Teyne  Court  will  be  a  home 

lor  octogenarians  before  long.     The  head  gardener. 

^ow— quite  past  his  work." 

"Certainly."   reflected   Mrs.    Spofforth.    "the   dear 
thild  does  want  a  sensible  husband." 


Her  own  son  was  at  this  moment  disporting  himself 
I  the  hayfield  with  the  heiress.  "  Teddy  "  had  always 
lown  plenty  of  common  sense.  And  even  if  he  had 
aade  a  few  debts,  no  one  could  expect  a  young  man 
1  the  Guards  to  be  as  economical  as  a  bank  clerk.  He 
vould  make  a  most  exceUent  husband.  She  had  hoped 
fo  have  made  Lady  Adelaide  realize  this,  and  to  have 
fenlisted  her  as  an  aUy ;  but  she  was  beginning  to  find 
ber  old  fnend  perversely  blind  and  deaf  on  the  subject. 
Meanwhile  her  ladyship's  diatribe  proceeded  briskly  • 

'And  what  income  the  Church  and  the  poor  and 
fhe  sick  have  left  her.  Budding  Genius  seems  now  de- 
termined to  extract.  Every  day  I  see  the  prospect  of 
bur  tnp  to  Egypt  next  winter  dwindling  from  us.    Do 
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lor  th.  prinlgTf  ^jLgdSTKd'tf  i  • 
times  over.     Oh    «h*  nurT -IT^  J^  P**°  *  hundn 

«  iwOIy  clever  maTrnJ-u  *?  **'*  '  *">  <  ^ 

imtami.  i2^;.^  "y^i',"""  «ke  Mr.  State,  f< 

rabble;   the  noor  litd.  j„i.f  •    T^  "bistre,  liteiar 

boot.  ed'J^  Tt^t^  *^,r'  "^  """»•  "'x* 
•■  But  how  dM.M.^1  •  ••  "ey  make  me  rick  I  " 

list  of  obj«tSS^"~"'''  "^"'^  Mr.  Bh«  in  the 

to  Easter     I  ^^K^f'^^y  *»>»«- 'fom  February 

her  at  the  Lf  S°rt  ^^^"-  '  «^<e<»  to  present 
&>  out  of  darso^t^f  ,1^  I'^SSFT**^  T^ ' 
But  MagdaJen  «ent  oft  into  JL^  LT^^' ' i' 
•»«  suggestion.  She  didn^t  c^whi.  '"*'  ?*  ♦^ 
she  dedared.  She  yomt^y^^^JZ  Tf  ^!' 
father— if  no  one  else  dirf  T ^    '^    .  "*'  "^^  8»»nd- 

the  season,   ^t^  wk.^J^'"  "*  ""'y  "^^  "P  '-'ore 
"  R,n„.i^  ••  •     i.       *™''  you  were  awav  " 

Mayne  provided  thi  /  ^^^'  ^  *''^^'     And  Clara 
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^mphasis   before   her   companion's   arm-chair.     "She 
^Jways  has  a  fresh  crop  of  them  on  hand.    She  does  a 

tal  of  patronage— with  Magdalen's  purse." 

"  How  did  Magdalen  come  across  her  ?  " 

"Oh,  my  dear,  it's  simple  enough,  umortunately. 
pbe  8  cousin  to  the  agent  hei« " 

"  Captain  Denvers.  do  you  mean  ?  " 

"  I  do,"  said  Lady  Adelaide.    If  her  face  had  ex- 
iled hostility  before,  now  a  look  of  positive  vindictive- 
came  into  the  hard,  handsome  eyes.    "And  an 
iious  pair  they  are I  wish  they'd  make  a  match 

It.  with  all  my  heart  I    She's  in  love  with  him,  of 
ourse.    That's  what  brought  her.    She  used  to  come 
uwn.  for  rest,  you  know ;   take  rooms  in  the  village 
'1  Magdalen  took  a  craze  for  her  and  would  have  her 

the  house.  So  now  she  sponges,  like  the  rest.  She's 
[ways  breaking  down,  from  overwork,  since  we  came 
« for  the  property." 

"She's  a  journalist,  isn't   she?"     Mrs.   Spofforth 
at  this  question  in  a  shocked  and  awestruck  voice 
'  one  who  hardly  liked  to  speak  of  a  profession  Su  un- 
conung  to  the  female. 

"A  journalist.  Too  clever  to  Uve.  I  don't  trust 
er  an  mch.  I  don't  like  your  extraordinary  super- 
imanly  clever  people." 

"  Oh.  Lady  Adelaide  I  "  said  a  rich  masculine  voice 
om  the  threshold  of  the  open  French  window  furthest 
om  them. 
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CHAPTER   II 
ISIDORE  BLAISE 

I"  JT*  ^^^"''  ^^^^  ri^g  man,  the  futu« 
great  one  "-who  stood  framed  in  the  doorW 
lookmg  m  upon  the  two  kdies,  with  a  smile  onld« 
dark  face.  A  taU,  weU-built  man,  with  a  sL°  w£^ 
Onental  quaUty  in  his  mimistakable  good  l<^te  w 
black  han:  was  flung  back  in  a  wave.  It  was  k^fa  trifle 
too  gtesy  and.  though  Lady  Adelaide  did  noTs^m  to 
Ob  ect  m  his  case,  lay  curling  in  closer  proxWtyTthe 

F»"thl^;\"'"K'"i'  '"'"^'^  "y  th^  English  y^utt 
For  the  rest  he  had  massive  regular  featUTK  an  X. 

complexion,  full  Ups,  ve^.  white  t^thaL"™^bt^k 

l^"::l^r,  ^""""""^  '^°™*  «*  expression  ^  tt^ 
chiehy  of  the  languorous  or  patheUc  sort. 

He  was  clothed  in  faultless  white  flannels,  and  wore 
t«,ms  shoes,  on  the  noiseless  soles  of  which  L^  ^ 

w  l/^'^'ri  "^r^-    I' ^as  impossible  to  4  W 
long  he  might  have  been  standing  propped  againi  X 

wh«S  ^^^^.  '^  ^  ^"^^  '">fl«  of  welcome,  as  she 
wheeled  round  m  surprise.    Somehow,  in  a  w^v  not 

ness  to  herself  was  of  a  description  apt  to  strike  onlookers 
ahnost  as  an  mipertinence.  His  s^iousne^  °he  took 
for  bnlhancy ;  his  smartness  for  witThis  flow  ofl>!^ 

14 


ISIDORE  BLAISE  15 

jords  and  imagery  for  the  genius  of  the  bom  orator 

iLTJ^^-  T  '~  °"toag«<»».  irom  his  Ups?  no 
Bance  of  meting  too  open,  from  his  eyes,  where  Se  «^ 
Ucemed  She  beUeved  that  he  cherished  a  hql^ 
^oration  for  her-which  in  no  way  interfered  yriTZ 
btter  furthered  the  plan  which  had  come  to  bTfomed 
ehrcen  them  on  the  subject  of  her  niece. 

ICome  ^co^-;?'^  -'»''  '"^-  ^  <^"ed  tones. 
He  advanced  smiling  more  broadly ;  paused  at  the 
rey  marble  pilar  which  supported  the  bronTh^d  of 
omt«,  M,d  pnyped  himself  against  it  as  if  he  were 
Dsmg  for  his  photograph. 

"  Did  I  hear  you  say,"  he  cried,  in  the  tone  which  male 
rteners  generaUy  voted  as  confoundedly  famS  bu? 

[hich  ladies  were  apt  to  hear  with  plLnTZ'^. 

lomously  m<^ulated  were  its  cadences,  "Sd  I  rX 

M,  setthng  herself  on  a  sofa  with  an  inviting  gesture 
►wards  a  place  by  her  side.  ^  ^  ^ 

&S?  ■•  f^  ^"f  ?  *^  ""•   SP°«°«"'.    "  Isn't  he 
K     •«  i  ***''•    ^"*  ""•  SpoSorth  pursed  her 

kth      ^^    T  '^^^  6"«"  Victoria.    It  is  a  tvue 
iich  readily  lends  itself  to  disapproval.  "*  *  «yPe 

Le   T^H  ^T.^'  ^^  "'•  ^l*^-    His  white  teeth 

^^  H«  <>«t»^ked  kmself  from  his  piHar  and  ad- 

nced  to  the  sofa,  talking  as  he  came :   "  ThoSh  Fm 

f  sure  that  I  don't  agree  with  you.    Poor  Clara  i-W 

y^  you  were  talkmg  of  Clara  Mayne  ?  '•  '^ 

trmeTwo'h»':*'"""''"'^'™^'^"»*<"J'Ji"*«'«stus 
tremely  to  have  your  candid  opmion  upon  Mrs.  Mayne  '■ 
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"The   writer?— or  the   woman?    Whfch  ? "     Mr. 
Blaise  formulated  the  question  with  that  smile  of  satis* 
faction  which  went  far  to  render  him  insufferable  to 
so  many  eyes.  He  was  always  at  ease  with  Lady  Adelaide 
—a  condition  rather  rare  with  him  in  the  society  in 
which  he  found  himself  at  Teyne  Court.    Nevertheless 
he  proceeded,  with  a  watchfulness  for  the  impression 
created  by  his  words  and  an  enunciation  of  them  so 
careful  that  it  would  seem  to  indicate  a  haunting  dread 
of  betraying  slips.   "  The  writer  or  the  woman— which "  • 
he  repeated.     "They  are  two  distinct   personaliticb. 
Well.  I  will  give  you  my  opinion  on  both  in  two  words : 
as  a  writer,  a  success;   as  a  woman,  Lady  Adelaide, 

dear  Clara  is "  he  paused  dramaticaUy,  and  his 

companion  on  the  sofa  placed  the  missing  word  her- 
self, with  the  sensation  of  sharing  in  the  speaker's 
brilliancy : 
"  A  failure  I  "       ' 

He  bowed.  "  You  have  said  it.— Inevitable  1  Think 
of  it,  dear  lady:  what  a  life  for  a  woman  I  The  sleepless 
nights,  the  hard,  hurried  work ;  the  constant  elbowing 
of  her  way  among  the  other  strugglers ;  the  fight  against 
the  disabiUties  of  her  sex ;  the  company  she  has  to  mix 
with— that  horrible,  journalistic  lot.  Do  I  not  know  too 
much  of  it  ?  Brain-power  abnormally  developed 
to  the  extinction  of  natural  feminine  charm.  You  see 
you  see  it  for  yourself ;  an  absolute  impossibility  to 
fulfil  her  real  mission  as  a  woman—" 

"And  what,  may  I  ask."  interrupted  Mis.  Spofforth 
her  an:  of  Victorian  disapproval  more  marked  than 
ever.  "  do  you  consider  is  woman's  mission  ?  " 
1  iJ^^?®  ,®^^'^  surveyed  the  Bishop's  widow,  as  he 
loUed  back  gracefully  on  the  cushions,  his  haH-dosed 
black  eyes  somehow  conveying  insolence. 
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"  A  woman's  sole  mission,  lira.  Spofforth,  is  to  delimit 
the  opposite  sex." 

Both  ladies  exclaimed.  Lady  Adelaide's  "Fie— 
BIr.  Blaise ! "  expressed  her  inner  appreciation  of  the 
dear,  naughty  creature.  Mrs.  Spofforth's  "Upon  my 
word !  "  her  unspoken  verdict :  "  An  ungentlemanly, 
coarse  and  vulgar  man!"  And  as  the  culprit  now 
leaned  forward  and  placed  delicately  an  olive  hand 
on  the  white  wrist  nearest  him,  exclaiming  at  the  same 
time:  "Dare  you  deny,  :  idy  Adelaide,  that  woman's 
mission  is  to  please  ?  "  the  Bishop's  widow  lifted  herself 
out  of  her  chair  and  markedly  removed  her  portly  presence. 

As  she  waCdled  through  the  open  French  window  by 
which  Mr.  Blaise  had  entered,  the  mirth  of  the  two 
on  the  sofa  rang  out  unrestrainedly.  The  rising  young 
man's  laughter  had  never  been  amenable  to  the  strict 
control  that  marked  his  speech :  it  was  for  that  reason,  no 
doubt,  that  he  seldom  allowed  himself  that  relaxation.  Now 
his  overloud  laugh  overpowered  Lady  Adelaide's  weU-bred 
giggle.  She  tapped  him  rebukingly  with  two  taper  fingen. 

"  Poor  Birs.  Spofforth !— you  really  oughtn't  to  tease 
her  .  .  ."  She  teoke  off,  a  sound  of  distant  merry  and 
young  voices  had  struck  her  ear.  "  Here  they  come, 
and  we  haven't  had  a  moment  I "  Her  face  became 
grave.  "  Well  ?  "  she  said,  turning  her  eyes  anxiously 
upon  hun,  "  Well  ?  " 

"Well?  my  kind  friend.  Is  it  well  ?  "  he  answered, 
his  countenance  reflecting  consciously  her  earnestness. 
"Is  it  well?  Sometimes  I  fear  me  it  is  ill.  Our  Magdalen 
is  just  a  little  uncertain,  just  a  little  elusive.  ...  I  am  be- 
ginning to  have  doubts." 

Lady  Adelaide's  foot,  in  the  grey  suMe  Cromwell  shoe 
that  matched  the  cool  grey  linen  gown,  began  to  tap  the 
floor  as,  with  some  exasperation,  she  repeated,  "Doubts  I " 
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"  Our  little  golden  castles  in  the  air,  I  see  them  ris 
iTu^'^-^^Z  .^•'fJ-unWcaUy  the  man  t^k™ 
^h  I™  .  f»^y  Adelaide,  you  have  honoured  a 
wrth  your  friendship,  your  confidence.     It  was  yo 

t?h..^r~'^«"^  "•*  *°  '«'I«'  yo"  who  helped  m 

to  build  those  airy  edifices "    The  readine^  w," 

which  hese  set  phrases  rose  to  his  lips,  and  tte  s,^v 
egression  with  which  they  roUed  S  hfa  tZTI 
SitSILr'  "^^T^  ^"^'^  "«>  entS^il^mH.^ 

»"-het  :^rt£rio:^r-rs 

jLiTen^"*?^  "^-l^P"^  intenigenr^T^f"^ 
^  Mfe/™    ''^^  enthusiasms  always  circling  roun" 
me,  hftii^  me  and  spurring  me  on,  as  it  were  hieher 
I  might  have  risen  in  mighty  flights,  to  S  X' 
IZar    l^'r.'^f'?  ""^.  eternal.  T4  ^^ 

xn  ine  air.       That  home,  with  you  always   and  y»nih 

fadeT  TsrSreji^°"^«'««-     "The   vision 
"What  ?"  she  gasped.    "  What  do  you  see  ?  " 

too^tl^^d'"'!?'  *''n°'«'^"*  instrLenthis  voice 
took  the  desued  note  of  bitter  sareasm :  "*  ™«*. 

ment  "t'„  "f^'tr'v*  ^"^ortable,  humdrum  estabhsh- 
°»=t.    An  estabhshment  in  which  neither  C  «s  coSd 
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In  her  turn  Lady  Adelaide  sprang  to  her  feet    as 
ner^ticafly  as  the  days  fashion  would  aUow  ' 

er.S'hlss;:^.^'^^''-    -">«- stood  looking  at 

p.:^^t-^ed-rrai-rj 

enaon  of  dawning,  most  unpalatable  fart"  ^^"^ 

Capta^.   Denvers,"  said  Mr.  Blaise   now  with  «n 

.en  vo.ce,  "is  a  very  iine  specimen ^'n^o^"'  ^ 
^s  been  m  a  ciaek  regiment,  has  knocked  a  f^^iched 
fcgen  and  a  few  Dutchmen  into  the  next  worid^^S^ 

fcone?ri:nrgi.«:;;  ^ s^rr 'j?  i 

fS|^.^o-£-5H£f- 

P^  t^rSw  ?^  ^  ^-"^  -  -y  ^Ug 

KT  *TO»f  2  ''°"  '^J''*'"  ^  "  intem.pted  she 
[arply.  What  have  you  been  about  all  thea  dara? 
Ms  as  keen  on  your  work  and  your  pro^^ts  ^1 
^.  she  regards  you  as  a  kind  of  oracle  o^tesubfect 
tte  ho^ang  of  the  poor  and-^nd  aU  thatl^y  ^^^ 

r  yuu  seizea  your  chance  long  aeo  ?    Thp  nih^r- 

P^dCbl^totr*^^^^^^^^^ 
[speak.    IwentoutSrhe::r-^'^LryXS 
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she  was  on  the  verge  of  tears.    Why  on  earth  didii 
you " 

He  had  been  standing  half-turned  away  from  he 
his  head  bent,  his  hands  in  his  pockets,  in  an  attitud 
very  different  from  his  usual  graceful  pose.  He  no' 
wheeled  round  and  the  natural  man  revealed  himsel 
coarsely  enough  in  voice  and  gesture  : 

"  Because-because,  curse  it,  the  right  moment  neve 
seems  to  come  I  " 

She  shrugged  her  shoulders.  But,  before  the  lowerini 
of  hK  brows,  she  dropped  her  irritable  manner. 

I  cannot  believe,"  she  exclaimed,  "  that  Maffdalei 
could  be  so  lost  to  all  sense  of  decency  as  to  mLy 

S^I^'  T"'^'  u  °?y  ^  ^^  °^  "PP«^  servanT?^. 
But  she  is  tembly  headstrong.  And  she  is  surrounded 
by  fortune-hunters.  Lucy  Spofforth,  just  now  was 
actuaUy  trying  to  thrust  that  idiotic  spendthrift  ^y 
of  hers  down  my  throat  I  No,  I  shaU  never  have 
a  moment's  peace  till  I  see  her  safely  settled.    Interested 

BkLf'^  T'  T""  ^"^  P'^P^^'  y°«  know.  Mr. 
Blaise  --she  turned  up  her  eyes-"  you  know  it  is 

chiefly  becau^  I  feel  that  you,  at  least,  I  can  tnis 
and  for  dear  Magdalen's  sake,  that  I  want  so  mu<Ato 
see  you  succeed."  ^° 

J'l^T"^^^'^'"  "^^  '^^^0^  Blaise.  He  had 
got  himself  picturesquely  in  hand  once  more,  and  his 
voice  vibrated  musicaUy  to  deep  emotion.  "  I  Lm 
you  love  her . . .  and  you  know  I  love  her  " 

The  two  stood  looking  at  each  other-each  with  a 
sentimental,  misty  eye.  But  under  their  easfly  ^Sed 
Sht^'/?.'  ^^^^"*-«rthat  lived  at  the  b^tto^l 
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Isidore  Blaise  had,  among  many  other  talents,  an 
nusual  gift  of  perspicacity—not  always  conducive  to 
-  own  comfort,  but  likely  to  prove  useful  in  his  climbing 
-er.     He  had  very  clearly  read  Lady  Adelaide's 
icter,  and  had  formed  an  exact  estimate  of  the 
eight  to  which  he  could  fool  her  to  his  own  ends.   Take 
ST  on  her  vanity,  that  went  a  good  way;    but  take 
ler  on  her  self-interest,  he  was  sure  of  her.    A  scheming, 
•xtravagant   woman,   with  a  limited  income— an  in- 
)me,  be  it  noted,  likely  to  be  more  curtailed  before 
ery  long,    when   that    eccentric    valetudinarian,    Sir 
limon,  her  husband,  should  have  departed,  and  with 
im  his  pension.    All  her  chances  for  the  future  de- 
ended  on  her  retaining  a  footing  in  her  rich  niece's 
lousehold.     Isidore  Blaise  sometimes  smiled  to  him- 
bK  when  he  thought  how  easy  it  had  been  to  secure 
•^is  ally.   A  few  rhetorical  phrases  of  promise,  a  bargain 
eticaUy  wrapped  in  those  florid  images  of  which  he 
Iras  master— and  the  trick  had  been  done  I  He  had  not 
ached  his  present  position— a  man  who  ah^ady  counted 
ith  his  party,  a  member  of  several  good  clubs  devoted 
'  those  party  interests,  a  speaker  aheady  called  upon 
certain  difficult  situations  where  passionate  oratory 
is  required  to  induce  the  pubHc  to  accept,  or  to  condone, 
lets ;  and  by  reason  of  all  this,  not  only  admitted  to 
very  reception  connected  with  the  reigning  Govem- 
ttent,  but  also,  here  and  there,  to  more  intimately  social 
^rcles— he  had  not  climbed  so  far  aheady  without 
fializing  the  exact  value  of  every  step  that  supported 
mi.    He  knew  now,  perfectly  weU,  the  antagonism  that 
^ould  ever  exist  between  the  character  of  Lady  Adelaide 
Tid  that  of  her  niece.    But  against  this  he  had  weighed, 
Id  well  weighed,  the  enormous  value  to  him  of  the 
fder  lady's  friendship,  of  her  championship.    That  he 
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Jould  be  admired,  acclaimed,  supported  by  a  member 

Sfnal^  T^**  "'"^y  «^^  tJ»e  interloper  aH 
l*mg  hopelessly  apart  fiom  the  society  to  whichonl^hk 
talents  have  introduced  him  ^  "" 

yoinTmen^ihrcaJ^XTCrril^^^^^^ 

Ss ''  who  '  T"  ""t^S««'  ^'°™  "  *»»«  budding 
M?roS;    ??      ».'*  i"^  ^'^  Tempest's  pleasured 

bridge  Dartv  af  l=-i„  w  i^       ,      °°"  "**'«  intimate 

had  met  .hl^^  ^n^X  CT  "  "'"'^  •'•^^ 
establiisli    in  ««      •    menos  tney  had  m  common :   to 

Tempest's  aunt    *w  !        *"®  ^"^®  ^"^Jes  as  Miss 

BufUeT  "X*''^*' °7 '".challenge  equaBty. 

St:::  rndtei^""" -^  ^"'^  S^^^^^ 
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in  his  future  loyalty  to  those  easily  uttered  promises. 
But  he  had  given  her  to  understand  that  she  was  "  his 
Egeria/'  his  fire  of  inspiration,  his  angel  of  support : 
that  without  her  intuition,  her  tact,  her  subtle  under- 
standing of  him,  her  knowledge  of  the  world,  he  could 
never  hope  to  fulfil  his  destiny.  And  she  firmly  believed 
herself  as  necessary  to  his  prospects  as  he  was  to  hers. 

The  laughing  voices  had  now  reached  the  terrace. 

I  Mr.  Blaise,  with  dramatic  gesture,  lifted  the  lady's  hand 

to  his  lips,  then  dropped  it  and  turned  away  abruptly. 

These  stage  tricks  produced  their  invariable  effect  upon 

[Egeria. 

"  The  dear  fellow  I  "  she  said  to  herself,  "  the  dear 
[fellow!"  And  the  moisture  that  had  gathered  upon 
her  own  pure  devotion  to  her  orphan  niece,  gathered 
thicker  over  this  display  of  pent-up  feeling.  When  a 
man  turns  brusquely  and  strides  away,  everyone  in 
the  audience  knows  that  his  heart  is  too  full  for  speech, 
I  and  is  stirred  accordingly. 


As  he  emerged  on  the  terrace.  Miss  Tempest,  the 

I  unconscious  object  of  so  many  secret  plans,  had  just 

reached  the  top  steps  at  the  further  end.    She  advanced 

between  the  tubs  of  Agapanthus  lilies  and  pink  geraniums, 

I  with  a  free  and  swinging  step. 

Mr.  Blare  had  left  her  in  the  hayfields,  as  a  protest 
against  the  frivolous  licence  of  the  afternoon's  amuse- 
ment and  her  inability  to  attend  to  his  enlightenmg 
remarks  on  his  new  housing  scheme.  She  now  passed 
him  by,  meeting  the  caressing  reproach  of  his  eye  with 
the  innocence  of  a  complete  indifference. 

"  Is  tea  up  ?  I'm  simply  starving  I— Where's  Aunt 
Adelaide  ?— Teddy,   there's   your   mother  waiting  for 
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us.    Run  and  ask  her  to  begin.— Di.  it  isn't  in  the  leart 
funny  to  keep  knocking  Mr.  Mamll's  hat  off^ 

m  It.  And,  besides,  I  will  not  have  my  poet  torniM^i 
^h  Mr  Diilwyn  did  they  n.ke  U^IH^'^ 
^?  ^^at  a  shame,  just  drop  them  anjn^here-! 
Clara  dear,  I  hope  you're  not  too  tired.  .  .  JT^'^^'^ 


i'f 


It  ma  mtle  over  a  year  since  she  had  entered  unon 
her  mhentance;    but.  bom  the  time  whm  ^  T3 

P-Pte  about.  Sheh.ri^''^«;rTS^^,«S^ 
^  ^  rti^'toX°.1^'  **".  "  ^J^^^SS 
now  eve-yone  paid  court  to^^S^^y^lTtl 

fojfoli^;^^  '"J"''  **'  ""•«  «'»"«.  his  dark  eve 
loiiowed  her  m  profound  thnnou*     t*  ®™ 

be  in  love  with'^Z^  °^"  ««  very  easy  to 
incarnation  of  taSlSth  H^'J^'^J^  T  «» 
Pa.«.n-s  daughterTS?  e':i"'ket^'\^„if  .j*? 

the  easy  nSve^o/l^loS^^t^  '"tic^y 

of  step  and  gesture,  the  pX  rf  hL?''!'-^*  ?'™« 
evoked  the  i<fca  nf  »h.  ^JtI^     ,  ™*^  "■•«*  always 

the  word  images  ran  ^  hfclf  T?  ^^^"^''^  ^^^«m  .* 
«nages  ran  m  his  thoughts.    His  knowledge 
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of  the  classics  wai  superficially  wide;  but,  like  the  rest 
of  his  knowledge,  facile  to  adaptation—*  trusty  help  to 
his  rhetoric.  His  mind  had  a  surface  aptness  which 
enabled  him  to  seize  some  available,  quotable  impression 
from  most  subjects  on  the  most  perfunctory  acquaintance. 

He  was,  honestly,  very  glad  to  be  in  love  :  he  was  a 
well-meaning  man.  He  would  not  have  liked  to  feel 
himself  a  mere  fortune-hunter.  But  now,  as  he  strolled 
in  the  wake  of  the  heiress— contemptuously  oblivious 
of  the  presence  by  his  side  of  the  young  man  whom  she 
had  just  dubbed  "  her  poet  "—there  was  an  unwonted 
sense  of  doubt  and  depression  upon  him,  due  partly  to 
his  recent  conversation,  and  partly  to  that  glance  of 
amiable  indifference  with  which  she  had  just  now  passed 
him  by.  He  remained  therefore  in  the  background, 
an  unusual  position  for  Isidore  Blaise  to  accept. 

Jerrcld  Marvell  flung  a  sidelong  look  of  intense  dislike 
at  the  massive  figure  pacing  beside  him,  and  deliberately 
fell  out  of  step.  He  was  a  small  thin  youth,  who  gave 
an  impression  of  narrowness  in  all  his  lines :  long  narrow 
eyes,  thin  twisted  lips,  narrow  hatchety  face,  narrow 
angular  shoulders,  long  narrow  hands  and  feet.  He 
walked  in  jerks,  was  restless  to  jumpiness,  talked  out- 
rageously or  was  aggressively  silent.  He  wore  a  green 
plush  Tyrolese  hat  upon  a  shock  of  dry,  mouse-coloured 
hair.  It  was  this  hat  which  had  been  the  subject  of 
Miss  Diana  Spofforth's  humour,  all  during  the  walk 
home.  She  now  lurched  forward  and  hooked  it  off  again 
with  the  end  of  her  red  cotton  sunshade.  He  stood  still, 
gave  her  an  oblique  look,  folded  his  arms  and  shook  his 
mane  of  hair  with  a  contemptuous  indifference. 

"  You  may  pick  it  up  yourself,  now,"  he  said  in  that 
deep,  grating  voice  of  his  that  always  surprised  the 
hearer,  issuing  as  it  did  from  so  arrow  an  instrument. 
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then  I      She  applied  a  clever  kick  to  the  Tyroleie  ^d 
■ent  It  spuming  in  the  air.  /"ww,  u  la 

thU  1^,*^°"*  ^*J>  ^Wch  she  accompanied  this  proweM 
those  in  front  turned  round.  ^^        prowess 

in  ♦iP^':*'^^.**  *  «hamel"    cried  the  hostess,  takinir 

^rtio'^fu  J'*  ^*''  ^*^«  ^-  "-<»  -t'^  ^S- 
un^hfJ"!?*"*  ^J*^"^  gracefully  intervened.    He  picked 

•XTe^^^lSlJS  '"^  -"  '-««  '-^  ^UoJ 
it  ^t^fu  "IT'^'i  ""^  ^»h  »  «owl  as  he  snapped 

went"  fo^  '^Iwt  ctL""j^'  ■"'  '-'"■•  "'  "-y 
dropping  back.  '^  unostentatiously 

"  pJ,,*^?'  bear  to  see  a  sensitive  nature  hurt."  he  said 

Oh/'  she  said,  with  a  soft  pitiful  note. 
Temoest     H^  i^  ^  ^^  conversations  with  Mi^ 

couid  ^^r^:Tt^^^'XT^  -biy  She 
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THE  eastern  angle  of  the  terrace  was  in  cool 
shadow  at  this  hour  of  the  afternoon ;  and 
there  the  tea-table  had  been  spread  between 
beds  of  heliotrope  and  the  bushes  of  lemon  verbena, 
which  the  kindly  Devonshire  air  permitted  to  flourish 
out  of  doors.  Magdalen  flung  of!  her  hat,  slipped  her 
hands  from  the  wash-leather  gloves,  and  set  herself  to 
pour  out  tea. 

Speaking  of  the  heiress  of  Teyne  Court,  people  had 
been  known  to  exclaim :  "  Oh,  do  you  think  her  so 
pretty  ?  "  But  few  could  be  found  to  deny  the  charm 
and  spirit  of  the  girl's  face  ;  nor,  about  her,  that  air  of 
breeding  which  is  as  indefinable  as  it  is  unmistakable. 
Her  mouth  was  certainly  not  of  the  keepsake  order; 
but  it  curved  into  delicious  smiles — smiles  so  wide  and 
frank  that  her  grandfather  used  teasingly  to  say  that 
she  wanted  to  show  everybody  that  there  was  not  such 
a  set  of  teeth  in  the  county.  Her  nose  was  slightly 
tip-tilted;  her  eyebrows,  tilted  a  little,  too,  at  the 
outer  comers,  and  running  low,  gave  her  face  a  curious 
and  distinctive  expression.  Her  chin  jutted  a  trifle 
too  forward  for  the  conventional  line  of  beauty.  Lady 
Adelaide,  herself  with  a  profile  that  recalled  Cellini's 
Diane  de  Poitiers,  was  prone  complacently  to  lament 
that  dear  Magdalen  had  not  taken  after  her  side  of  the 
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family ;  but  not  many  of  her  hearers,  with  the  vision 
of  the  girl's  wild-flower  face  before  them,  cotild  have 
been  found  to  echo  that  regret. 

Mr.  Blaise  dropped  naturally  into  the  chair  beside 
that  of  his  hostess ;  while,  as  naturally,  young  Dillwyn 
sprang  out  of  his  on  the  approach  of  Clara  Mayne ; 
and  Mr.  Spofforth — ^who  had  more  the  air  of  an  over- 
grown schoolboy  than  of  a  Guardsman  of  some  five 
years'  service — remained  standing  with  his  hand  on 
the  back  of  the  seat  he  was  preparing  to  offer  to  Lady 
Adelaide,  now  slowly  approaching  in  her  turn.  Sharp- 
witted  though  he  might  be,  it  was  in  details  such  as 
these  that  Blaise  differed  from  that  little  social  group 
of  which  he  was  so  anxious  to  be  considered  a  part. 
Jerrold  Marvell  remained  standing  too,  not  from  any 
innate  sense  of  courtesy,  but  only  to  emphasize  the 
separating  gloohi  into  which  Miss  Spofforth's  inane 
behaviour  had  plunged  him.  His  arms  were  still  folded  ; 
it  was  a  favourite  attitude  of  his,  even  at  meals.  When 
addressed  in  the  middle  of  a  cutlet,  Mr.  Marvel!  had 
been  known  to  put  down  his  knife  and  fork  and  fold 
his  arms  before  elaborating  a  reply. 

Lady  Adelaide  cast  a  glance  of  satisfaction  at  the 
disposition  of  the  party,  as  she  accepted  the  chair  prof- 
fered to  her. 

"  Well,  my  dear,"  she  exclaimed,  addressing  her  niece, 
"  I  thought  you  were  never  going  to  let  us  have  our  tea 
to-day !  Cousin  Lucy  and  I  were  feeling  quite  faint — 
as  the  servants  say.  Have  you  noticed,  Mr.  Blaise, 
that  servants  never  will  confess  to  being  hungry,  after 
our  common  fashion  ?— Thank  you,  Diana,  my  dear. 
I  think  I'll  have  some  plain  bread  and  butter.  .  .  .  How 
hot  you  look  I  " 
"  It  was  hot  in  the  hayfield,"  said  Magdalen.    "  It  is  all 
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cut  now— that  lovely  swaying  silver  field  we  drove  by  last 
Sunday  1    There  is  something  sad  in  harvest-time,  after 

all,  in  the  mowing  down  of  so  muc>:  sweet  life "   She 

paused  and  glanced  up  at  the  poet  'chindhcr.  dagdalen 
liked  the  sound  of  her  own  pretty  conceits-,  and  was 
accustomed  to  a  keen  appreciation  ot  thein  on  the  part 
of  her  chosen  circle.  But  her  verse-maker,  wrapped  in 
his  own  wrongs,  failed  in  the  usual  response,  and  she 
went  on,  her  seekmg  eyes  now  turned  to  Blaise  :  "  When 
it  comes  to  the  threshing,  it's  worse  ;  it's  like '  eatmg  the 
summer  to  death  I  " 

The  climbing  thinker  hastily  swallowed  the  piece 
of  cake  he  had  started  on,  to  answer  in  a  confidential 

undertone : 

"  Ah,  but  think  of  the  result.  Sweet  are  the  uses  of 
such  adversity.  Out  of  the  beaten  wheat  comes  the 
flour,  the  bread  of  life— the  bread  of  the  poor !  " 

It  was  perhaps  scarcely  tactful  to  cap  the  lovely 
heiress's  poetic  imagery  in  this  fashion,  and  to  rise 
above  her  thus  on  the  high  humanitarian  plane.  Mag- 
dalen's gaze  became  veiled  with  a  certain  vagueness. 
Then  her  face  lit  up  with  its  wide  smile,  as  Dillwyn, 
who  had  sharp  ears  and  hostile  to  too  eloquent  Isidore, 
caught  up  the  text : 

"  And  jolly  good  cakes,  too,  eh,  Mr.  Blaise  !  Don't 
keep  them  all  by  your  side.  Shove  them  along, 
Teddy."  The  two  young  men,  Dillwyn  and  Spofiorth, 
had  an  acquaintance  of  but  four  days'  standing,  and 
were  already  Teddy  and  Jack  to  each  other.  Isidore 
Blaise  would  always  be  Mr.  Blaise  to  them,  were  he  to 
frequent  their  society  for  years.  "  I  say,"  he  went  on. 
He  was  a  quick-eyed,  quick-spoken,  lean  creature, 
whose  blue  eyes  looked  oddly  out  of  a  face  as  dark  wid 
clean-cut  as  a  young  Arab's.   He  hailed  from  the  Foreign 
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Office,  and  was  an  old  acquaintance  of  the  Tempest 
family.     He  combined,  after  a  fashion  peculiarly  Ws 
own   an  au-  of  delicacy  amounting  to  languor,  with  a 
most  extraordinary  activity  of   mind  and  body— "I 
say,     pursued  this  certainly  attractive  person    "  what 
channmg  things  you  do  say,  Miss  Tempest  I    Now,  there 
rf  I'  J^!^^  ^"^y'  ''^''^^  ^^"^^^^S  of  anything  but 
I     We  h^d  r  ^t^^^^^t  io%  stuff  iingef-beer 
IS     We  had  gmger-beer.  Lady  Adelaide  !     Ever  taste 
It  ?    It  fizzles,  you  know,  like  Eno's  Fruit  Salt.    Thev 
have  It  down  there  for  the  men.    I  feel  lathe^  qu^? 
though,"   he   added   confidentiaUy   to   hrneighS 
on  the  other  side,  Mi..  Spofforth.    One  of  Mr.  Dm Ws 

IS^^lZ^^^r^'^'    "I've  got  Lh  an 

ac^s^tlt^^ou;!^^  ^*  '"^  ^^"^^^  ""-P-*^^^ 
"Personally  "-the  poet  was  apt  to  begin  his  remarks 
m  this  mamier-"  peisonaUy,  I  pmy  I  may  neter  S 
so  revolting  a  spectacle  agahi."  ^  ^"^^^ 

Ejaculations  of  amusement  and  surprise  gifted 
the  sentiment ;  Magdalen  had  a  certahi  exp^fe„ 
of  tnumphant  proprietorship  as  she  exclaimed  :^ 

un,  do  put  down  your  empty  cup,  mv  Doet   anH 

teU  us  what  you  mean  !  "  ^   ^  ^^  '  ^^ 

"  She  does  love  making  them  jump  through  th^V 

iToC.  "5,"^^'^   "^^   "^'^^^'^   Dill!^'to^e 

hlfd^Jk  free'!'"'  "^""^^^  ^*'°"^  movin^n^uscle  o? 

The   unconscious  performer  had  entered  the  rinir 

"  To  me  the  bare  idea  of  manual  labour  is  ghastly. 
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One  knows  it  has  to  be — ^like  butchers'  shops  and  crying 
babies,  and  such-like  atrocious  things.    But  to  go  and 
[watch  it ;  to  join  in  it  for  pleasure ;  to  see  a  woman " — 
f  here  he  closed  his  eyes  as  if  the  vision  before  them  was 
too  distressing  and  proceeded  in  a  still  deeper  note — 
"to  see  a  woman  transgress  every  rule  of  beauty,  the 
I  first  element  of  which  is  repose  .  .  .  becoming  hot— dis- 
hevelled—oh,  violent  .  .  .  repulsive  !  "    Here  he  opened 
his  eyes  again,  just  enough  to  shoot  a  single  arrow  of 
I  malice  at  Miss  Spofforth,  and  closed  them  again  with  a 
I  faint  groan. 

"  Mercy  !  "  said  the  object  of  his  onslaught,  laughing, 
I  but  uncomfortably. 

"  What's  he  talking  about  ?  "  whispered  Mrs.  Spofforth 
[to  Dillwyn. 

He's  talking  through  that  hat  of  his,"  promptly 
I  answered  the  F.O.  youth  with  a  chuckle  at  his  own 
[aptness. 

Magdalen,  soothingly  aware  that  her  contribution 
Ito  haymaking  had  been  to  sit  gracefully  in  the  shadow 
lof  the  tallest  haycock  and  criticize  the  amateurs'  various 
[styles,  glanced  up  encouragingly. 

"  Personally,"  the  poet  resumed,  his  intensely  vivacious 
eyes  once  more  glinting  between  his  drooped  eyelids, "  the 
country  strikes  me  as  an  immensely  overrated  place.  It 
all  so  crude,  so  unsparing,  so  uninspiring,  quite  in- 
iecent  in  its  want  of  reticence  I  Give  me  the  deUcate 
/eils,  the  tender  smoke-medium  that  the  town  hangs 
efore  a  man's  vision.  Those  country  blues  and  greens, 
^hat  sunshine,  spinach  green,  ultramarine,  yellow-ochre— 

lorrible!     Then  those  moors "     He  had  by  this 

^ime  turned  to  Magdalen,  was  bending  towards  her, 
gaze  upon  her  amused,  interested  face.     "That 
loor  you  took  us  over  yesterday,  what  is  it  ?    A  vast 
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it  ?  "   ^^!  ^'T^  .°°  *''*  P°»*  o<  view,  doesn't 
of  a  w^'^^nPf  ■"  '^  "^"^  "ote,  like  the  ^m 

Of  fll'e  XZ^e^oTi^'V  '*"  ^.  »"*"«»- 
the  word  lacJ  c  ^        .  r™-    ^®  proceeded,  catching 

is^of"^o5rs^",,.r ""  ""^^"-^  o*-^- 
i.:.'rr;;L^.;TtLio*z^r;^r^x" 

monster,  alwavsdiffestinir  nv.c^„  Vl;'^'^'  ""^^"Pen 
the  lahonr  tlT .  f  ?^"e.  Ike  some  giant  boa-constrictor, 
««^labour,  the  mdivduahty,  the  souls,  the  very  life  of 

"There's   certainly   something   in   what   he   «.«" 
opined  Udy  Adelaide,  who  hated  the  cl^trytiS^" 
_   There's  an  awful  lot  in  what  he  says  "  ad^ifr 
M«Tn  with  a  mock-convinced  air.  »*Jed  Mr. 

a  cl^    "^1,  *^*  """^^  the  farrow  grows  himself  mto 

^^J^o  ^h  "^  ^r"'  "^"^  ••■  swinish  I 
£mWW  i°i.^\  ^^^  **^  '»<=°'ne  clay-colouied- 

h„i^"  ^P°*°rth  dropped  the  stiawbeny  she  had  been 
holding  haU-way  to  her  lips  in  a  ku2wS  Tttit!! 

I  do  hope  I  haven't  got  a  touch  rf  the  sun,  ^y. 
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"ff'.K '.'"**"'*  ***"  *"*  *°  understand  a  word  o< 
what  that  young  man's  been  saying !  " 

"But  you  know,"  laughed  Magdalen,  as  the  poet 
«nA  mto  sUence  with  the  same  abraptne^s  as  whence 
had  emerged  from  it,  "  that  you  are  not  verv  cZnK 
mentary,  Mr.  Marvell,  co„si<teri„g  thaTl^^Trt^ 
country  nearly  aU  the  year  round!  I  suppi™  iTi^^* 
case  where  .p,oran«  is  bliss,  but  I  hadn^a  notion 
that  my  mmd  was  becoming  blank-and  what  ^  U 
you  said ?  "  *""  " 

"Bovine,  I  think,"  suggested  Dillwyn  giavelv 
tighteT     ''^Sktened  himself,  and  folded  his  arms 

fh'Jf"  !  '*"  "^'°  yourself,"  he  said  reassuringly  • 
then  he  c»t  one  of  his  blighting  glances  at  the  lit' 
speaker  and  drew  his  Ups  into  that  set  line  whfch  b^ 

"Our  poet,"  here  intervened  Mr.  Blaise,  seizing  upon 

tentTS'J  "^"  'ir  ""^  °'  "»  «"0'  ^  l»^nX 
ause^     nZt.  T^^rt'  **^''  "*"'°»t  considering 
■n^:.      I  V^'V  '  '"'I*-  *^  Social  Worker  comes 

Z  ^7  °!*"  'f'^  '.°°'  '^*  ^°*«  commiseration  for 

the  dun  routme  of  the  labourer's  life  I    Miserable  as  that 

of  the  poor  straggler  is  in  the  Town,  in  the  T(Wthere 

hs  an  mtellectj^  stimulus-the  moWment .  triiht? 

-whltTv^ZT  "^'  *^  ^  '°'"'»S  of  the  ^ 
Whatever  the  Town  may  do  to  the  human  unit  at  least 

.t  makes  him  think.    And  that  is  why  I  ha™  fd  ^ 
hg«.erafon  must  begin  with  the  ratal  Lmm,Sty  •  X 
\l"f  ^f^i"'"^'  I  may  object  m  detaU-^th  the 

be  dm^A  J.  ^.'»''l  t°^y  t"^  to  you.  dear  lady." 
pie  dropped  his  voice,  for  Magdalen's  ear  alone,  as  die 
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turned  on  him  a  rather  startled  glance  from  her  childishly 
limpid  grey  eyes. 

"  Georgy-Forgy,  pudding  and  pie  1 "  said  Dillwyn, 
cryptically  emphasizing  the  Georgy,  to  the  increasing 
terror  of  Mrs.  Spofiorth,  who,  seeing  her  son  and  daughter 
purple  with  laughter,  and  Mrs.  Mayne  shake  a  warning 
finger  at  the  young  man,  deemed  that  there  must  be 
something  seriously  wrong  with  her  own  intelligence. 

Diana  Spofforth  created  a  diversion  by  diving  for  her 
Pekinese,  who,  very  straight  in  the  back,  and  very  rosy 
of  tongue,  had  been  sitting  up  and  begging  (by  no  means 
vainly)  on  the  other  side  of  Jack  Dijlwyn. 

"Ob  bother!  Here's  Captain  Denvers'  Judy,"  she 
cried.  "  He  cannot  be  far  off.  Be  good,  Chin-chin  I — 
no,  you  can't  go  and  play  with  Judy! — No,  he  can't, 
Mr.  Dillwyn ;  she  only  dances  on  him,  and  then  he'll 
seize  her  by  the  lip,  as  he  did  yesterday.  Lord,  I  have 
her  howls  in  my  ears  still !  " 

Isidore  Blaise  and  Lady  Adelaide  exchanged  a  glance. 
Then  the  lady  said,  with  tartness,  to  her  niece  : 

"  Must  we  have  Captain  Denvers  in  every  pause  of  the 
conversation,  Magdalen  ?  " 

"  I  told  him  to  come  at  tea-time,"  answered  Miss 
Tempest  shortly. 

The  beautiful  white  setter,  announced  by  Miss  Spof- 
forth, here  came  bounding  in  amid  the  group ;  circled 
round  them  at  a  lolloping  gallop ;  and  then,  nose  on  the 
ground,  vanished  round  the  house,  summoned  back  by  a 
clear  whistle.  Almost  immediately  she  reappeared  as  if 
to  introduce  her  master. 

Magdalen  lifted  her  head  with  a  little  defiant  gesture  ; 
and  eyes  and  lips  smiled  frank  welcome  to  the  new-comer. 
Clara  Ma3me  also  turned  to  smile ;  her  tired,  pale  face 
softened,  glowing  almost  into  youthfulness.    But,  with 
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I  these  exceptions,  it  was  noticeable  that  no  one  else 
seemed  in  any  way  pleased  by  the  accession  to  the  tea- 
I  party. 

From  under  the  brim  of  his  green  plush  Tyrolese  the 
et  shot  at  the  new-comer  a&  offensive  a  glance  as  that 
aveyed  by  the  heavy  eyes  of  the  philanthropist.  Mrs 
jSpofforth  gave  her  Victorian  look,  and  the  two  young 
Imen  assumed  that  expression  of  civil  detachment  which 
iwas  all  the  disapproval  their  special  code  of  manners 
lallowed  them  to  betray.  Innocently,  Magdalen  now 
[added  insult  to  the  general  sense  of  injury. 

"  I  am  afraid  the  tea  is  quite  horrid  !  "  she  exclaimed 
Im  a  tone  of  concern.    "  Mr.  Marvell,  would  you  mind 
iging  at  the  door  there,  and  telling  them  to  bring 
fresh  tea  ? " 

The  budding  laureate  turned  his  offended  face  to  staie 
It  the  falling  fields  below  the  terrace,  trying  to  look  as 
'  he  had  not  heard.  Dillwyn  and  Spofforth  both  sprang 
ip- 
"  I  don't  want  any  tea,"  said  Captain  Denvers  plea- 
intly.  Lady  Adelaide  snorted,  and  pushed  her  chair 
rem  the  table.  "  I  see  you've  all  done,"  pursued  the 
igent  generally.  "  That's  all  right,  I  only  want  half  an 
iour's  talk,  on  business,  with  Miss  Tempest." 
Magdalen  rose  with  a  radiant  look. 
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CHAPtER  IV 
HARRY  DENVERS 

CAPTAIN  DENVERS  stood,  just  outside  the 
circle,  waiting  for  her  to  join  him.  Perhaps  the 
first  thing  that  struck  anyone  beholding  Miss 
Tempest's  agent  for  the  first  time,  was  the  manliness 
which  stamped  the  whole  personality.  Clean-cut.  square- 
built  and  yet  light ;  of  good  height,  but  not  out  of  the 
way  tall;  quiet  of  manner,  sparing  of  gesture,  more 
addicted  to  silence  than  to  speech.  Such  words  as  these 
might  well  describe  many  an  ordinary  being  ;  some  type 
of  soldierly  Englishman  as  may  be  met  a  dozen  times 
in  a  day.    But  Harry  Denvers  was  not  ordinary. 

It  was  impossible  to  be  in  a  room  with  him  and  forget 
his  presence— even  though,  as  often  happened,  he  was  the 
least  obtrusive  member  of  the  company.  People  had  a 
way  of  looking  round  to  see  what  he  thought  of  some 
speech  of  others  or  of  their  own.  There  was  always  a 
sense  as  of  force  about  him,  something  that  must  be 
reckoned  with. 

Lady  Adelaide  chose  to  speak  of  him  as  "  the  agent  "— 
a  negligible  quantity.  Isidore  Blaise  regarded  him,  from 
the  recesses  of  his  own  calculating  mind,  as  a  "  deep  one  " 
—a  danger.  Neither  were  able  to  recognize,  perhaps 
because  of  its  rarity,  the  plain  fact  that  here  was  a  man 
both  strong  and  simple ;  silent  because  he  did  not  care 
to  speak  unless  he  had  aught  purposeful  to  say ;    in- 
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different  to  the  world's  opinion  as  he  went  his  confident 
way,  because  his  day  was  well  filled  with  duties  and  all 
his  enetig  8S  were  bent  upon  them. 

Magdalen  had  known  him,  for  the  last  five  years  of  her 
grandfather's  life,  as  the  old  man's  right  hand,  and, 
during  the  year  of  her  ownership,  had  come  to  rely  upon 
him  for  everything.  The  force  tiiat  ruled  in  her  name 
was,  however,  so  unobtrusive  in  its  eflftcacy  that  she 
was  the  last  to  realize  how  little  she  controlled  it. 

As  the  girl  now  advanced  towards  him,  he  waited  till 
she  had  reached  his  side  and  then  turned,  with  what 
struck  the  onlookers  as  an  intolerable  air  of  appropriation. 
Mrs.  Mayne  half  rose  from  her  seat  and  then  sat  down 
again ;  then  she  called  after  her  cousin,  with  a  slightly 
tremulous  voice : 

"  Won't  you  let  me  come  too,  Harry  ?    I  should  hke 
to  know  something  about  the  mystery  of  landownership. 
It  would  be  good  copy,  you  know,  for  the  poor  journalist 
I  just  now." 

She  was  fond  of  speaking  of  herself  as  the  poor  journal- 
ist.   The  woman  worker  who  has  slipped  into  man's 
office  is  still  unaccustomed  to  the  sensation.    Magdalen 
I  and  her  companion  turned  to  look  at  her ;  and  there  was 
I  invitation  in  neither  glance.    Then  Miss  Tempest  shifted 
her  eyes  upon  Captain  Denvers,  and  he  obeyed  the  mute 
I  command. 

"  I  am  afraid,  Clara,  we  can't  provide  anything  to-day 
that  would  be  copy,"  he  answered,  "  my  business  is  very 
I  dull.   Shall  we  go  into  the  library  ?  "  he  pursued,  address- 
ing Magdalen.    "  I  have  left  the  papers  there." 

Miss  Tempest  smiled  acquiescence,  and  they  moved 

away  again  together,  her  dark  head  on  a  level  with  the 

I  tip  of  his  sunburned  ear.    The  white  setter  careered  in 

circles  round  them,  after  her  fooUsh  but  not  unpicturesque 
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fashion.    The  broken-up  group  at  the  tea-table  stared 
after  them  a  moment  in  silence. 

"  WeU,  Chin-chin,"  cried  Diana  Spofiorth,  laying  her 
cheek  against  her  pet's  qiiaint  muzzle ;  "  we  think  that's 
an  uncommonly  cheeky  young  man,  don't  we  ?  And  if 
we  were  only  back  in  China,  we'd  know  how  to  put  a 
httle  stopper  on  him,  wouldn't  we? — send  him  a  cup 
of  cofiee  with  glass,  or  something  nice  in  it,  wouldn't 
we  ?  "  It  was  a  practice  with  Diana  Spofiorth  to  make 
of  her  constant  companion,  the  Pekinese,  very  much  the 
same  use  as  the  jester  of  old  did  of  his  bauble ;  and  thus, 
obliquely,  to  make  statements,  or  express  opinions 
through  that  privileged  medium. 

"  How  absurd  you  are  I  "  said  Mrs.  Mayne.  There  was 
a  heightened  colour  in  her  thin  face.  "  Magdalen  is  still, 
naturally,  very  fuU  of  importance— and  Harry  is  quite 
right  to  humour  her. "  She  got  ap  and  went  into  the  house. 

"  What  does  a  young  man  say  to  a  young  woman,  on  th$ 
terrace,  in  the  gloaming  ?  "  Isidore  Blaise  had  sarcasticaUy 
asked  of  Lady  Adelaide.  The  words  had  rankled  in  her 
mind,  and  now  increased  her  uneasiness.  Yet,  could  she 
have  been  present  at  the  interview  at  that  moment 
proceeding  between  her  niece  and  the  agent,  her  feelings 
of  anxiety  might  well  have  been  allayed. 


r  ■ 


Having  pulled  out  the  Chippendale  chair  from  before 
the  writmg-table,  that  she  might  take  seat  at  it,  he 
selected  some  papers  to  spread  out  before  her,  and 
himself  stood  a  little  aside,  one  hand  on  the  document  he 
wished  her  to  sign. 

"  We'U  get  rid  of  this  first,  please.  It  is  quite  correctly 
drawn  up,  on  the  lines  I  explained  to  you  last  week. 
You  had  better  read  it  through,  however,  before  signing." 
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Nothing  could  have  been  more  business-like  or  more 

simply  deferential  than  his  manner.    She  glanced  up  at 

him ;  and  all  at  once  it  came  to  her  that  she  had  never 

really  seen  his  face  before ;  had  never  noticed,  so  familiar 

I  was  it  to  her,  all  the  details  which  made  it  so  character- 

listically  different  from  that  of  any  other  man  she  knew. 

iThe  dark  blue  of  his  eyes  1  .  .  .  She  had  never  noticed 

I  before  how  blue  they  were,  nor  the  shade  of  sadness  at  the 

back  of  their  steadfast  look,  as  of  one  who  has  measured 

life,  has  not  many  illusions  left,  and  yet  is  full  of  courage 

land  readiness  to  go  on.    She  thought,  suddenly,  that  if 

[she  had  been  a  soldier,  she  could  have  followed  him 

blindly.    Then  she  fell  to  wondering  if  anything  out  of 

Sicily  could  be  so  brown  as  bis  face.   And  next  she  found 

herself  approving  the  way  in  which  he  had  his  dark  crisp 

hair  cropped,  instead  of  wearing  it  rather  long  and  sleekly 

brushed  back  according  to  the  latest  fashion.  Then  she  saw 

that  there  was  a  white  line  here  and  there,  and  wondered, 

for  she  knew  that  he  could  not  be  more  than  thirty-five 

cr  so,  if  life  had  been  hard  with  him  in  some  way  she 

ignored.    In  the  moustache  there  was  no  grey  ;  she  was 

glad  he  clipped  it  so  close,  because  she  would  never  have 

been  at  ease  with  this  man,  who  spoke  so  little  and  so 

dryly,  were  it  not  for  the  kindliness  of  the  lines  of  that 

handsome  mouth — a  kindliness  often  absent  from  its 

[speech.    She  began  to  smile  at  the  sudden  recollection 

I  of  a  peccant  labourer's  remark  :    "  A  body  would  have 

\tohea  dog,  or  a  cripple,  for  the  Captain  to  be  civil  to  un." 

'  Indeed,  it  was  to  the  helpless  side  of  creation  that  Captain 

Denvers'  real  softness  of  heart  showed  itself— and,  in  the 

opinion  of  a  good  many  people,  quite  to  a  ridiculous 

degree. 

As  she  smiled,  his  stem  face  relaxed,  and  she  felt 
suddenly  and  inexplicably  content. 
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"  Where  am  I  to  sign  ?  "  the  aiked  gaily,  dipping  a 
pen. 

"  You  have  not  read  it." 

"  Haven't  you  just  said  it  was  all  right  ?  " 

"  But  that  makes  no  difference.    You  must  ascertain 
that  for  yourself." 

"  What  nonsense  it  is  I  "  she  cried  in  her  spoilt-child 
way. 

"  One  day,"  he  persisted,  "  some  one  will  tell  you  that 
a  document  is  all  right  when  it  is  all  wrong." 

"  But  that  some  one  is  not  you,"  she  argued,  Ufting 
her  eyes  and  dropping  them  again  with  an  unconscious 
caress  in  their  teasing. 

"  Did  nobody  ever  tell  you, '  said  the  man,  "  that  there 
is  such  a  thing  as  principle  ?  " 

She  shook  her  head. 

"  I  would  not  drag  in  my  principles  where  they  are  not 
wanted.    It  is  a  horrid  waste  of  time." 

"  Well,  I  havfe  mine."  He  was  still  smiling.  He  bent 
over,  drew  the  deed  from  under  her  hand.  "  You  won't 
refuse  to  listen." 

'Vith  an  air  of  mock  resignation  she  leaned  straightly 
L^  list  the  high  back  of  the  chair,  her  eyelids  cast  down 
oyer  her  mischievous  eyes,  her  slender  hands  folded. 
His  voice  was  pleasant  to  her  ears,  as  he  read,  standing.- 
She  liked  to  feel  that  he  was  a  step  nearer  to  her.  Pre- 
sently she  found  herself  looking  up  again  at  that  counte- 
nance which  was  so  oddly  new  and  interesting  to  her  this 
day.  Once  she  intemipteu  him  and  inquired  what  was 
meant  by  messuage— perhaps  the  only  word  that  caught 
her  ear  out  of  the  legal  jargon  he  was  gravely  reciting. 
Before  he  had  finished  she  interrupted  him  again  : 

"  Why  did  you  not  come    to   the  hayfield  ?  "     He 
glanced  down  at  her  over  the  paper  with  surprise.  "You've 
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been  away  a  week."  ihe  went  on,  with  unconscioua  re- 
proach, "  and  yesterday  you  did  nothing  but  talk  about 
[the  insurance  difficulties,  and  all  through  that  lovely 
twilight  I  And  now— what  do  I  want  to  hear  about  mere- 
lent  and  rebates  ?  Old  Penlow  wants  the  farm,  and  I'm 
Etting  him  have  it,  at  what  you  say  is  the  right  rent.  I 
lave  not  heard  a  word  you  read.  And  if  I  had  I  would 
lot  have  understood  it.  Come,  let  me  sign,  and  then  you 
tell  me  why  you  wouldn't  come  to  the  hayfield 
krhen  I  asked  you." 

The  surprise  in  his  eyes  deepened  to  :}erplexity,  ahnost 
to  trouble.  Her  Ups  were  faintly  tremulous,  as  she 
smilingly  fixed  him.  The  most  innocent  coquetry  lay  in 
those  eyes  of  hers,  which  were  remarkable  at  most  times 
for  their  sweetness  of  expression.  She  had  a  trick  of 
rowing  her  lids,  tilting  her  head  and  glancing  through 
ler  thick  dark  eyelashes,  that  was  apt  to  prove  irresistible 
to  her  innumerable  adorers.  The  agent  met  the  iimocent 
:hallen^e  with  a  certain  rteadying  of  the  muscles  of  his 
lean  face ;  then  very  quietly  laid  the  deed  once  more 
jfore  her. 

"  Sign  here,  please,"  he  said,  pointing.  She  dashed 
3fi  her  name,  with  the  flush  and  quick  gesture  which 
tray  suppressed  aimoyance.  "  Now  I  will  witness,"  he 
)roceeded  cheerfully. 

She  got  up,  in  silence,  to  let  him  take  her  place.  As 
le  laid  down  the  pen,  he  looked  up  at  her— their 
)Ositions  were  now  reversed.  His  glance  was  purely 
friendly.  In  her  eyes  there  was  a  kind  of  reproachful 
stonishment. 

I  could  not  come  to  the  hayfield,"  he  said  slowly, 
dth  the  air  of  one  picking  his  words.    "  It  was  very  kind 

3f  you  to  ask  me,  but "    He  paused,  then  added, 

juickly  and  firmly,  rising  as  he  did  so  :   "  I'm  a  desper 
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ately  busy  man,  Miss  Magdalen— I  cannot  aUow  myself 
such  indulgences." 

"  Oh  I  "  It  was  a  cold,  hurt  sound.  She  took  a  slow 
step,  away  from  the  table.  "  That's  all,  I  suppose,"  she 
asked  him,  over  her  shoulder. 

"  Well,  no ;  there  are  just  one  or  two  more  matters. 
Won't  you  sit  down  again  ?  " 

"  No.  I'd  rather  stand." 

The  flicker  of  an  indulgent  smile  played  about  his  Ups. 
Old  Grey  tells  me  that  you  have  promised  to  remit  his 
quarter's  rent." 

"He's  had  influenza "  She  wheeled  round.   "Poor 

old  man  I    I "  she  spoke  hastily,  blushing— "  I  told 

him  I  d  speak  to  you  about  it  ...  I  told  him  I'd  tell 
you " 

"  He's  quite  able  to  pay.  The  farm  is  absurdly  under- 
let, and  we've  had  a  record  year.  I  told  him  he  ought  to 
be  ashamed  of  himself  for  playing  upon— upon  your 
youth  and  intixperience." 

'•Oh  I  "  ejaculated  Miss  Tempest  again.  She  stared 
at  hrni  as  if  uncertain  whether  to  be  angry  or  apologetic. 
And!  hear,"  he  proceeded,  unmoved,  "  that  young 
Tom  Mallock  is  boasting  that  he  has  the  promise  of  the 
Down  Farm,  from  your  own  hps.  I  took  the  hberty  of 
mformmg  him  that  I  was  advising  you  to  dispose  of  it 
very  differently.  The  best  farm  on  your  property  is  not 
for  a  young  scamp  hke  Tom  MaUock." 

"  Oh  I  "  cried  the  heiress,  for  the  third  time.  "  ReaDy 
taptam  Denvers."  she  pursued,  scarlet-cheeked,  "  I  seem 
to  ^  have  done  nothmg  but  make  mistakes  since  you 

^^  "  WeU,  Miss  Magdalen,"  he  answered,  dryly  humorous 

I  have  spent  a  pretty  busy  day  undoing  kist  week's 

work.    But  I  will  not  trouble  you  further  in  the  matter  " 
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The  heiress  had  a  sense  of  failure  and  humiliation. 

[er  pride  would  not  allow  her  to  shed  the  tears  that  rose 

^0  her  eyes ;  but  she  could  not  control  the  alteration  in 

er  voice. 

"You  do  not  seem  to  think  that  I  am  capable  of 
lanaging  anything  for  myself." 

He  gave  a  short  laugh  that  was  f uU  of  the  same  friendly 
idulgence  as  his  smile.  His  eyes  had  lost  their  look  of 
trouble — doubt  or  sadness.  It  was  as  if  he  had  deliber- 
itely  closed  some  window  in  his  soul. 

I  think,"  he  said  good-hmnouredly,  "  that  you  are  a 
lost  talented  young  lady,  with  a  cultivated  hterary 
taste."   He  laid  his  hand  as  he  spoke  on  a  white  vellum- 
)ound  volume,  the  last  production  of  Jerrold  Marvell. 

len  he  glanced  at  a  canvas  propped  against  a  distant 
jookcase.    "That  you  have  an  unerring  artistic  judg- 
lent,  I  would  not  attempt  to  dispute  .  .  .  however 
^ttle  I  may  consider  that  portrait  to  be  like  you.    But, 
a  landowner,  well — ^you  are  still  a  little — ^how  shall  I 
)ut  it  ? — ^immature." 

She  turned  quickly,  as  if  to  leave  him.    She  did  not 

ish  him  to  see  the  angry  emotion  on  her  face.  Magdalen 
Tempest  had  a  very  quick  temper.  Not  untruly  had  her 
lunt  said  that  she  had  been  spoilt  all  her  life,  and  these 

5t  months  she  had,  as  it  were,  come  into  a  kingdom 
)ver  which  she  was  absolute  queen. 

The  little  court  that  had  gathered  about  the  young 
leiress  in  London  had  surrounded  her  with  an  atmosphere 
3f  adulation  which — had  her  character  been  less  intrinsi- 
:ally  simple  and  sweet — might  well  have  turned  her  head 
completely.  As  it  was,  she  had  come  to  think  it  a  law  of 
lature  that  her  smile  should  mean  simshine  to  all  about 
|her ;  that  no  free  man  should  fail  to  succumb  instantly 
to  her  sway.  This  was  the  first  time  she  had  summoned  a 
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J»«  guest,  whoW^'notTr^  ""'Z  ^^^  •»«  o'  ^ 
distinctly  «to:2cIS  ^hth?^*^. *<'""•  S1m>  w 
tremuloi  joyfid  ^  iw  l**™*  °*  P«««.  with  tb 

Wend ;  and  aUw'deBit^^rT  *"  '*»™  >»  ol 

soft  -proachtTf^tCtlr,!^  f  "^  S'*^*  »' 
humoured,  imperio,^^^!?  *^  ^o"*  <"  «».  good 
those  others  ftx,„  whofSa  ^%::^  "°* ,?'  " 
on  the  spot,  have  oroH.,^  .  j  ,  °°''  *°»'d  not 
to  be  chiddek  Se  aS^et.tf""°"-  A""  ««« 
;  •  The  eccentric  ^;  Z^'  *^*"  ■»»*'«»  of ! 
leaped  higher.        '^^^ '*'«"  her  eye,  and  her  wrath 

the'^^^as';?  tui^  t;^  "^T  '^^  «°  'o" 
which  he  did  so  '^P*'«Je<»  "Pon  the  neatness  with 

taking  another  S^^^arlt^Z""^'  "•«**»  »^ 
by  a  decided  hand  anJ^Sv^/r^  "^ '« "»  opened 
"stantlydrewba^T^^ttl^^c^ein.    H^p,, 

trom  one  to  the  other  and  t  hZ     -T^'    ""  ""*  'ooked 
^^Yo^face  is  .^;^^  ^O  ""P'^^tly  : 

^ema^k  of  ^'^I^S.^J-^- "T^.  ^P^  by  a 

young  man,  to  be  aeent  f  „  .   ^?^*  «  »  very  good-looldng 

had  «id  th;  old'^TeL;^^^"  "l^l^-^  P^ti^ 

r,^--  can  be  tLt   ^4est 'hT"^,:^:; 
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ras  abont  to  pass  Lady  Adelaide,  when  she  arrested 

H„rf^f...TT''T?  ''""  P'«»«— Magdalen,  will  you 
andly  tdl  Capten,  Denvers  that  when  he  has  y^r  ben<C 
kpamt«l.  the  test  he  could  do  would  be  to  LTa?^^ 
but  up  .  .  I  have  just  got  a  gwen  smear  on  myT^ 
kown.  You  are  altogether  too  easy-eoine  vou  Jn^„^ 
bve  the  talent  to  be  served  I  "  ^'  ^     ^  """' 

She  feigned  to  be  absorbed  in  the  contemplation  of  the 
»arks  on  her  skirt,  after  the  fashion  of  thoU  pZle  who 

tei'"!  f  ~!^e  "i  their  words  and  avS^lS 
M  the  object  of  then:  onslaught.  'wiang 

"  I  should  advise  a  Httle  turpentine,"  said  the  man  in 
as  amused.  weU-bred  voice.     "And  I  wS-l"    i.^ 
lagdWen  cut  across  him  with  an  indignant : 
What  do  you  mean.  Aunt  Adelaide  ?  " 
Merely,  my  dear."  responded  the  oth»r  ««n  .1,  u- 
kd  rubbing  a  fold  of  her  vWy  .Sir^-  V^f  (/^"IS 

\re  engaged  to  fulfil  certain  set!  of^es  t^Ln^f  * 

""A^r^ulH'  '^^^■•r  *ey  *o^  fu^th^  "^ 

[o'^;^c'i;i;t^n^^,:Lr,'^^,;^^^e 

bed  herself  and  fixed  her  rnM  »io«  v  ®*'^°*- 

lushed  face     "V^J^i?      ^1    -^^^""^  °"  ^«^  niece's 


I  'I 


a  startled  mn«..^.  .  .,  ^ 


2^«d  away,  b'T^o'Ttlie  *S^>  '»'*•«* 
Dehmdher.  ^""' ='«"«  the  door  qt 

"wS'^iXr^'"  '^«'  ^y  Adelaide  to  ^ 
to  stir  henelfTo^*^"!"  '"*  «° IS^-  *°=J^ 

P"l««Ps  given  Z^t«T,  »*»>•  with  iS^',^' 
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CHAPTER  V 
AN  EVENING  AT  THE  COURT 

TAGDALEN  TEMPEST  had  dressed  earlv  th«f 
^vamig;    had  dismissed  her  r^  ^i  ^' 

,f^^  ^^  chm  on  her  clasped  hT^     Jt 
J  mto  the  mirror-— dreaming  "«"us,    sar 

I  She  had  sent  a  message  down  to  the  agent's  house  not  «^ 
Inch  mvitmg  as  commanding  him  to  d^l  ^' J^V'^ 
M  caught  that  flaming  lock  Th^  ^^lu  !  w  ?* 

ps  not  at  an  prepared  to  examine  the  matter  with  i»f^ 
cetoherowni^lings,  but  she  had  a  devouSXi^t 

^  feed  on  her  own  reflection  in  the  glassTf'^I 

f"--%-^^oi^^!-"- 
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have  M  her^^^'nT     ^*  """^  '""P"  t""'  wov 

misfortune,  J^iSeJ"'  had^Ter^  ^  T  ^ 
SHively  "Another  title  to  yo^T«lt^'  T 
«^  the  tean.  in  her  eyes,  how  te  hSsoitened  t^ 

QK«  ,      f  "***"*er  at  once  formal  and  mdiffM»«< 

ga»  the  girl  began  to  recaU  the  Uttle  scene  w« 

^~«l&;eX5!^f"'^  "!  "^  '^'^ 
.    ^®®  ^"®  ^eft,  Strong  hands  at  wort     Pv«« 

the  poor  ™„n,ed  creature  had  kn^  he  ^  ^S  in  ttem 
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»t  same  brown  hand  had  laid  the  deed  under  her  ev«  an 

a.  Mm  Tempest  of  Teyne,  who  ruled  the  world  about  her  I 
^°W^  h«r  eyes  again  and  plunged  them  into  toe 

bl  «r  *^^Kir.  ""•  */  "^"y  »"•"  "  her  aunt 
bd,  OT  nu,  beauteous  bdye."  as  MarveU  declared 
{er  and  over  agam  m  one  of  those  veBum  pages  whkh 
lehadh^prmtedforhim.  How  much  did  th^^^a:^^? 
Jy,  the  nppmg."  the  "stumung"  of  Teddy  SpoBMth 
dly  amount  to?  How  much  Dillwyn's  dipKc 
Me  elhptjcal.  style  of  compliment  sich  as  '^    I 

wiootangl     or.     The  day  you  stood  with  that  white 
^ummy  dre^   against  those  delphiniums-whTu  " 
U  Ti  T"'^  ^  ^^^  ^^"^  ""at  the  velvet-btack 
,  hJ^tr.!  T^  prochumed,  no  more  adorable  beW 
h^  ^  •''*'  '"^  «^h  I    But  Harry  Denve^ 
had  spoken  quite  a  different  language  ■    had  Jdd 
^hmg  m  a  tongue  as  yet  unknowT??  her ;  som^ 

''^revt' LTti-tTuir ll^^SH 

»  *e  had  sent  to  bid  him  come  to-night ;  had  dressed 
k^cl^  «o«n*e  thought  mos?  b;»m„r^ 

^S^rth.  <^  diamond-encircled  watch  that  ticked 
^f^?^;*?  ^^  '  "?*  P'^^t-  No  one  would  be 
SLfeSvX^'^"  "*'?'"'"■    A«d  she  had  said: 

tes^odit^'Sr-^-^-""'^''^ 
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She  felt  very  sure  of  herself  as  she  stepped  down  tl 

shallow  uncarpeted  oak  staircase  to  the  library,  whei 

the  house-party  met  before  meals.   The  room  was  empt 

all  lit  up  by  the  rosy  glory  of  the  sunset.    Through  tl 

wide-open  windows,  gushes  of  perfume  from  the  heli< 

trope,  the  verbenas,  the  tobacco-plants  that  lined  th 

terrace  walk,  flooded  the  cooling  air.    She  went  toward 

the  nearest  window;  she  might  perhaps  see  him  comin 

across  the  park,  go  to  meet  him  and  take  him  to  tha 

old  bench,  where,  yesterday,  they  had  wasted  just  sue 

sun-steeped,  flower-scented  moments  as  this  on  talk  c 

stables,  roofs,  pump  and  village  wells  I    A  sound  behin( 

her,  in  the  room,  made  her  turn  round.    Lady  Adelaid 

was  advancing,  with  the  mincing  step  demanded  by  he 

dressmaker;  she  had  a  smile  on  her  Ups,  but  her  eve 

were  angry.  ^ 

"  I  came  down  early  to  have  a  Uttle  talk  with  you,  dea: 
child,"  she  began  silkily.  "  I  have  just  met  Smallwooc 
m  the  haU.  In  his  extraordinary  way  he  has  given  me  i 
message  for  you  I  It  seems  that  Captain  Denvers  is  ver\ 
sorry,  but  he  cannot  accept  your  kind  invitation  to  dinnei 
to-mght.— Did  not  your  Birs.  Mayne  tell  you  that  she 

was  dining  with  him  ? "    She  broke  off  and  lifted 

hCT  glasses  to  stare  at  the  girl's  suddenly  scarlet  face. 

You've  certainly  been  shockingly  burned  in  the  hayfidd 
to-day,  child,"  she  pursued  in  increasingly  bland  tones 

^'  Clara  did  not  tell  me,"  said  Magdalen. 

"Didn't  she,  dear?  How  odd  of  her  I  She  met 
Captain  Denvers  on  the  terrace  after  he  had  left  you  I 
really  think  she  Ues  in  wait  for  him.— Of  course,  we  are 
none  of  us  blind  as  to  what  is  going  on  there." 

Magdalen  made  a  quick  movement  forward;  her 
sfarts  were  not  so  exiguous  as  Lady  Adelaide's,  and  per- 
mitted freedom  to  her  young  limbs. 
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"  What  do  you  mean  ?  "  she  asked  sharply. 
"  Yon  rnuit  sorely  have  noticed  it,"  went  on  the  other, 
sr  good  humour  rising  visibly.  "  That  poor  Mrs.  Ifayne 
madly  in  love  with  her  cousin.  Do  you  hnagine  it  is 
t  your  bmux  ymx  that  she  is  always  tearing  down  to 
teyne  Court  ?  Or  that  it  is  always  on  business  that 
aptain  Denvers  is  for  ever  Idling  on  the  top  of  us  here  ? 
t^ell,  after  all,  it  would  be  a  very  suitable  match,  as  I  said, 
ily  to-day,  to  Mr.  Blaise." 
"  Oh,  very,"  said  Magdalen. 

She  sat  down,  feeling  unreasonably  angry,  unreasonably 
It  of  conceit  with  the  world,  and  wishing,  in  the  most 
enseless  manner,  that  the  sunset  were  not  so  rosy, 
'  at  the  flowers  were  not  so  crueDy  sweet.  She  had 
itten  to  Captain  Denvers  just  merely  to  send  a  verbal 
sessage  back  by  bearer.  Now  she  told  herself  that  he 
kas  very  rude  in  having  done  so.  She  thought  Clara 
bight  have  had  the  ordinary  courtesy  to  inform  her 
jostess  when  she  was  dining  out.— This  was  a  sentiment 
le  could  proclaim  out  loud ;  and  she  proclaimed  it  now, 
ith  soir  I  asperity : 

"  Those  kind  of  people  have  no  manners,"  insolently 
id  ungrammatically. 

The  object  of  this  sweeping  statement  here  entered  the 
^m,  exclaiming  as  she  (tid  so : 

"  Dearest  Magdalen,  forgive  me,  I  had  to  correct  some 
roofs  in  a  hurry,  and  then  I  could  not  find  you.— You 
fon't  mind  my  playing  truant  here  to-night,  will  you  ? 

Tiat  lonely  cousin  of  mine " 

She  broke  off  and  stood  for  a  moment  considering  the 

trl's  frowning  face.     Then  she  proceeded  smoothly: 

INot  that  I  could  flatter  myself  I  should  be  missed  by 

t)u  happy  young  things  I  " 

She  flung  over  her  head  the  black  lace  mantilla  she  was 
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carrying  on  her  arm.  and  passed  quietly  out  to  the 
terrace. 

"  I've  never  seen  Mrs.  Mayne  look  so  nearly  handsome  " 
said  Lady  Adelaide,  still  with  her  new-found  amiability. 
"  That  sort  of  black-and-white  woman  looks  well  in  lace 
-And  now,  darling,  just  a  few  words.   Oh,  tut,  tut,  here 
IS  Sunon  I    We  shaU  have  no  peace." 

What  Lady  Adelaide  had  of  importance  to  discuss 
never  transpired;  for  the  querulous  voice  of  the  ex- 
minister  to  Halberstadt.  uplifted  in  the  hall,  heralded 
his  unmediate  appearance.  But  Magdalen  had  a  slightly 
Mrcastic  smile  as  she  resigned  herself  to  the  deprivation 
She  had  long  suspected  that  her  aunt  had  private  means 
of  mformation  in  Teyne  Court,  and  was  certain  that  the 
lady's  early  appearance  was  due  to  some  hint  previously 
received  of  the  message  to  Captain  Denvers. 

Sir  Simon  Bruce-Walsingham  had  returned  that  evening 
from  London;  whither  he  had  departed  the  previous  day 
^n  one  of  those  fruitless  expeditions  to  the  Foreign 
Office,  to  which  his  friends  and  relations  had  become 
accustomed  since  his  forced  retirement  from  diplomacy 
Lady  Adelaide  did  not  discourage  these  pilgrimages  • 
lor  though  he  was  apt  to  come  back,  if  possible,  a  httle 
sourer  and  more  fidgety  than  when  he  left,  "  it  kept  him 
quiet,  m  between,"  as  she  would  philosophicaUy  remark 
with  a  shrug  of  her  shoulders.  He  was  scolding  now 
ahnost  before  he  opened  the  door. 

T  u  ^^^^*^«'  ^y  stylographic  pen  has  run  out  again  I-  - 
1  had  a  most  important  memorandum  to  have  ready  for 
the  early  post.    A  pomt  which  I  unfortunately  omitted 

to  lay  before  Sir  James  to-day That  feUow  Smithers 

IS  not  to  be  found,  high  or  low.  God  knows  where  the 
meal  IS  I  Gone  to  the  chemist.  I  suppose,  to  make  a 
beast  of  himself  agam,  with  Mrs.  AUan's  Hair-Restorer  " 
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The  speaker  advanced  with  slightly  tottering  step, 

id  halted  betwreen  the  two  ladies,  looking  irritably 
rom  one  to  the  other,  with  eyes  singtilarly  bright  in  his 
led  parchment  lace.     Incredibly  withered,  bent, 

Id,  yellow.  Sir  Simon  reminded  one  of  a  grasshopper, 

some  such  creature  combining  the  most  lifeless,  dried- 
ip  appearance  with  the  extreme  of  vitality.  He  articu- 
ited  every  word  with  biting  energy,  and  ended  every 
|>hrase  with  an  involuntary  wicked  snap  of  his  unlikely 

sth. 

"  I  rang  about  a  thousand  times,  Magdalen,  before  one 

l>f  your  lazy  footmen  would  condescend  to  appear. 

Lnd  then  the  creature  had  the  impudence  to  tell  me  that 

tie  was  too  busy  just  then  to  go  down  to  the  village  after 

ly  man.   He  was  getting  dinner.   Dinner  t   Ah,  yah  .  .  . 

ih,  poison ! " 

"  I'm  so  sorry.  Uncle  Simon,"  said  Magdalen,  laughing  a 
ittle,  in  spite  of  her  sore  mood.  She  was  always  very 
|;entle  with  her  irritable  relative.  Indeed,  there  was 
m  odd  attachment  between  the  two,  and  the  girl  was 
Iways  ready  to  take  his  part. — "  I  don't  care  if  he  is  as 
lad  as  a  hatter,"  she  had  said  only  that  day  to  Diana 
)po£Eorth, "  I'd  rather  have  him — forty  times  rather— than 
Lunt  Adelaide.    He's  a  gentleman,  anyhow." — "  Which 

le  isn't,  I  suppose,"  had  cried  Diana,  with  a  jovial 
row  of  laughter  at  her  own  wit.  "  Which  Aunt  Adelaide 
sn't,"  had  assented  Magdalen  gravely,  leaving  Miss 
^pofforth  suddenly  reflective.  "  I'm  so  sorry.  Uncle 
)imon,"  she  said,  "  I'll  tell  Smallwood  to  speak  to  the 

>y.  But  do  tell  me,  how  can  your  valet  make  a  beast 
3f  himself  at  the  chemist's  ?  " 

"  That's  Simon's  nonsense,  my  dear."    Lady  Adelaide's 

/ell-shod  foot  was  tapping  the  ground — she  had  been 

taking  a  good  deal  of  exercise  in  this  maraier  of  late. 
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worthy  CS,r*  '"^  *•  «y  »«i<lT  Jfy^ 
*?^'*^of  il^'*^***'  Sir  Simoo  fa 

••••O^*^  ^ ""  li.ir.wuhl" 
Jt  w,  echoed  bT.  I^^  l^„  ?"*   wJxrfe-he^tee 

The  ex-mfairter  flungat  tk^*^^  "*"^  "^  «•« 
♦1»«  turned  his  bidTn  Jt?    "'  ''*  ••»•  iMtan 

w«^  of  tte  moet  recStLS'^^  IS*:,''/'"^' 

Simon  u  M>  particiitar  .Ct  hjf  k^^***  »*»'«• 
*«nt  on,  addreu^  iriALf^  •  ™  hair-wuhes,"  sb 

«»J<«pc»siblyKiSt^v'^***^-    "Not  that  i 
Sipping  the  o^^i^  ?°  J^.  poor  dear  I  ■•  ' 

(even  from  that^vi^,^?»»  *^-  "^  inS 

safed  to  him)  wmmb^'i  ^^.^  all  that  was  vouS^ 

«.e  f^J^Z^^^-  ,  A.  if  he  bad's. 

lo«.  hMid  over  his pkteLd  j  *iSr^,f*^  '  ««»"- 

•amon  says,"  Sntinu«l  ^  ,^  ~"":!  *»  «l«e. 

'V^  *^>Wt,  or  «,meth^  •'      '     *^*  ""  "»»'» 

,?^»»*>«>ly  composed  hfaSobile  far,  ♦„     • 
But  reaUy,  you  knowl  Z  mwf- *  f*  *°  «*nomness. 

Poor  feUow  I  Hea^mi™  ^^^  "terested,"  he  said 
^t.  what  abnoSLTou^  *^V'*^"*  "^^ 
«->  resp^^Me  for  S^XTT^^^riS 
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my  iMt  lecture  before  the  Eugenic  Society,  we  build 

ttont  wbere  we  ought  to  attend  to  milk  lupply  and 

U»e  creche  a  national  inetitution.     Nay,  until 

^'^'P'^J'^  '^oke  off.  ••  But  you  will  say  I  am  an 
acom^btedwamer,''  he  murmured  to  Magdien,  with 
18  <yva8weet  smile.    Then,  advancing  to  Sir  Simon 

rery  much  hke  to  have  a  few  words  with  that  man  of 

J^  old  gentleman  showed  all  his  horribly  perfect 
jeth,  m  a  snarl.  '  f«*cwi 

•  I  have  no  doubt-that  they  will  make  you-very 
relcome,  m  the  servants'  hall."  ^ 

••  That's  very  rude,  you  know,  uncle,"  said  Magdalen 
lettmgup,  st^ht  and  tall  and  angry.   TT,en  she^tS 

«H  v^'i.'^Ji  l^"^?  «"*^°"*  *^  «>^  so^toew  than  she 
ad  vouchsafed  him  that  day : 

h^lr'l^l^X'^  ^'^^'  ""^^^y^'  thi^ng  about 

X^^^^  ««ery  of  the  world,  still  more  dares 

flests  Smallwoods  condescending  announcemenTwd 
Z^^  movement  that  ensued,  spoiled  Mr.  Blaise's 

Eir^T"**"*-  B"*»^«  was  destined  to  be  favoi^ed 
Kn  ch^'  some  reason  hardly  explained  to  he«eM, 
lagdalen  chose  hmi  for  her  partner  at  dinner.    There 

hlL^ZlJr'''''  ^^  <^PPointment  upon  ht" 
Kf  .Y^t  ^""^  ^°  ^''^  ^«  ^d  ^«Jt  so  sure  of  h.  - 
Jelf  and  of  the  world,  and  of  the  certain  joy  of  it.    Now 

Mdenty  I^M'J  r.""^^  guidig' lantem'^rd 
ih^  ■   ™**^  "*'•  **  »w  nothing  but  eloom 

^bout  her;  a«q,,  dfeorfer,  suflering.    iTdo  what^ 
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coiUd  to  succour,  to  improve-was  not  that  the  bes 

perhaps  the  only  abiding  good  in  life  ?    So,  as  youft 

?5»ays  in  extremes,  she  took  Mr.  Blaise  ii  to  d?me, 

Th«  poet^  the  Foreign  Office  youth  Z  "he  soS^! 

,^  ■fi'w'  "^  phrase-had  not  a  look  in 

Jerrold  MarveU,  to  whom  Diana  Spofiorth  bad  bee, 

,mkm<Uy  aUotted,  bore  the  double  anoyance  ^th^ 

the  bad  grace  of  which  he  was  past  master'!  '' 

m,n  V^''  ^^  n  "'^y*  '"""^"S  «'  the  horrid  littl, 
man  ?  asked  Lady  Adelaide  of  Mr.  DiUwyn  as  conve^ 
tion  languished  between  them  conversa 

iigS^ii'^l^k^ft.""'  "  ^"^^  "^^  was  like  a  fUsh  o. 

o.^-fk^sf^'LT  '^^t'''  "  «'™«<lo"»  rehef  to 
"ulfrP       he  answered  her  obUqnely. 
What  do  you  mean  ?  " 

"We're  aU  in  such  a  hoirid  temper  here  to-ni.i,* 
^n-t  you  know  "-in  his  coniidentSf  LSS^L*"^^*- 
^;.^'  u'  <=<""«'-«nd  yourself,"  he  added  S 
St:e^Si  ;,^-i-^«,f"  «-  -H  awfu„y"-*L^ 

staHigTh:o™S^t4C"aTS;"r'^'^,*^'«<'3^ 

tusedMerdish,  by  ai ^:^:^:'^^  «;^^- 
You  don't  remember  the  pictm-e  in  P^^r*  " 

"What  did  she  say  that  for  ?  "     Decidedly  Ladv 
Adelaide  was  not  encouraging.  ^^ecmeojy  Lady 
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"Because  the  old  gentleman  had  said  'damn,'" 
mswered  Dillwyn  suavely,  looking  down  at  his  plate. 

"  Oh  I " 

"  Yes,  and  the  young  lady  felt '  damn.'  " 

"  Oh  I " 

"  If  you  look  at  Mr.  Marvell,  you  will  see  what  dreadful 
anguage  he  is  using  .  .  .  inside.  Well,  I  am  using  the 
Same.    But  not  being  a  child  of  nature,  I  can't  show  it." 

"  Oh  I  "  said  Lady  Adelaide  for  the  third  time.  She 
glanced  doubtfully  at  her  companion,  imcertain  whether, 

spite  of  his  boast  of  good  manners,  he  had  not  con- 
trived to  be  very  rude  himself. 

The  rich  tones  of  Isidore  Blaise's  voice  continued  in 

labated  flow  at  the  end  of  ihc  table.  It  was  pitched  in 
khat  undertone  which  is  meant  for  one  ear  alone.  And 
pat  ear  paid  it  unremitting  attention.  Miss  Tempest 
Ipoke  scarcely  at  all ;  but  a  soft  interjection  here  and 
ihere,  and  the  earnest  regard  with  which  she  fixed  the 

Baker,  displayed  an  amoimt  of  interest  sufficient  to 

stify  the  state  of  gloom  in  her  other  courtiers,  so 

eUngly  described  by  Dillwyn.    It  was  only  at  dessert 

Ihat  she  seemed  to  remember  her  duty  as  hostess.    Sir 

bimon  had  long  since  disposed  of  his  special  repast — 

(rhich  consisted  of  a  boiled  egg  and  two  plasmon  biscuits, 

rashed  down  by  a  generous  tumbler  of  hot  water.    It 

iras  scarce  surprising  that,  on  such  fare,  he  should  not 

kave  found  himself  disposed  to  any  cheerful  interchange 

^f  ideas  with  Mrs.  Spofforth,  who  thus  had  had  all  the 

lore  energy  to  devote  to  each  course  and  now  sat,  in 

ither  torpid  condition,  slowly  munching  burnt  almonds. 

On  the  opposite  side,  Diana,  stranded  between  the 

cial  reformer  and  the  poet,  had  been  reduced  to  intev- 
langing  inanities  with  her  brother  across  the  table, 
the  peaches  now  came  round,  however,  she  helped 
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her  this  eveninir     Tiro„j«i      ™  ^  he  had  vouchsafe< 

■Do  have  a  peach— mv  Doi»t  i  "  ei,.         ^  ^ 
cojudng  adorahlyT^    my  Poet  I     she  urged,  her  smile 

"  From  your  hand,  then." 
From  my  hand." 

b«.t  over  her  plate  and  v^J^l^th^^^  "<''<""- 
whole  Of  h«  prize  helpi^X^T"''  *°  "^^  "'  «" 

P™^";!^^»'"ti^:  "I-mhavepepper. 
p^^  ,_  y,     never  care  for  anythmg  but  pepper  w^a 

«i''^-''^nn'r?A^"'.«^.*«''le.   But  except  a 
to  notice  the  bSt  ^"^  ^"^  ^°'''  »°  <>°*  seemed 

delightful  picture  I  "  ^  ^*  ^"^^  a*  yo»t- 

Pen^ptions  instantly     He^^.;.  ^^^'i  "*  =«^«ve 
J^  eyes  fully.  anT^.p^i'^^-^.'T'elf,  open«i 

-ww.ththeairofon.SSroX^"^i3S; 
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I"  Nature  is  so  pleasantly  appropriate  sometimes  I    The 

ich,  the  strawberry,   fruits  of  early  summer.  .  .  . 

^ereas,  in  autumn/'  his  dark  caressing  eye  sought 

ady  Adelaide  (he  was  siure  of  his  ground  here) — "  in 

wtumn  she  gives  m  grapes  ...  the  fruit  for  riper  life. 

To  see  the  woman  of— say  a  moment  after  thirty,  with 

bunch  of  grapes  in  her  hand  ...  1    A  woman  with  a 

mtiful  hand,  toying  with  the  fruit— to  watch  the 

lovement  from  bunch  to  lip — ^why  it  is  as  if  she  were 

rawing  dreamy  music  from  a  harp !  " 

He  illustrated  his  text  with  a  delicate  gesture. 

"  No  one  could   have  said  that  but  Mr.  Blaise ! " 

led  Lady  Adelaide,  charmed.    She  was  celebrated  for 

^he  beauty  of  her  hands ;  and  moved  them  now  in  her 

^um  with  a  complacent  curve  of  wrist. 

Magdalen  rose  abruptly,  neglectful  of  the  fact  that 
tome  of  her  guests  were  still  agreeably  occupied. 
"  It  is  dreadfully  hot  here  I  "  she  exclaimed.    There 
as  a  sudden  impatience  upon  her.    She  wondered  what 
Ihia,  Mayne  and  Captain  Denvers  might  be  saying  to 
ich  other.    All  at  once  she  felt  she  could  not  listen 
lother  moment  to  Mr.  Blaise's  dissertations  either  on 
paupers  or  peaches. 
Uncle  Simon,  with  his  golden  toothpick,  the  poet 
ith  his  idiotic  peppered  peach  that  he  seemed  unable 
io  get  through,  Aunt  Adelaide  with  her  fatuous  smile, 
pfrs.  Spofforth  solemnly  chewing,  were  all  equally  in- 
tolerable.  What  was  the  good  of  being  rich  and  powerful, 
'  everything  bored  you  ? 


CHAPTER  VI 
EVENING  AT  THE  OLD  PLACE 

,  ,  abandon^*  ^t^tj^^i  """^  »'  ^eyr 
b>"It  Court,  and  now  the  r^rj""^  l^l  ™^'«-  "Oder 
Denvers  and  his  coLn^^t"!:  .°'  *"*  agent-Har. 
<»«sert  provided  by  the  S.7^^  °'"^  *«  ""Hfe 
of  thin  red  goosebSi«  a^^  'f '  '"'""kwper-a  dis 

Clan.  m^ZT^T^  l!^*'  "^  ^''*«  "^-^ts 

«ays.  in  piquant  contStTo  h^^"'  *',"'  '»'*  '»^n 

work.    She  had  ma Je  ^  h^K  fT"^  ^J^'y  'o- 

the  world ;  she  "  countrf  "  w     ?  """^  J^tion  ir 

P*at  paper  by  whi^"^"    "1"?^  on  the  staff  of  the 

pure  literary  world-and  ,^  ™P'oyed.  but  also  in  the 

Society  aS.    Born  a  W  **  T^  '""'tant  way.  t 

nected  with  many  a  g^"^^  ^u'^k'""'""^  ~n. 

doubted  whether  her  Ssrftf"?'    ''"*  it  is  to  be 
»  eagerly  remember^^i°''^^P*ould  have  been 

she  had  won  for  hens^lf^ni^^ '".«>«  distinction 
fcrtune.  The  living  rfch^iL*^  disabihttts  of  sex  and 
Pft  of  the  Denv«slo«b  of  rr  ^"^  had  been  in  the 
the  Refonnation  And^  °/  "**  """o'  of  Chilworth  since 
bestowed  upon  so4  y^^Lri"^^'  '*  -as  .egul^^ 
cousin  of  the  house  ri,^7.f  °  ^  Promising  yonne 
of  the  late  GeS^Den^t'T  I""*  '^"  «"»  =3 
Park,  whose  eccen.ric'^aS;,^^!^"  °'  '^'^^orth 

"««"iogicai  extravagance  on  the 
60 
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hand,  and  mad  speculation  on  the  other,  had  brought 
le  old  place  into  the  market. 

On  the  General's  death  the  day  of  reckoning  had  come ; 
id  Harry  Denvers,  who  would  have  sacrificed  a  great 
lal  to  cl'^ave  to  the  old  acres,  found  himself  forced- 
clear  his  father'sname— into  the  sale  of  all  he  held  most 
ar.   He  had  had  no  suspicion  of  the  critical  state  of  the 
ily  fortunes,  and  the  catastrophe  had  been  as  un- 
Kpected  as  it  was  devastating.    From  one  moment  to 
aother  he  seemed  to  lose  everything :   his  possessions 
is  profession,  his  position.     But  there  are  things  of 
toh  financial  ruin  cannot  rob  a  man;    and  Harry 
)envers,  after  the  first  giddy  misery  had  passed,  found 
hat  he  still  had  courage  left,  with  which  to  face  life. 
When  the  last  farthing  of  paternal  liabilities  had  been 
Bttled,  it  was  even  with  a  certain  peace  and  some  inner 
ontent  that  he  set  himself  to  build  up  a  fresh  exist- 
ace.    From  his  dead  mother  he  had  stiU  a  small  com- 
Btence  of  a  few  hundreds  a  year—enough  to  vegetate 
Ipon,  not  enough  to  satisfy  such  energies  as  his.    He  had 
lo  hesitation  as  to  the  course  in  which  this  new  existence 
Vas  to  run    Life  "  in  the  City  "  would  be  an  abomination 
hun;   desk  work  an  impossibiUty ;   the  competition 
gambhng  speculations  had  for  him  but  a  sordid  side 
le  had  always  loved  the  country  and,  from  his  childhood 
^warcb.  he  had  had  no  higher  ideal  than  that  of  the 
vnership  of  the  old  acres.    Had  General  Denvers  not 
en  an  autocratic  as  well  as  a  cranky  parent,  nothing 
irould  have  tempted  the  young  man  away  from  Chilworth 
nd  the  simple  manifold  interests  of  the  estate— the  farms 
le  preserves,  the  stock,  the  stables,  the  crops,  the  welfare 
W  the  village  foUc,  the  pleasant  neighbours ;  all  that  goes 

kemal,  kmdly,  innocent  and  blest. 
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evolve  themsXr-dS^SfCr''*'^'^ 

spent  at  Oulworth-wf -L"?  Jeaves-invanal 

Hitherto  „  enti^^y  X^S^Jf^  »  "^  "^ 

have  an  ambition,  he  X  cJ  ^  °I."  *»^y 

deteijnined  and  ai^b^TpS^^  °'j?''J«  "' 

new  fortune  for  himself  ouf^rft^' ,  "'  ,*°"'<*  ^"^ 

of  the  land.    He^Sl^l^  ^'™''«*«  »»<»  lo' 

he  would  see  forlS^w'^  *"   ~""  "^  '«««<i 

fnd  when  he  had  Sd  tt^  ^P*™»??'  '<»  himself 

ledge  and  love  rivrl^  k  ^    '^T'  '''^<*  both  kno, 

he  would  sta^Ti*^,  ^^  ^  "f"^  '™* 

hnes  which  he  wasVn^-i  I  agncnltuial  insurance  oi 

success.  **"  ~^*"' ''o-'d  mean  triumpU' 

'^'<^«^ti;ni::^.h'*^^^^«ristic  of  him.  h. 

hfe  and  aflt  fe  rS?h,1  ^T^  "i*h  his  mili^ 

on  the  estate  of  a  brother  n«7'  i  **  '«e  of  thirty 
Teyne  Court  a^™^?^'  «'»*hen  the  offer  of  th^ 
post.  ^""^  "^^  his  way,  was  ready  for  the 

set'^^iS^lhe'Th j^'ofTpS^?:-^ "^  *«?'  '"•  '« 
o*  years  more  would,  te  E^   f?l'.  *""*  "  <^Pk 
starting  on  his  schem^    Me^ J^'  ^i^  Justified  in 
at  Teyne  Court  to^exfa^^cT^*  ^^  ***'«»  *>«" 
packed  with  mateSs^^  ZT^  '""'  ^'^-  «> 
free  to  exereise  them  S^he  cC^S  T  ~'?P'**'^y 
recently— he  had  been  »«  I  .        ;  *hat-until  quite 
«ith  hardly  any^o  r^n^^^^^,  "=?"*»'«»  "«»! 
"^  dependent  WLny^^  "^  of  the  fact  that  h^ 

To-night,  however.  Clara  u«.*«k-      ».. 
-ety,  saw  a  Coud  u^-hT^^STan^l^tlfS 
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spitality.    She  had  her  own  theory  on  the  subject, 
id  it  was  a  torturing  one. 

He  had  always  been  very  kind  to  her.  He  had  a 
livabrous  compassion  for  the  woman  who  works  for  her 
He  never  let  her  see  that  (and  it  was  an  unf  ortu- 
ite  fact)  she  rather  bored  him;  that  the  feminine 
ctivity,  as  a  factor  in  modem  public  life,  was  a  thing 
ither  repellent  to  him ;  and  that,  in  his  mind,  there  was 

er  an  uncomfortable  shrinking,  near  her,  from  the 
(lemory  of  certain  love  passages  which  in  their  salad 
ays  had  taken  place  between  them— episodes  on  which 
le  had  a  disconcerting  tendency  to  linger. 
The  dinner,  however,  had  passed  aS.  naturally  enough. 
IS  self-invited  guest  had  made  merry  over  the  pot-luck 
le  had  found  in  the  bachelor  establishment,  in  a  manner 
reeable  to  his  simphcity.  With  three  turns  of  the  hand, 
ie  had  given  charm  to  the  stiff  posy  in  the  middle  of  the 
iible.  She  had  called  for  a  chafing-dish ;  and,  in  its  con- 
'  absence  from  the  household  chattels,  had  made 
Upable  shift  with  a  shaving-pot  lamp  and  the  lid  of  a 
'  cuit-tin,  thereon  toasting  a  Welsh  rarebit  which  he 

i  able  in  truth  to  pronounce  the  best  he  had  ever  eaten, 
tien  she  had  cleared  the  impromptu  gear  away,  without 
I  fleck  on  the  tablecloth  or  a  smear  on  her  white  hands. 

through  she  had  been  merry  and  tactful ;  she  had 
lidured  the  rampant  attentions  of  his  many  hungry 
l)gs  with  a  grace  so  charming  as  to  seem  quite  spontane- 
she  had  divined  the  blind  old  hound's  thirst,  when 

master  himself  had  been  puzzled  by  the  creature's 
stlessness ;  she  had  been  amused  herself,  and  for  once, 
id  distracted  him  agreeably. 

She  would  have  none  of  the  glaring  parafi&n  lamp  which 
lie  scowling  old  lady,  his  housekeeper,  was  for  bringing 
\ ;  but  begged  that  they  might  sit  on  in  the  sweet  dusk : 
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But  he  could  not  deny  t^JZ  t w  .1?  •''*  '  '~" 
CU™.  «d  th.t  it  w^'^TtS  t^tc^Sf^"?  ^ 
n»nner  in  which  she  d«waid^^l?2.  .t  T**^' 
She  was  sitting  fonj^h^^^  ^^ 
Her  eyes,  in  daylight  a  UitU  har-Ti  .  ^  ?"  ^'^^^  **' 
soft^jed  as  she';^^  on*^"^' '""'«'  *«<'<^«» « 

empty  l_H  only  that  nM  u^    ^  *"^  »»  ">«' 

notioi,oJconrrt  IcouldnJff     "*"  °'  ^^  '^ 

™»e  enc^tinTp^^r  in"r ::  '^.^^  - 

"?Z  ^JLTret*^  "•"•  "«  "°«'<^  "-St  speakin 

about  Z^:^^  '^o^tr'-^'^^ 
know  yourself  next  spring  "  ^ '      ^°"  ^^^'^^ 

got  a  sheet  or  a  table^th  *h»*  ^  ***  y°"  ""^en'i 
1-d  sack  your  M^^  ^*  *^»°*  *»*  ".ending 
start  you  with  somethi^ftJh  IJ  ^     '  "■*  y°"-  <^ 

^^tL./^ai.dp^t'^hs^rw^-rr^'' 

wi|;:^^f.t^t"^re^^,X^stilh.ess 
It  would  not  do,  mv  dear  "  h^.^-A  !r^' 
"Whatdoyousayr-^^^r^J^t^^™^", 
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''STS:^''^^  ...  do  you  mean  that  people 
JuldtaJk?    Oh,  Harry,  how  abfurd  I  "  ^ 

t  tSt  *'°°**^'  Wwhing  hke  a  girl  m  the  shelter- 

p  I  Imow  they  would,"  he  asseverated.    He  stuck  his 
Ipe  mto  bs  mouth  again,  and  spoke  between  ckmched 
Bth        Never  was  such  a  place  as  this  for  gossipl 
l%^t 'fT  ^ ""!  «^  *° '*^^  *°  Mrs.  Gieen,  besicks 

I  luck  all  her  We.    Can't  indulge  in  anything^ 
clean  m  that  line.    I  have  to  put  up  ^STfodS 

Dps. 

^^she  would  not  aUow  this  jocose  turning  of  the 

h  Hany.  but  seriously,"  she  exclaimed,  "  you  don't 
Ink  that  people  would  be  so  foolish  as  to  attach  im- 

.IdTtkanVou  ie"^  °'^  "^'  '^'''^  ^^^•^  ~^ 

I,  I^°  y**"  ^^^'"  ^  said  uncompromisimrlv 
r  Two  years?    Two  centuries  I  measuredby  aU  the 
ietchedness  of  my  married  life   nf  m«r  «^,"!.  i 
ttjflirsl"    w«r  kLT^^    t',.      ™y  struggle,  my 
T^if  H  J^K^?  '^  trembling  so  much  that  she 
.  r  r  trV^  "^i**"^**-    "  I  fe«l  so  old,"  she  said 
ie^ttc^^  voice  that  was  ahnost  like'a  sob.       ' 
Je  felt  homhly  sorry  for  her  and  yet  uneasily  awa» 

r  ria^J^  11  K.^  acknowledged  the  possibility  of 
r  nanus  stiU  bemg  coupled.  He  got  V«id  went 
[the  window.  His  eyes  were  fixed  iiseeiLly  on  Sb 
Mes  d  overgrown  flowers  in  his  ^^^  ^^ 
^  Ju^  the  setter  and  Chmmnie  the^e  hSSS 

L7^.^^^^^  ''"^^  ^^  tl^e  same  b^ 
ano^  toe  he  would  have  intervened  judid^n^,* 
he  took  his  ammals  as  seriously  as  hmnan  b^^^ 
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«*,  the  moment  he  had  loi«  inatmctively  dr^SsH 
upon  h™  «  .vrideniy  ,h«  t^,^  ^  .^o^ST^^ 

I^^  .    -^  ''.°"*'  K**""^  emotion  as  it  w, 
•onnded  agam  passionately  behind  him. 

givei  ^^'^'^  *^-  "'^-  **'  y""  ""ve  never  i 

i-;;f^o„^-:^rsi^«''"-^- 

myJ^'r^asar^;U"^,<i,^r«  -er  ,0^. 

wbm^^''*"'^f?'-   He  l»d  been  only  ninete 
wtei  he  had  proposed,  hi  headlong  schoolbw  Zwt 

S^C::':  tfr ^  ^""^  upon  t  yt^ 
beaSr  H,H  1.    ^^  V '  '"Hissing  charm  as  weU 

ButhowcouUhT^euSrhatnJ^  u  T"/  *^  °"' 
at  this  odd  Ireak  oSS    al  wt  tSt.T^ 

He  was  too  simple  to  realize  that  the  lonely  woman 
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muminating  the  past  with  the  glow  of  the  present 

*  A*^ » ''     .  .  She  rose,  came  over  to  him.  and 
Iretched  out  an  unsteady  hand  to  touch  his  arm 
No  man  however  guileless,  could  have  been  bliiid  to  the 

Vii^       K^T^-.J^*  ^  «^*d  °^  *!»«  darkness 
a  ^d  from  her  the  sudden  gmlty  flushing  of  his  face. 
Liara-—      He  took  her  hand  in  his.   after  a. 
boment's  hesitation,  pressed  it  ai.  J  dropped  it  «^tlv 

BOiy.       He  was  blundenng  out   of  the  intolerable 
tuation  with  the  best  tact  he  could  must^.    "  I  ^veJ 
-*-  so  conceited  as  to  bear  malice.     And—"    He 
iht  m  his  brain,  found  the  phrase  he  wanted  an^ 

^  of  fom^,  haven't  we  P-We'U  always  re^^  " 
He  coidd  hear  her  draw  her  breath  sharply.    sC^raa 

tL^v    "^ '°'*'«»«»  «"»»  dam^-hettit  hated  to 
i  anything  gu«er.  "* 

■  Do  yon  mind  if  we  have  a  little  light  ?  "  asked  du. 
a  mBkading.  quiet  voice.    "  No,  n^  tl^t  ^t^ 
rra  t  there  any  candles  on  the  mantelpiece  ?  "  ^ 

IVhen  he  had  dumbly  obeyed  and  placed  the  liehted 

r^e^^'^sS^^lS;::?^''*  T  '^'  ^S'reldnS 
cigarette.    She  mhaled  the  smoke  awhUe  with  droon- 

eyehds  and  then,  suddenly  fixed  her  cousta  S 
trast  between  pupU  and  iris  was  iiusuaUy  d^ed 
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Hiny  Denven  felt  it  now,  probfaiguHOmott  vfelatiiui 
hist^hti;  and  once  more  the  unwilling  icarlet  ov 
^ttdhhf^ce.   Her  expreiMve  mouth  curled  to  a  im 

PootHm^I    ihe  laid,  flicking  her  cigarette  ad,. 

\^^  S**77?**  y°"  "»««  by  that,"  he  cii 

wtentfully.   He  had  better  have  kept  rilent. 
••My  dear  boy,  you  are  very  transparent  f " 
Transparoit  ? "    He  felt  himself  grow  white  nc 
withannseofangBr.  "  What  the  devil  ij  the  matter  ^' 
me  ?"  he  was  asking  himself  irritably. 
JJTjoiyjh^  indeed,;'  Ae  proceeded  with  that   bitt. 
•imle,    itwassomevitablel  A  conclusion  that  was  f on 

••Clara  I  "he  warned.  There  was  gathering  thunder  i 
^  low  note.  Hm  blue  eyes  flashed  with  an  odd  red  Ikh 
But  he  aiught  himself  up.  ••  I  think,"  ^  sSi  c5m 
posedly  after  a  pause,  "  you  had  better  explain  what  y" 
^^you  will  be  going  away  fuU  of  some  ridicuL 

^At  this  she  got  up,  dropping  her  still  unfinished  cigar 

•  •  I  suppose  that  is  a  hint  ?"  she  said. 

«^^^^"   '"»««  ^^  appeal  this  time  in  his  accents 

How  tu«»ome  aU  this  is  I  "    Then  he  laughed  v«Slv 

a  Kttle  alarmed  himself  at  the  strength  of  J^^' 

agamst  her    ••  Have  I  said  anything  to  amioy  ^   u 

so.youmustforg,vethebadmam,ersofonelivigsomuch 
alone :  a  confirmed  old  bachelor  " 

i^'ll'Z  " °?^  ^J^°^  ^""^  "^^^  ^^««  ^th  me  across 
the  park, '  she  said  m  a  more  natural  tcme.    "  So  it  T^t 

good-bye  yet.   The  airi^ill  do  me  good.   Let  us  go   '^ 
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Tbey  went  in  tUenca  out  in  the  full  brooding  stillnets 

>f  the  tununer  night.  The  iky  was  of  that  curious,  ahnoet 

"auve,  hue,  more  often  seen  in  southern  climates  than 

our  own ;  and  the  stars  shone  faint  agamst  the  light 

still  held.    Into  this  amethystine  vault  the  i  i  kio  jf  a 

oung  moon  was  exquisitely  hung. 

"Oh."  said  Clara,  halting  on  the  flagged  n .th,  '  vl.it 
night  I "  ^     > 

There  was  the  dry  echo  of  a  sob  in  her  voice  In  a  fla.s}» 
•f  disturbing  perspicacity,  he  understood  Whai  i  n;gii; 
'  would  have  been  for  joy.  had  the  man  she  lovod  i  ^ved 
X I  He  went  tongue-tied  beside  her.  his  lace  straight  • 
t ;  and,  hearing  her  stumbling  and  uneven  trei  d.  knew 
|at  her  eyes  were  blind  with  tears.  He  felt  wrenched 
ith  an  odious  miseiy.  After  a  while  he  said  to  her 
ntly; 

Take  my  arm." 

/nie  trees  of  the  park  were  arching  over  them.  Like  a 
ight  of  lovely  ghosts,  two  or  three  does  startled  at  their 
oproach.  crossed  their  road  and  vanished.  He  felt  her 
>uch  upon  his  arm  and  noticed,  with  some  relief,  that 
»  step  had  grown  firm  again.  When  the  lights  of  the 
>«sejeaped  into  view  at  the  turning  of  the  path,  she 
opped  and  with  a  pressure  of  her  fingers  made  him 
:op  too. 

Don't  come  any  further,  dear  Harry."   Her  voice  was 
«  m  tenderness.    "  Forgive  me  if  I  have  teased  you. 

IS  not  a  subject  for  teasing,  but  then "  she  broke 

You  and  I,"  she  began  once  more  and  paused  • 
you  and  I,"  she  repeated.  "  were  all  our  lives  at  cross^ 
^rpwes !       Then,  as  his  dumbness  conveyed  to  her 

'll    !S  v"^^*  ^  ^^  ^^^^'  "^^  ^^k  gently  the 
she  stUl  held    "Oh,  Harry,  Harry  I  "  she 'said,  with 
lother  echo  of  that  bitter  Uughter.  "  don't  you  think  I 
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He  started  back  fr^'hT^ 

■•  t  !!'"  ^°*  nght  I  am  I "  she  mocked  hi™  .,  ji 
.    1  see  nothing  of  the  kinrt  t  "    ™"*~  ™™  »»%. 

citadel  is  chietoWSM^        »•  ,w»s  goaded.    • 
of  it."  ^  ^^°^  *°  keep-to  keep  invaders  c 

'•^^^SLTh^nr  a  "^ '  r"  *«  ««^  "P  ' 

coupled  with  tee  revdLtLTr**  2*  **^  «>< 
thing  of  dignity :  '*'"^*'°°  »*  ">"  words,  had  yet  som 

have'fce'^t^  "^  '"P*''-  H*^-  y""  conld  n, 

tjje  tail.  Ser"4:^*t^'  1^^^  sedng  eyes,  ti 
shrubberies.    H^tJ^.k  ,  "  *«  shadow  of  th 

<««omfit,^.  ^Z^H  hT  '^•"^'«^  '«»«'  '^ 
»  unfair  advInJif;^^'^'"'^''""'^"'  ^ha 
monstrous  to  placeuiJ^^?-        T"  ■"*» '    "  wai 

He  turned  SyZT^^f"^  a  predicament  I 
soul,  that  dry  sobZls^L???   °?i~"'  ^  wooded 
And  then.Xf  S^;Se  orwV""-  "M«»«ht  I " 
assailed  chivalry  s^hlV^.^.      '•"""hation  and  his 
Whadb^^^y'^^.fo'-unthnn:  ■■Uy^ 

no  words  to  answer  har!  ^^       •••  And  he  had  had 
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his  working-room    rhw^ol.^l'"'*?*  ">*  "*"««  of 
««etedSwithtairSSi.Jt'ti:^fl^'  '"""  "•>"»* 
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The  paraffin  lamp,  which  certainly  might  have  been 

nting-table.  He  sat  down  before  it,  drawinTa^h 
^ween  his  teeth-the  sigh  of  one  hari  p,^  'rX 
rae  from  where  he  lay  and  blundered  a<?o,s  the  ^T 
With  the  mstmct  of  his  kind,  scenting  his  mX's 

..^/1,      ■*''°^  ■"" '"f' ""seeing  eyes. 
»dS,:^;^°*'"»"™'"«'*'-«'-«'>sent.y; 

Four  or  ave  business  letters  awaiting  answers   the 
lease  signed  this  afternoon,  a  map  of  th!  STtiid  a 

fet^J^rk  ''^Jf  ""''  f  5^  «■-  ready 'fo??h: 
pigni  s  work.    This  daily  gnnd  of  busmess.  these  honriv 

:lam»  upon  his  energies,  mental  and  p^caTand  tt^ 

companionship  of  his  dogs-would  Ufe  n^„  hoM    '^ 

h«ngsw^erforhim?    He  told  himself  it  nev«wo^d 

teehveen  ban  and  his  heart's  secret  desire  r^ttem^t 

Uom  of  toners,  money.    The  money  that  was  r»~ 

m  ed  by  tha  tableful  of  papers,  those  bmsttaT^^^ 

bo^Sff'^'''^^*'^'^''-    ^emon^lcS' 
taexoiable  frontier.    The  golden  barrier,  mountain  S 

toe  passage  of  which  was  prohibited  even  tTte  tru^l 

rhe  money  out  of  which  he  was  paid  I    Ladv  Sidi 

^^oaly  stated  a  fact:   he  coulS  not  ev^'s^t? 


-r^^t?^****!"  """"ent  on  the  threshold  of  the 
action  most  repugnant  to  her.  and  entered  the  rc^ 
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^  At  sight  of  her  M^i^lf ''^il"^  ^  «ch  cheek. 

«*a«ty  m  one  whom  sheSdSfL^.  ^'^""ents  of  rea 

h^  own  blooming  youth    r^"'  "*  *^  ^'^^^^^ 

attractions  have  ceLd  fn  *®*^  those  who* 

^^vers  said  to  bis^t ,  u  '^°""*-     What  had  Ha^ 

«Wtoherfade31arr*°'*^^'^^°"«^*t^at^^ 

Well  ?  "  cried   *fc^   i.  • 

^allenge  in  her  voiX^fa  ?.t'  "~"^  »'  «>« 
evening?"  -ma  looks,    have  you  had  a  nice 

upon  her  lips  which  the  eW  m,»r?L.  ?'*"  "»«  a  smile 

tamiting :  little  did  Z^^J',  ^  <^  mmT^ 

"sprang.     "The  ^^^^Z^^^opa>s,anuatry 

C»  any  bitterness  ^  tST^*?.  °^.  WttemTr 

fflfweof  theonepreteed?  **  "J«*«0  ""man 

J^-ely  STLwTh'""^'"  ^  »«i<J  lowly     «  P^ 

fuppose."    The  words  esc^~d°M?'l  ,*°  ^^   o"-",    I 
«e^iic.ble  in,pnj«  thalZJ^^ff^VPf  «»  "^^ 

No,"  said  Clara  Mayne  in  ^^      ^°  *"«»• 
'««verysile„,.i,^-»4«l~^oioe.    -n^,^ 
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Ifayfaten  got  up  abrnptly  and  left  her     M-   k. 
looked  after  her,  very  wdl  a,^  !7fhfLZ!:*''™ 
had  created    It  wi^rW  ^T^/ '^.■P«~<»  «•» 

wo«Ml»vet.kenThJte^^arr*°."»^    '* 

t«nptaU«;  «dyetT^,^X^^:^^ 
in  her  heart  almost  desoiscri  J^a  f^"^-  ™o™  she 

1«~B  rf  »ch  nSSf  '"''*'*"  ^»»* 

"  I'm  going  to  bed  I "  said  Miss  T«n».~»  i_  V 

"«y.  "  It's  been  a  horrid,  hS^rS.^?r*^* 
of  gBding  throurii  her  "  W. "rS  VT'^i.,    ^*'*  >»<>  »  way 

Hs/;  Tlave^tt^  -l^  S:^^  '"  ' 
her  utterance.  VWiat  ah.  ^^i^' ^P""™*  **"«"  ♦« 
"  ho'id,  ho-W  I "  "^5'  '*"'  «"»*«>  «ther  like 

J^  a  chorus  of  protest,  she  stalked  straight  out  of  the 
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CHAPTER  VII 
MAGDALEN'S  "  CREW  " 

FOR  two  days  Captain  Denvera  was  not  seen  at  th. 
big  house-and  Miss  Temoesf,  m^i^  "* 
variable  as  April  S  ^"^  **"  ** 

lunch,  intoTpaftet1r»'S:i=  ^'"  i*'^'''  *»""* 
found  her  aBaiTw^Af,,*'**^*'  "  *""*  Mr-  Blaise 
humanit^rT^o^'"  I^Z  ^  """^  dramati,^ 
<J«an.y  and  K^"^  « J"™"?  T""^  *«  be^^ne 

!»«  p4  who^'^d'S  ef  iSStt^To  h "°  '^  ■"* 

ownuig  voice  which  scsSerrf  ^^      .    .  ittr.  m  a  deep 
tractedly  to  the  blK^^"^  *^  "^'  of  the  party  dis- 

fatterine  elances   a,;!^       °°?'  *•"  summoned,  by 

to  eitSlS^oThf^  "'  '"'^  *P'°'»^«»t 
with  both  during  thr;hdf  of  rti"''  fi"^  *  ^^ti"" 
was  emboldened  at  C  to  1^  T"'  *^*  "'•  Spo«orth 
stable»-and  pro^      ^"^'^  her  on  the  way  to  the 

coK'hare  rch'dXl'",«™*'«''*«'» '»'«-, 
having  been  tL  obWt  of  I!^*  "'  twenty-™,e  without 

the  mtnner  in  wUchXl7J,  T"*  *'"***'^«=-  And 
husband,  yet  n*t  d^L  tt  ^^^  '*""*"  *<>  "fu^  the 
iustiaableU  to^lttorlfr:'  -;  --; 
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Qf  these  rejected  suitors  felt  heartened,  after  decent 
inttfvals.  to  propose  again.  And  indeed  Magdalen  was 
apt  tocoMid^  herself  a  Uttle  injured  if  they  did  not  do  so. 

T^y  Spofforth  s  declaration  (his  first)  was  somewhat 

overdue,  accordmg  to  her  estimation.     She  surpassed 

hwsdtf  m  the  sweet  tact  with  which  she  disposed  ofiT^ 

Afatnmony    ^e  declared,  with  her  adoraWy  elusive 

r,  was  a  state  she  could  not,  at  present,  bring  herself 
to  contemplate.    She  was  very,  very  much  touched.    Of 

Vl^J^  "°"^^,,"°*  }^^P  ^^  dreadfully  surprised. 
She  had  always  thought  of  hun  as  dear  Teddy,  her  old 
comrade;  a  kmd  of  nice  big  dear  old  brother  I  All  this 
aocompamed  by  those  sweet  looks  through  contracted 
hds  which  were  the  most  teUing  shafts  in  her  special 
armoury  of  pretty  ways.  *^ 

The  CTe^f alien  young  man  felt  his  first  sulky  discomfi. 
ture  melt  from  him.  "«w«iu 

"  I  don't  want  to  lose  my  big  brother,"  said  she  in  ier 
coaxing  way.  -«;  *«  -a 

"  Can't  you  come  to  think  of  me  as  somethin£  dM  ?  " 
he  asked  huskily.  """uag  ew:  r 

She  shook  her  head  upon  the  first  strai^tforward 
hon^  mjpulse.  And  then,  reading  compete  ^hl 
fiS^  ""  his  "ijured  glance,  tempered  the  blow  after  the 

^Ta«St."^""'^^  ''''  ^^  ^*^PP^"«-^*-  ^-  * 

" I'm  aftvaid  I  couldn't."    She  hesitated.    "At  least 

I.  t^^i   ^  ''°"^^'*  ''^^-    '  *^°"^^'*  ever  do  anything 
m  such  a  huny.-Dear  Teddy,  don't  be  cross  I  "   She  gave 

hand  and  kissed  it,  marticulately  exclaiming  that  he 

tt^7l ^"a/."'''  ^'  "  'r^^'  ^"^  ^^«  -g'*  *«  have 
ioiown  It  I   Adding,  m  a  sudden  audc^cious  spirit  • 

I  don't  really  believe  you'd  like  me  to,  either." 
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"  She  jony%^  j^  "^  that  inade  him  feel  virtaons. 
wl^chp^entl^.^S'^o^^^^^tic.. 

and  i'^XZX^tZ^,^''  "^"^  ^ 
noted  the denchWrf  ths iJ^ «^  ^^  *°  *^ter.  and 
"Pected  titbirSeiy  Sto  ^  ^^-."^  ""^  the 

■n  the  main  rta^^^^Tw'i!'""^*^'*™'^ 
*fficult  to  find   to-  voS  Spofforth  was  never  very 

to  talk  to ;  to  ^  J^  whra  she  had  no  human  being 

chin,  in  -aiMXX^dT^t^aKv*"  ^"^ 
Chmese  nationality  and  hi.  h  ..i  !,  "*  ""th  to  his 
intelligence.  ^  *"'  '^"J'  developed  canine 

Magdalen  now  found  her  a«,t^  . 

ner  seated  on  a  corn-bin.    The 


poet  (in  a  state  of  gli 
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leaning 


loom,  pronounced  even 
"  partition  a  few  pac 
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for  him)  stood 
w  away,  arms 


against 
folded. 

"Stables  iffli't  any  places  for  Manchu  princes  I" 
Diana  was  chanting  to  the  lustrous^yed,  prot^iL 
anmialonherlap.   "  Well,  if  you  won't.  ^ti^wS? 

unkmd,  Mr.  Marvell .  won't  you  write  an  ode  or  a  triolrt 

or  somethmg,  about  Chin  A  my  lily,  ^  b^I 

nosy  boy?     He'd  make  a  beaukl^ubS-:S 

hereV,  Magdalen!    Oh,  Magdalen,  order  Mr.  MarydTVo 

wnte  a  sonnet  on  Chin-chin  I  " 

v^M^i^*?^^*^  ^^"^^  fro™  ^  post  and  placed 

J'JlZ'^  "^  i*^„***  ^"^^'^  ™  yo"  »"»'."  be  said 
^^iSdaled,    I  wJl  write  a  vfllaaeUe  on  Beautir  and  tt« 

•■Ah<h-ahl  There's  a  nasty  one  for  yon,  Magdalen  I" 
^«^IW,  taaticaUy  hugging  her  dog,  aid  i^Sg 
the  ade  rftte  coni-bin  with  the  heeb  of  her  neat  biop^ 

Mr.  Itovd^s  most  withering  smile  twisted  hislips 
B«rt  was  hs  t™  for  favour  ag«n.  it  seem^  S 
'^^    As  they  crossed  the  flagged  yard  in  the  fuU 

f,?^^^'"*"  ""  "  ^"^'^  «™^*<»»  enough  object 
m  her  ^te  lawn  gown,  for  any  poets  adon^on    He 

«^  pouring  forth  a  disconnected  Sream  of  rep^S^^ 
•temptions  of  his  feelings,  passionate  euloKto 
Wehne^.  confession  of  her  power  over  him  when  Z 
nasave  form  of  the  philanthropist  loomed  before  him 

little^mi'^"''  ""'^  ""  '^^**'  **  '^'"« 

so^^  ^'^^  °"*  '°"''-  "^^  consciousness  of 
sovereignty  was  once  more  hers.    Mr.  Blaise's  eyes  told 
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her  n^.  oAMUtlER 

»t«elf  in  her  mind ;  and  ^h^^  '^*^  P^  '<«ned 
as  she  decided  on  t^fhe  w^f  i^r^^  ^t  K 
movement  of  passion.  ^*  ""^^^  ^«»  »  genuine 

What  that  plan  was  «hA  «« 
luncheon.        ^      "^^  ^*  announced  a  little  later  at 

matter  whether  he's  t^^l^.\^^'  ^^  '*  does  not 
OW  Place.  lt'sqrntT^tZ,^y.Z"^'J''^''''y^'''^^ 
seventeenth  century  Jj  ^nl  ^""^  ^  "^^^^  of  the 
to  see  it."  ^'    '  ^^^  my  painter  would  hke 

Miss  Tempest's  painter  was  fn  o«.- 
noon    His  name  CMLtrDerZir  t^'^  *^*  ^*«- 
perpetrator  of  the  portrait^  i„[?^:    ^*  ^*»  «<>*  «»e 
post-impressionist,  Sd^  a  t-^^"  ^^'^'  ^^^o  was  a 
But  if  not  a  rf^^^Mr  D^w?  *"^^  ^«bism. 
essentially  a  "  modem  "     and  ^^  '^'  nevertheless, 
eccentricity  now  W^agin  wWch     work  displayed  an 
quahfied  as  disagreeabfe^w         "*^*  ^  (and  was) 
behind  it  whi^^fhi,^'^^^  *  !!^«  -^  «<^ 
ones  who  "  count."  "«"'  '^  ^^  the  ranks  ct  those  rare 

His  personality  miidrt  be  d«i«.aw^  • 
tenns  as  his  art    SSbta  S^  "*'"'«*  *^  »ame 
him  aiwmg  1^5- g,,^^™^  2!,^***  ^"^*^  to  number 
-»^'  the  tSu'^'^^P^^o 

Harry  Deavers  halted  su^r^uu^ 
his  house.  ^'  *»*«nshed.  on  the  threshold  of 
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down  Its  length  of  its  accumuUted  burden.  a^A  , 

The  fruit  Irom  the  Comtgi^^iL^T^J^y- 
Court  p.„tnr.  the  cakes  a^:  ^3^"  '^  «>• 
Court,  were  &!!  lai/4  //^*4.u :-  xv  ^^7*'  "*^  sweets  Irom  the 

the  T;;^  cC^^c^^^'P?^^  *^i  ^*i°«uished 

severity  unwonted  e^^S^'    ^'^'^^'  m  a  state  of 

Miss  T^^t  «,d  !?i  Ik  ^'  P"^^  ^^^'^  «»e  kettles. 

atlSrSrofX^^nt"^"^^^^^  ^-^  *o  ^ 
house-party  missing  X  mA  q1«  Ju"^?^"  °^  *^»« 

feminine  idea  of  »ro,^iT^~^tT,  T*  ?  Pf  *'' 
patroness,  was,  to-A^JS'' "/**  ^'  °'  "» 
in  his  attentioiis  toU^' ^J^i'^"*%"'°^«ii»g 

arS'fc*^^^^'"^-'"  -fUuS  by  any 

simpIicitTrftterJ^^  "**  "^^"^  "^^  »U  the 
the  white.  ll^v  ^M  ""^JIP  ""  '^'^^  tattle 
foBlardsat  ^  j!S^'  fT^^^  gowned  in  mauve 
J>Sn   hiSS  L^'^  '*"^"*  "  <""*  0'  the 

.^tioltt'^foTthtnrii^L-'"'''*-  co„: 
E^S^t"^^.!"^^*^"  Httle  apart. 

puce  was  SO  filled  with  laughter  and  chatter ;   its 
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ocwpwu  wew  80  fun  of  themsdvet  and  tto 
that,  h«l  It  not  byen  for  Chin^hin'.  tuddoiTaSp^ 
of  Judys  long  melancholy  nose  protniduw  between  h» 
master  and  tl«  door,  and  1^  consent  SSuT^^^ 
JL  "Si  *^  unobtrusive  appearance  of  the  d>^  at 
SOTie  time  ^""^  »mained  undiscovered  for 

Ttoe  was  a  shout  of  greeting.    Most  of  tiie  young 
people  were  m  that  condition  of  high  spirits  when  ev«^ 
ttflng  becOTws  a  huge  joke.    Diana's  voice,  as  usu^ 
predommated :  ' 

"  PleaM  Captain  Denven,"  she  screamed.  Kood- 
humouredly  autiioritative.  "  you  won't  mind  ihutting 
Judy  out.  wiU  you?  Chin^hin  can't  bear  her.-Can  vou 
my  Chmese  PUnce-kin  ?-And  he  says  he's^C 
wo^  t  want  hmi,  to  be  made  uncomfortable  when  he's 
^ettoSr^  *°  *^"^  **"  ^^  "^^  you-without  being 

Harry  Denveis  stood  a  moment  longer  holding  back 
the  unpulsive  and  too  affectionate  Judy  by  hercSlar. 
btoloi  a  march  on  you— what  ?  "  said  DiUwyn.  who 

b^f  ^    J^  ^^^  °T**  ***  ^'  «P*«^^  in  the  civil 
but  detached  manner  he  reserved  for  his  hostess's  agent 

,JL  J?.!''*  ^^  *^*  ^-  ^'^  would  not  have 
regarded  tiie  ex-lancer  otherwise  than  as  a  being  cntitied 
to  the  utmost  consideration,  in  uf.tn  of  fallen  fortunes 
isut.  m  common  witii  Magdalen's  other  suitors,  he  had  an 
ever-present  uneasy  jealousy  of  the  silent,  handsome  man. 
whose  contiguity  to  the  heiress  gave  him  a  constant  and 
unfair  advantage. 

"We  hardly  thought  you  would  be  home  so  early. 
Captam  Drivers."  said  Lady  Adelaide.  She  was  unabte 
to  conceal  her  inimical  feelings. 

Softly.  Clara  Mayne  shpped  in  her  word : 
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Then  "he  SdS  ^SX^J^'"^^  tap«tarb.bly. 

her.  here  flamed  scariet    h^V       ^  *^*^^  approach 

unwilW  S  b.r^lJ'?!'-  J-fy."   dragged   the 

comply  whici"ex2?fX*^i,nj'S?  •? 
an  uncomfortable  stillness :         ^^'        *""*"  ""^o 
"jnie  place  is  yours  to  dispose  of,  Hiss  Temnest " 

J^  K^dr^*^  -^^  *^-  "^  -" 

•le^'ltfaie'"™"*"'*""  "  "^  "'«'•*'»  colour 

1  tlunk  that  would  hanllv  An  •■  c.m  ^i 
quiet  voice.  ""anaroiydo,    said  Clara,  m  a  chill, 

l^^,";.  ^^'*'  •J"""'  I  ••  called  Magdalen.    "  Teddy  come 

foom,  and^^  a^tJ  ^J"^  ^^  '♦«!»  across  the 
voice :  ^^**^  •'y  ^y  Adelaide's  cutting 
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"  Surely  my  dear,  you  are  not  going  to  apologize  to 

Magdalen  came  slowly  back.  The  full  ire  of  her  glance 
was  now  concentrated  on  her  aunt.    But  she  made  no 

^Ta  u       f**  ^"^^  °"  ^  window-seat  again,  and 
pushed  her  plate  from  her. 

"  WeU,"  cried  Diana,  in  her  cheerful  way,  "  I  can't  see 
why  the  poor  man  shouldn't  have  been  asked  to  have 
some  of  this  mce  tea,  anyhow  I  " 

'  ^^'  «*"?'*  y°"  **'^'  M^  SpofEorth,"  said  Clara 
sweetly,  that  it  is  always  so  much  better  not  to  try  to 
patch  up  a  mistake  ?  Since  Magdalen  never  even  warned 
my  cousin  this  morning,  how  could  she  now  say  she 
wanted  him  to  join  us  ?  "  *»  »*y  sue 

,  "P^'}!^^.    ^^'^   you   understand   Miss   Tempest's 

S!^lv  l?*''^^  ^''  ^^'  "^^^^  a  hoirible 
thing  to  think  one  tay  have  hurt  someone  involuntarily  I 
More  especially,"  he  added  with  a  richly  pathetic  deepen- 
ing  of  his  voice,  "  a  person  whom  one  would  wish  for 
S"""^^^  to  screen  from  any  possible  thought  of 
Slight.  His  velvet  eyes  sought  Magdalen.  "There 
IS  no  one  to  whom  I  should,  myself,  wish  to  show  honour 

S^v^       ""^'^'"'  ^'^^'  ^  *^^^*y'  c*p^ 

ait^l  .tf^^^^t  f*f"^P*^  sharply.     She  found  it 
difficult  at  tmi^  to  foUow  the  subtle  twists  of  her  prot6g^. 

Ithmk     she  said,  "  we  are  aU  talking  a  great  d^ 
too  much  about  nothing."  ^^ 

frn^^^r^  ^^^  ?°'*  unexpectedly,  jerked  romid 
from  the  teapot  and  faced  the  last  speaker 

'-Captain  Denvers,"  he  remarked,  "has  other  things 
to  do  than  to  be  bothered  with  tea-parties  I  And  ifi?s 
Amencan  fashion.  Miss  Magdalen,  to  be  breaking  in 
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upon  a  gentleman  in  his  own  house  without  a  bv-vour- 
leave,  or  with-your-leave,  all  I  can  say  is,  it  ain't  Devon- 
shu-e  manners    nor  such  as  the  master-my  master- 
wou^d  have  allowed.     The  Squire  thought  a  deal  of 
tT^..^^''^^'  ^'  ^^-WiU  you  have  some  more 
^A        J  ^^  ""^  ^'^  ^^°  ^^  n<>w  thus  sharply 
addr^d.    The  circle  gaped  at  him  dumbfounded.    All 
S^L*^*"^  T^  .^f   acquainted   with   Smallwood's 
pecidmnti^  and  pnvileges ;  and  those  who  knew  them 
quaUed  under  them.    "  Will  you  have  another  cup  S 
tea  ?     he  repeated  m  a  higher  key.    "  WiU  you  or  will 
you  not  ?  •  he  added,  as  Diana  wi  suddenly^s^Sed^^ 
irrepr^ible  laughter,  which,  reheving  as  it  did  the  dis- 

Sy  S. "'  *'"'""  ^  *'^  ^^"'  ^^  ^0^*  -^- 

SmaUwood  gave  the  mirthful  young  lady  a  not  un- 

Wdent  glance.     He  did  not   disapprove  of  Miss 

fT^  '  ^^  ^"^^  ^  ^^  ^*  J^^  interest  in  ministering 
to  her  excellent  appetite.  ^ 

"  WeU,"  he  remarked,  "  if  this  American  tea-party  is 

lTl«7rf ^^^'J'J'"  ^°  ^^'^  *^  t^«  ^^  forJnine  - 
I U  send  to  fetch  them  things,  by  and  bv  miss"  he 
declared  loftily,  from  the  thr^dd  ^'         ' 

Ifegdalen  made  no  reply.    She  had  turned  to  stare, 
Zt^^i^'  1^  ^y^'  °^*  °*  t^e  ^dow,  biting  a 

rose  and  came  very  gracefully  to  the  help  of  a  situation 
^^which  every  one  was  feehng  more  or  less  the  discom- 

ho3''f/  ^"^V  ^^  "^!.  *^  '^°^  y^^  friends  over  the 
^^LT^  '?^  '^^'  Wroaching  her  hostess  and 
touchmg  her  gently  on  the  shoulder-"  you  seem  tired." 
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.w^iTu '  ^ly  A<fclaide,"  went  on  Mts.  Mayne   "  I 

Ilatf^w^Tj  J^"''  "  ^°^  Elizabeth  funuture  ap- 
S' J^^  f  d^I-ght  you.    And  you,  Mr.  Blaise,  will  U 
"?f !l     '  r'^r-     »''«  added,  with  a  slight  smile 
m  U,e  construction  of  a  genuine  manor-ho,Se    ^y 

nmters  of  the  house  kept  good  watch  on  aU  their  de- 

T^t.ot^-    ^°""*'  "'^  «"-«"■    Aren't  you  ^o.^^. 

.h^^  'T'!''  '°°'  **  ^^"^  and  Spofforth    who 
^ed  a  tendency  to  linger  beside  their  hMteS  w^a 
^t  which  those  youths  were  too  well  bred  noTto*Se 
S^'i,      ^T*"? '°  convention.  Miss  Tempest's  paW 

^  ^  "Se^Lr  ^'^  °'2;""»"y  trgoodT^ 
nussea.     Mr.  DerehaU    remained  seated.     Mr    MarvAli 

s WMSi"*^*  *^  ^'^■^'^ » thfr; 

t^r  ^*"u-  '""  ""^^^  *°°'  ""*m  ?  "  asked  Jfc.  Mavne 
tte  mockmg  smile  on  her  face  becoming  a^S' 
ae  was  <m  very  intimate  terms  with  MagdaS^I^l 

J^I^We.    She  had  done  a  great  deal  to  help  DerehaU 

th»  ^P^'if"."^,*"^  "*  ''*»^-   She  made  a  faint  grimace 

w^fS'olir""""^-  That  gentlemaS^s^ 
were  folded .  obstinacy  was  written  on  every  line  of  hi, 

^/TheYai'^  ^^Maynelaughed^S::^^ 
ine  aoor.  She  had  been  good-natuiedly  anxious  to  create 
a  diversion ;  but  she  was,  perhaps,  whin  it  came  to  i^ot 
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^^T  ° V'^r^  Magdalen  alone  in  her  present  agitated 
condition  to  chance  a  meeting  with  Harry  Denvere. 


A^^'/^uu  ?''^^^'  *^«  ^^^^^  ^^^^^^  to  what 
Ade^de  dubbed  "Magdalen's  crew."  was  a  long  thL 
sad  bearded  man,  with  curious-not  very  pleasant-light 
eyes,  prominent,  roving,  under  red  eyelashes,  and  a  dis- 
concertmg  habit  of  cracking  his  supple  hands.  Beside 
hmi,  the  poet  was  a  very  Chesterfield  of  politeness.  But 
th^t^rt^'  rudeness  was  not  uncalculated ;  he  knew 
frn^  ilr  ^  ^  '?'^^*  concession  to  graciousness 
irom  his  hps  rmg  with  extraordmary  value 

f  n^r^""!?-  "^^  ^^  abnormal  the  man's  artmight  appear 
to  the  ordinary  eye.  however  uncouth  and  disagreeable 
I'Tb^r'^f  y'  "V^^^°^d  deny  the  arrestinf  power 

1^  ^T  ^  ^'  ^^"^^"  ^^  ^°^e°t  picturi  could 
not  be  passed  over,  so  his  presence,  while  it  irritated,  was 
stnnidative.  He  was  a  type ;  a  latter-day  product.  He 
saw  the  whole  world  through  the  medium  of  a  purposeful 
reahsm.  and  so  transmitted  his  impressions.  And  how- 
ever one  rnight  disagree,  one  disagreed  eagerly  and  with 
sustamed  mterest.  *^    jr  ««iu  wim 

To  find  this  brooding  leopard  of  a  creature  at  her  feet  • 
to  know  that  the  ruthless  artist,  hitherto  ap<^tle  of 
vigorous  ughness.  was  to-day  the  avowed  wS^pper 
of  her  beauty,  gave  a  zest  to  Miss  Tempest's  Patronage 
in  his  case,  somewhat  lacking  in  that  of  othe'rs.  There 
was.  moreover,  an  attractive  sense  of  danger  in  the  inter- 
course. Thoughtheleopardcrouched,henIghtalsosp^ 
Compared  to  "  her  painter,"  Miss  Tempest'!  poet  hadSft 

th^portanceofasulkylittleporcupineinhermenagerie. 
the  result  was  a  foregone  conclusion. 
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fiviniT  V  ^^  ""^  P*"'"'  »*'"  *  moment's  steady 
fi™«  of  ham  "someone-s  callmg  you."  He  made  tli 
mendaaous  statement  with  an  assurance  that  was 
admirably  insolent     The  poet  frowned,  but  shifted  to 

fc±S  ?  **"?  """y  from  that  of  the  hard  orbs 
that  stared  pitUessly  up  at  him.-"  Don't  you  hear  ?  " 

TAZ "  "°^^-  "  "^^  '^*"y  '»•'  '^  yo" "  «» 

The  poet  looked  at  Magdalen. 

J^^!^:  ^'^'  ?°  60 1 "  cried  she,  unkindly  and  impatiently, 
without  movmg  an  eyelash.  ''"^'y, 

hii^lf '^^f''  ,P°""P^*'  S'^^y  bi-istling,  detached 
tamseK  and  slowly  moved  out  of  the  roomT  with  what 

field,  stretched  hnnself  more  at  ease,  nursed  an  ZZ 

httle  ear  persistently  turned  from  him : 

"  Why  did  you  bring  me  here  ?  " 

Slowly  she  shifted  round  her  profile  and  raised  an 
eyebrow  mqmringly.     She  was  rather  giad  of  to  b^ 

irr-    "  "^t'^  ^  o™  mood.    Shewas  muSy 
gentle  and  dusive  with  him,  basking  in  the  rSle  of  Una. 
1  thought  artists  were  supposed  to  like  old  places  "  she 

templation  of  the  garden  space.    There,  encroaching  ^ 

^^^^f,  P"'^  *^"  **  o^^e^^  borders^L^ 
toshes  of  lavender  and  half-wild  i^ses  struggle  ,^ 
bmdweed  and  hemlock;  an  opulent  groap  ^OrientS 
^ppies  noted  m  devastating  splendo,?  aiSong  T^ 
patch  of  white  hhes.  The  artist's  eye  foUowed  her  look 
hghtened  a  moment  with  the  abstract  joy  of  the  hutSe 

orhef^t^rk"^'  '"''^-^'  *°  ^^'  "P^"  '^^^ 
"  Turn  round  I "  he  said,  so  imperiously  under  his 
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breath,  that,  startled,  she  had  obeyed  him,  before 
realizing  his  audacity.  "  I  didn't  come  down  here  to  be 
driven  about  in  a  herd.  Thought  I'd  hke  to  see  old 
places  ?— Do  for  my  next  picture,  wouldn't  it  ?  Lady 
with  spinning-wheel  in  that  comer  I  And  a  young  man 
with  Cromwellian  high  boots  leaning  against  the  settle, 
staring  on  her.  Shadow  of  mullioned  window  on  the 
flagged  floor.  Bit  of  that  hnenfold  panelling,  highly 
pohshed,  as  background— Gra/>Ak;  Christmas  Number! 
What  do  you  take  me  for  ?  I  paint  the  actual,  the  alive, 
the  real  I  No,  I'm  not  going  to  be  paraded  through  this 
conventional  pile  of  wood  and  masonry  with  a  sketch- 
book for  local  colour.  ...  But  if  you  keep  up  that  face 
of  fury  a  moment  or  two  longer,  I  don't  mind  h?"ing  a 
go  at  seeing  what  I  can  make  of  it." 

He  broke  into  an  unexpected  note  of  hard  chuckling 
and  whipped  a  block  out  of  the  pocket  of  his  shabby 
coat.  ^ 

"  Your  nostrils  dilated  hke  that  ...  and  the  con- 
traction of  your  hps !  Upon  my  soul,  I've  never  seen 
another  woman  painted  with  temper  hke  you—except 
a  model  I  had  in  Paris— and  she's  now  in  BicHre,  for 
life ! " 

"  How  dare  you,  how  dare  you  !  " 

The  girl  was  scarce  able  to  articulate.  She  hurled 
herself  from  the  seat  beside  him  and  stood  a  second 
panting,  flaming,  in  front  of  him.  Again  the  laugh  shook 
him.  His  eyes  went  swiftly,  measuring,  from  her  face 
to  the  block  in  his  hand,  his  eyebrow  jerking.  "Caramba, 
if  I  only  had  my  palette  I "  he  muttered  between  his 
teeth.  Martin  Derehall  had  a  cosmopohtan  vocabulary, 
which  suited  his  very  un-EngUsh  appearance. 

"  I  won't  have  it  I  "  cried  Magdalen,  on  a  sudden  high 
note.    Wrath  strangled  her. 
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She  knew  they  mmtnolttef  "**''  *"•"  °^«'«'«>' 
old  house,  out  or«Ste"^if  !?*•?""  ""^"^ 
«Jtowed  her  to  caHut  nLtt  ""*  r"""*  '»^* 
•^^ning  and  shuttinc  in  th?^-  """*  °'  »  *»«» 
suddenTsense  of  sec^it^  jl  ^'^J*?"*  '°<"»  bought  a 
agent  was'^l^Sl^'a^S'rk'"  comforting"*  He? 

*4^rrs5'^3^  S's^'  the  haU  tc^  the 
superbly  back  ovS  Z  <^^Jl/T^  "'  glanced 
<la«d  to  ofiend.  llfWsfiJ^i*^  *^  ''r*  *""»  ^ 
attitude,  his  nervous  L^J^^  "  ^  crouching 
held  with  exS^^^^  *«  Wt  of  chalk  S^ 
«caped  him,  as  he  m^Ts^^u  ■  '?''*''  «  aculation 
"Stay  as  you  ^Z^^^,  «^new  attitude, 
quite  another  tone— one  nf  .,«     ^      "*  exdamied  in 

And  Magdalen"U"asle':^te''\ 
anger  and  fear  dvine  with^T .,      v  ^-    '^e  sense  of 
of  the  door  beh^HhS  «t  iSr^n'^  °"  "«  "»**■ 
«he  fear  I   And  this  a^„^  ,"f^-  ^^^'  '^  could 
beauty  maddened^'^t'XT*.r"K'*  '^^  ^ 
«n«  it  was  only  the  aS   natof  ^J^t  ^  be  angry. 
So,  complacency  steahng  tock  „Z  ?**  ?:*«  «t*^  ? 
motionless,  to  be  dSed^i  ^?v^'  '"^  "niained 
exclamation,  oTJ^^Zjf^  *"■•  "other  guttural 

bl^^andt^reita'S^'Scr*^^-''  ^'^  fr-  "^ 

gone  ouf  n^aw  Tc^'-  "  ''"Soodt   AH  the  gW 
Angelica  KaSnlJiS^'  "  "^P"'  "  Bartolirf^: 
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But  the  firet  sketch  he  picked  up  carefuUy  from  the 
s^^  and  gazed  at  its  few  hasty  lines,  in  complete  satisfac- 

"Let  me  see."  said  Miss  Tempest,  with  that  unabashed 
vamty  of  hers,  coming  back  towards  him. 

"  Not  yet."  he  said,  clapping  it  under  the  canvas 
cover  of  the  block.    Then  he  thrust  both  hands  intTIh^ 

:;^ff '  °'  "^  '''''  ''"^  ^*  ^-'  ^  «y«b'o^ 
"  To-morrow."  he  said,  and  the  note  of  satisfaction  was 
SfSf"?"^*;  ..'  *S"*°"°^  ^e'll  have  it  again-with  a 
dash  of  oils."  He  pursed  his  mouth  for  Twhistle.  took 
his  hands  out  of  lus  pocket  to  rub  them  together.  •'  ^u 
andl.  and  let  us  have  no  cursed  interruptions  I  " 

.frn5^°;  ^J*^"""!  ^7""'^  °*  explanation  or  farewell,  he 
strode  to  the  outer  door,  stood  a  second  on  the  threshold 
^mnmg  at  her  oddly,  showing  jagged  white  teeth,  and 


baSt^  ^"^^*  ^^^  ^^^^  unexpectedly  over  the 

siJ^tf"    ^"^^     ^  ^'"''"^     ^^"'^   *^«   ^P'^ 

Jl  ^'*"'*  5"°"^'"  ^^  Magdalen,  in  her  grave,  imiocent 
manner.    "  He  went  away." 

iJl^^'  •  ^'*  "^  ''''  *^*  account,"  said  the  young 
lady,  commg  down,  planting  her  feet  firmly  on  the 
shppeiy  oak  steps  "  Neither  wiU  Chin^hin.  Chin-chin 
o?  yoS^."^*"^  ^'  ^"^^  ^°*  °^^  ^^^S  ti^t  painter 

••I  think  he  is  a  very  interesting  man,"  said  Magdalen 
with  her  elusive '•  r's."  ««"u  i«dgaaien. 
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CHAPTER  VIII 
CLOSING  THE  LIST 

■L     kand   addressH^  t~  ""^**  »'  «>e  park 

would  allow,  naturally  8ton^.^™'""''P«>P«^ 
my  glove,  a.  the  ^l^^,''^i"  ''^^  ^"^^ 
not  any  „,  «•    Stop.  Teddy_„o,  pfcase- 

•>«*  myseK."  '°  *"•    '  <>  much  tather  go 

stop  with  you."  *  ^^^'^  ^  "^ ;  I'm  going  io 

*'  How  sweet  of  vou  "    ira«^  i 

hour,  gave  a  desp,^te  cSrTo  h?°t*^''  ««^o^ 
?n»s and marched^t'^ '° ^f.  ^yrolese,  settled  his 
m_eveiy  line.  ■^'  ^°'*°'  seK-consaousness  visible 

"How  kind  you  are  I  "  said  lir»-j  i 
the  charm  o{  her  smile  uDon^f  Mi^dalen,  now  turning 
happen  to  be  feeCtS„'^'~^  "Conner,    "i^ 

«l<»e,  just  hke  Sft.'  isS  hTt^!;  ^^''"'toma.ih 
^>«^  pair  ol  gloves  A^t  4JI  !fe»r?-It',  a  vety 
".•.t.  X  Should  nit  mi„a^,-/^-'f;,^^ou^,g      j 
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^t  not  that  pair.    IVe  g^  quite,  quite  iond  of 

••  What  did  I  tell  you  the  other  day  ?  "  said  Mr  Blaic- 

hr^iLr^'"  ^!?  "'•  ^P"*"^"*  *»  M"-  Mayne-the 

Jte   Maj^e  Ufted  sar<^tic  eyes;   but  she  a^wered 
wawy  •     It  s  never  safe  to  jump  to  conclusions." 

1^  Tempest's  agent  laid  down  his  pen  as  the  voicea 
of  his  uninvited  visitor  died  away  to  the  dfatT^ 

weaniy.    Instantly  the  restless  Judy  was  on  thi»  «Ur* 

latti    -^^  *;^"','~5''"  '^  '^  "»'  addrSTthi 
latter.      Very  good  for  me,  really  I  "  * 

a  S  ^l''!™l*'T  ^"^  '?""y-    "  !•'«  d"^.  there's 
«  good  gffl.      The  degree  of  totimacy  upon  which  i,. 

hved  wjth  his  four-footed  companions'^^  Jv^teL 
S^"^  ""*  '*""'^-  Aifectiomite  butlS^ 
H^d  temer.  he  was  a  dog  of  greed  and  songM  Mra 
I'^^^'^^^y  "  **  "'*»  -»«>«  often  ThanlS 
Old  RoUo  dropped  his  head  on  his  paws  agam  with 
ashghtmoan.  Hany  looked  at  his  waW, ;  ft  ^  SS 
for  hmi  to  pay  his  evenmg  visit  to  the  sick  miy 
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h^  hall   1. . 


But  in  the  hall  he  paused  Th.  t 
h»d  not  yet  appeared  ,oSar  th.  .  Tl,'^"'"*  •^•n«» 
•»d  now,  in  addition  to  iu  ?f.  .  ***-«»''Ie8.  The  place 
«nd  rather  w^ri^' "!'^,V»«««in««.  the  foK 
fcut  impart.  "Pl^a^nce  whjch  the  remains  o<  a 

contider  himseM  the  eq^.^"  "",?<'  «'>«  he  might 
^'ved,  he  had  bee^^;^*"C^y'  "V'*  '^'» 
There  was  no  resentment  i^  hi    ™  "e*!  POMtion  to-dav 
•^htedness.  T^tX^^^i^y^  r^^'^^nokoly  ^i 

been  the  last  of  her  wbhZ.wf '  ^..^**' *°«'d  have 
-npuWve.  spoilt  child  ^TZT;'*^"''  «»«^- 
«nly :  utterly,  adorably  m^tL  i?""!  "<»•«•«>« 
mother.  She  was  as  incaoTbk^*  ""^  '"  "<*«  in 
«dvaitages  money  gavSt  ,h  J**""^  "Pon  the 
»»d.  they  influen^e^  ^.^Ta^ouf  J"  °'  ""'^  "<>* 

eye»-*hat  tad  there  ^.T^-  '^  """'"i  'ook  rf  he? 
to  evoke  that  ?   F.S'tS^'h^^  T^^'  "^  *»"<>«»? 

Slowly  he  went  over  to  t^/     -^  *"  ^'^eiable  I 
where  she  had  flune  it  L»  h    V   *w*>w.seat.    There 
'ong  thing  of  ^^  '"tw'i^  "  S'ove.  a^; 
emptmess,  of  the  sSr  hJS"^ht,?.T*"^'  «  *«« 

his  -n^su^4e*tm'™'„'«d**  "f^  ■»*«*«> 
«;atcM„l™„dt]«t,usuaSy 'noem^r"""?''  "«  «°e. 
How  had  he  come  to  let  K?"/"'"  P?"''^  -nbalance 

hoM  upon  him,    „e  had^nl^n^t^:: °^t  ^^! 
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nf"ili*til['^*''^^'*>''  ""*"  *  twelvemonth  ago  with  no 

anc  iiad  been  the  child  to  him  then~to  be  alone  with 

It.^f^u^  '^™P*"y  °^  h«'  nearest  neighbours  ev^ 
that  of  the  rector's  wife,  and  had  likew^  S^  !" 
summon  Lady  Adelaide.  "xewise  dechned  to 

Smallwood  had  met  him  in  the  hall,  and  greeted  him 
wih  the   rritability  of  the  sore  hear^     '•  vJ^^^.*^ 

s^y^shT's'in':;;' "';.  ??^';  "^*  ^^  »>^*«  -or  Z't^ 

HbLL  H  ^^l      ^^  *^*^  J^^^ed  his  thumb  at  ^ 

hbrary  door,  and  then  added  crinilv  •  "  rrvi««  I 
put  hfe  back  into  a  dead  maLyS!^^ '  ^^  ''"''"' 
Harry  Denvers  remembered  now  how  h^  h^A  #«  j 
J«  cjoud^  fa  .he  Squire's  old  ^tSTc^l^Lw'St 
had  toned  a  piteous  face,  marbled  withtein  «t! 
^'  ^  .•«!<•«  her.  He  had  «x,thed  and  reSin^  « 
tf  she  tad  indeed  been  a  child ;  and,  ItoYdMd  ,^ 
had  ended  by  leaning  her  head  "hfe  shoiS' ^d 

^een  when  he  went  back  across  the  park  that  he  faww 
^  was  no  longer  child  for  him.  Hesms^Llo^oW 
her,  to  feel  the  weight  of  her  ruffled  head  the  din«W 
of  her  hands,  the  fanning  of  her  breath  ^^buS 

iL^nrT"^  S*  ^*^  ***  *<"  grantS  ttat  ^t 
1™.!?^^°"  ^^  '•*P*»*«^  "«eM  so  vividly  that  he 

tte  rLst^ed^fh  ^     "^'^'  '*<'  '™^«°8  youth. 
«e  registered,  with  himself,  a  vow  of   service.    To 
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^  help  wa,  ever  .  short  way  to  Hany  Denve,,. 

^y^^'^^icX^:i^l  y«^  «-t  ^  gone 
hopelessly  how  SZ^if      *^  '"****«■•  »d  felt 

But  he  could  notCete^lf?f  *°^«-»'"»te«': 
that  Udy  Adelaide  hwa^ '5^  ^  "*»^*  «^*ive, 
would  prove  tC  iLt  t„  Z  ,     .''f  ""'"^  Protector. 

X.  XetrrSL- - -JU^  the  s.^ 

4  had  ^o^e  Tco^^t!™?-  "^  »""  ^'  <^Pe««e 
bind"  his  to^^:  wUX'^^ln""  t'^t*^" 
eveiy  step  he  mieht  talr.  =.  k  ???^. '  *°  ™terfere  with 
father's  tJus^eS^^'to  ^' °"  '^  "^  *^  S™-"- 
He  pressed  thTirtrt     |°P"*e«t  and  control  her  I 

agai^  ?rSfh>  Tfe*°J?  J"*^*  »«i  then 
between  hLriXJt^  tTi^  "^/^  t"^^ 
sharply  tow»ds  the  wtodo^  M^  .  "^  "^  '"ok 
through  the  open  aSr    *^<^*»  *<«  gazing  in 

'gainst  tS'^tSSf "^e^^  "^iT^  ^  '^ 
clenched  his  hand  ovJ  *>,- .1  .  **  *^on.    He 

thatl^gbreaZltSn^h^^  "^^Zfr 
to  walk  slowly  awav  as  if  hp  hof  ^^*  ^^  *"™***  *^en 
caU^.<u.tso«r.fen*n!^^^her.    But  she 

*^ptam  Denvers  I "  '  ' 

"  ^^}^^^  '-Is  that  you  ?  " 
D^  CI  ^afn"  T  f "  "°*  ^  •»'  "^'ore .  >■ 
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incarnate,  the  rose  of  youth  that  was  leaning  towards 
mm  across  his  window-sill. 

"  Won't  you  ask  me  in  ?"  she  went  on  with  her  pretty 
coaxmgair.  ^      ^ 

He  smiled.  "  Do  you  need  an  invitation  ?  "  It  was 
the  truth  that  he  hardly  knew  what  he  was  saying.  But 
m  the  words  she  found  a  reproach  for  the  recent  uncere- 
momous  mvasion.  Only  a  httle  while  ago  the  sense 
that  she  had  hurt  him  had  lain  with  an  unwonted  weight 
upon  l»r  spuits ;  but  after  what  she  had  seen,  she  felt 
tnumphantly  certam  of  her  power. 

"  Don't  you  want  me  to  come  in  ?  " 

"I  wiU  go  round  and  open  the  door."  he  said  gravely. 

He  laid  her  glove  on  the  hall-table  as  he  passed.  Thev 
met  m  silence  under  the  scaUop-sheU  of  the  old  porch  • 
and,  m  silence,  'le  preceded  him  mto  the  hall  where  she 
had  smprised  his  secret.  She  did  not  feel  shy.  Magdalen 
was  m  her  element,  with  the  atmosphere  of  a  man's  love 
about  hCT.  She  had  come  to  regard  herself  as  one  who 
had  a  claim  on  such  homage ;  to  feel  ahnost  affronted  if  it 
were  withheld.  The  knowledge  that  she  was  the  one 
supreme  bemg  to  Harry  Denvers  too  was  fraught,  how- 
evCT.  with  an  unwonted  sweetness,  an  hitherto  unex- 
p^enced  exhilaration.  Though  the  silence  held  them  a 
httle  longer,  after  he  had  closed  the  door  behind  him  it 
brought  her  no  sense  of  irksomeness.  She  was  accustomed 
to  confer  benefits  and  reveUed  in  her  consciousness  of 
gracious  importance. 

She  stood,  her  head  very  high,  watching  him  through 
narrowed  hds,  a  smile  of  deUcious  confidence  on  her  iSs 
He  was  the  first  to  speak : 

"  You  have  something  to  say  to  me  ?  " 

Her  smile  widened.    "  I  dropped  a  glove  somewhere/' 
xier  air  was  mischievous. 
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Oi,  Captam  Denvers  I  - 
Miss  Magdalsn  ?  " 

"What  a  humbug  you  are  I" 
1  beg  your  pardon  ?  "    B,  f,^  »  , 
again,  and  stood  m  if  arr«*  J^^         **''*"  "P  *'>«  glove 
^  She  felt  ^^ctrdZ^'^TfTl:^^"^ 
If  avoided  meetingW^LHw/  ^^-    "°*  «ddly 
always  known  solfaZ  ^^^^  JT '  "'^  *e  had 
.    have  this  power  ov^ton  J^^l'    T^' 'he  should 

She  stretched  out  her  h3  StoLk^S  ^*'  "^^  '^- 
I  did  not  leave  if  /.•,  *».  ""* '°°»  'ne  glove. 
"  No."  °"  *^  'able,  you  know." 

V    "Oh'TL"" •,!*"«"■«•    Then: 

a  step  towards  him   AndS  t  J^  ^^  ?  "  She  mife 
he  stepped  back,      '^•"hen  the  unbehevable  happened  • 

now  full  With  a  g.^Hst^Ta^"*"  ^0'  *^  h^ 
inat  which  wa«  ««*         *^^  * 

««a«!edasn;''hZg"2lpS  12%*"  ^o""*  «» 
^  In  just  some  snci  tra?  rf^^V^^.^*??"*" 
h«^  he  been  wont  to  Al  ^J"^  bie^m^ 
httle  girl-the  day  she  had^t  "^'^  her  when  she  was  a 
hunter ;  the  day'^  w  f^^.  »P°r  *»  race  the  old 
woods.  Even  so'^had  heTpotel!  *^  ^"PW  «  *<>* 
ago  in  the  Kbiary.  W«  ^7^,  v*"  *  """Ple  »' days 
some,  childish  Zig  to  biteofnf^'  T*"  ""'  *  tir^ 
why  had  he  kissed  bar  -Le™    L°'  ""^*'  '    Then 

»dag»,  tohislips  ?  sl^:^^:ni^lie*b.'^  '"kI^^"*- 
the  contradictory  winds  of  h«  ih^.  J;  '  ""^  between 
yet  still  pleased7exhil2aVeSsS^=  angry,  p„„,«,. 
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His  ^  enveloped  her,  bom  the  dint  of  ceark  ronn^ 
to^  to  the  white  doe-sldn  shoe  ^  it  SSS^j 
budde.  lM>  toe  lawn  of  her  would-be  simXTomt^ 
d^s  was  embroidered  and  lace-encrustedZm  S  to 
^v-^Z?*  "  '""'^  °*  honeysuckle  ^Z^ 

sa^^lH;.^  ^°'''''  *"*?  T"  8love,  Miss  Tempest,"  he 
said  at  last,  m  successful  everyday  tones   "  i  !riii       n 
back  with  you  across  the  park."  ^  "^ 

At  that  her  temper  flashed  out. 

"I  suppose  you're  cross  because  I  didn't  thmlr  ,^« 
adang  you  if  I  might  come  to  t^?    iT^hf^hi 

lately,  keepmg  away  from  us-I'd  surprise  you  I    Th«  l 

Ij^nted  to  come  back  and  teU  you  I  did  not  SSTo 

he  smiled-"  a  Wtle  too  impulsive  "  """*'""«   - 

wonfdTTl*'™^'^  the  door  as  he  spoke,  hoping  she 
would  let  things  rest  on  that;  hoptoc  that  thi  ^ 
voluntajy  tenderness  of  his  ton^  m^T^norsL^oi^e 
more  a  betrayal  of  weakness.  s  '  "oi  seem  once 

She  had  taken  the  glove,  and  let  it  faU  from  her  fineers 
^if  unconscious  of  her  action.  Then  she  wen^oS 
the  ov^po^  garden  and  walked  beside  him  WdsTte 

^\Jt  !^  *"*^  her  lip  as  she  went,  and  S 
side  tooks  at  hmi  under  the  shadow  of  her  wide  hat 

th.  iT*^*  "f^ ^^y  •">"•  J««t  before  su^T  when 
the  Ught  B  deeply  mellow,  when  the  shadows  iTgio^ 
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tongle  over  the  gate  was  i^^t  J^J^^T^ 
behevable  sweetness.  AndZTtZL^i;  ^^  °'  "»■ 
too-and  so  was  the  nMi  h,»5.    * .      "?**  **«  »*•*» 

extended  to^ari^C  a^  he  w'^if"  ''•'P'^  « 
And  then,  with  her^afn?^,!.^  wthdiawn  his  own. 
better  than  a  gCe)"         ^*"  ""^^"^  ■  "  ^  «  not 
y^ce  again  he  took  a  step  back. 

£?:-  -t  »de.'S.d":rw^rh^s:»i„B« 

"  The  list  ?  " 
^S^T:^J'-  ^  "P-t«i  the  word. 

throat!  ^o^^Z  v^*"'  y-^I.So'Oier,  y<«.r  Phila„- 
aHyo„r'Sd°'^J^y°^„?^'o»atist.    Th^ 

You  like  the  inceni  "^d  m^JS^"^^  ">■ 
veiy  safe  to  plav  with  fi« .  w  "°*™>ent.  Tis  never 
of  a  very  ^e^^^^^^^^'^^notieen 

n.y  busineTfhou^h  tSTadv^  Z  Tij'  ^  T 
m  your  dealings  with  twn  of  *.,!^  5^^"  *°  "*  "^arefal 
and  your  ^X^ht^.l  them-yonr  Philanthropist 

rayseu,  1  remain  in  my  place. 
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tJl '"''  '"'" ' "  *'  "^  *"«  "  "o-ent,  between  her 
««»,  ^i  *         ^  ^  **^®  ^^^^  niore  and  with  if  a 

h^  to  play  with  too.  and  weIcon».  Sd^^h^ 

into  tJfr  \^  "**^  '*'«''  '^  he  wenrbS^t  to 
»r».-^™r  ;-- -^been  iL^^ 
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CHAPTER  IX 
AN  HEIRESS'S  STRATEGY 

encouragement  w^h  W  ^,S^  vk^' °"*^~'» 
b«tow  upon  her  collect^  S.T^T""  Proceeded  to 

:  li^'^S^J:  tVd.^ 'j-'reO  the  heiress. 
Provmg  on  the  fest  idea  "  r.k^'  •  **  '^«"t  on,  im- 
tion.  Quite  enough  S^y^t^ii^f  «^  <>>ys'  mvito- 
pronuse  "-Magdalen's  fen  ^  ^i  ,i^"<'  ^  «?"*  you  aU  to 
K'-^'*  coa^  to  the  Lm  JVS;^:;  » 

hos^.^''is:*:ftr4^onH^  "-o  *«  young 

^.  ^spensing  h:"C:u^  ts'lT.^?'*^  °*  «^ 
Each  signified  assent,  after  hfe  o^  "    .^^^  to  refuse. 

Rather  I     Won't  I  LtT  °*"Pf  "^^  '^"n- 
J^ki^d'  f"***^  Office' yonth's^hte^^lJy.Spofforth 
verylandofyou.youkno..   I'd hk^f^Xt^^^f ? 

100  '' 
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mtotttionrfde^^B^MasTempesfs  costume. 
h.^JS^  "^  "°*  'P"*"-   Now  smiling  up  at  him  as 
he  stood  close  to  her,  die  sought  jTZlv^rithttS 

otto,  and  yet  make  each  feel  peculiarly  his  own 

„*""'' i  "^y     "»y  I  ««"y  stay  r-X  social 
reformer  bent  to  murmur.  r     -^y  r     we  social 

ChinL'^.'^  "  """"-Lr*  °2  ?^*^-    "^"l 
and—."  •And  gondolas  on  the   lake, 

o»dy"at*^'"eS-T''**^.*^l*"  ^^-  '""^  »«*- 

makeoarties    HTuffc       '^■,         °°*  *^  ">**«  *>»«  *o 
majB  parti«.   Half  the  people  wont  come." 

sharply -"l^li!,'  r*'  *•"■"•"  "**«^  «"»  8^1 

in  my  dl^^J  s^S^  ^""P"^'  "><>  ««y  Chin^chii^ 

"on?yo,!7"  ^     "^  '"'"  "^  "*  *°  ''^y-  M««- 

"  Of  course,  child  I  "  answered  Haedal.m    »i*t.  tu  . 

where  they  have  gondolTdid^  yt  wV  ^cf  Fm 

Sh^  ""^  .!i''P^  ^^  ^''^  ^'  other  p^ty  ^fe  '  " 
must  have  nothing  but  pretty  young  girls  I  "       ^    ' 

Mi^  ^™   wht  fixed  her  eyes  ahn'ost  insolently  upon 
^.  Mayne,  who  was  leamng  against  the  balustrade 
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mean.   The  other  night  wiftaS!3,-2^  anybody,  I 
^  ««  «-»p.    "  I  won't  give  it  atlS  'i,  yofdX^ 

retunied  Z  ^^^fj?""^'  "«  "ayne 
perhaps  for  i^^^i^^^'^  ^ionately 
comfortine  dMr«.^rr«„    .7?^  _    ""  conclusions  of  a 

AdelaideZ^^ly.^""*  ™'''  "^  "'  y°"'"  ^  ^Y 
unwelcome  div4i^         ^   "  ^™™''  '"<'*«=«<» «  not 

M^Uon'^^t^"  u-T"^*'  ^"^  in  a  fn»zy  o( 
-angements  of  this  ho„s_M,g^^„»  ^^ 
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Adelaide,  I  must  request  to  see  that  inquiries  are  made  I 
Yah,  pah  .  .  .  village  post-office— idiotic  footman  I  That 
idiotic  footman  I  "  He  now  turned  fiercely  on  Smallwood. 
"  If  you  allow  that  idiotic  footman,  the  one  with  the  red 
hair,  to  post  my  letters,  I  will  hold  you  responsible  for  the 
consequences  I — ^Were  my  letters  posted  the  day  before 
yesterday  ?  " 

The  privileged  Smallwood  had  remained  motionless 
during  this  charge ;  but  now  he  elevated  his  voice  in  his 
turn. 

"  Was  your  letters  posted  the  day  before  yesterday  ? 
Yes,  Sir  Simon,  your  letter  to  the  Foreign  Office  was 
posted  the  day  before  yesterday,  for  I  posted  it  myself. 
And  the  day  before.  And  the  day  before  that  too.  And 
all  the  other  days.  No,  there  ain't  no  answer.  Sir  Simon. 
It  may  be  very  odd,  but  there  ain't.  And  it's  my  belief 
there  never  will  be." 

"  Smallwood !  "  cried  Magdalen.  But  though  her  voice 
was  rebuking  it  shook  with  laughter.  Smallwood's 
eccentricities  had  become  too  much  a  matter  of  course 
in  her  eyes  to  be  noticed  as  a  rule,  but  she  was  in  the 
humour  when  a  woman  must  either  laugh  or  cry. 

"  Yes,  Miss  Magdalen,  I'm  coming  with  your  post. — In 
a  minute,  miss,"  responded  the  incorrigible  servant. 
"  Plenty  of  letters  they  are.  Too  many,  I'm  thinking. 
Most  of  them  begging— one  way  or  the  other.  Some 
magazines  in  the  hall.  And  four  newspapers,  miss. 
And  a  parcel  of  books. — ^Those  writing  gentlemen  will  be 
too  many  for  you,  one  of  these  days,  if  you'll  believe  me." 

"  Any  letters  for  me,  friend  Smallwood  ?  "  said  Mr. 
Blaise,  approaching  genially.  He  was  fond  of  accentu- 
ating the  bond  of  brotherhood  with  an  inferior. 

"  Beg  pardon,  sir,  were  you  meaning  me  ?  "  Without 
waiting  for  a  reply  the  butler  turned  back  to  his  mistress. 


lil* 


H 


V.  v 


;  t 


11 


\\ 


la 


:   I 


i 


1 1 


^m 


rajS  GOLDEN  BAmUBR 


It 


104 

I  was  obliged  to  leave  Mr  Ru.-^. 
Comic  old  fellow  i  »•  «,«       '  T*** 
betrayed.     ^  ""*'**  •«««'y.  ••  hi.  uneuy  .^ 

"»  '  ^«y  welcome  to  y«l  J?r '°»«  ""*  «velope. 
I'm  not  ,„re  they  ain't  3  KT"'  J  '"«»'•  »« 
'^:^  paper,  ^ Ihe  Id  IS^"^.*^  »<>*•  "»  the 
air."  "*  K°™  moaognun,  sir— readdreaaed, 

...     '  **  '•eaven'e  sako  r »  —:  j  .. 
*>.«!•.  an  agonized  gliT^t  Ifa^  *^  ^"^  "»». 
S?^*i»«  «fc<»mennSo  L^fff '  ?"«»«  *»»  «»- 
Wb  on  the  terrace  as  he  d?d»  ^"^  '"^  '"**«^  »>i» 
What's  that '  "  rw^  t\-    *   .    . 

^  *•  It  smelt^  helio^^^Z  "  ^  "^^  »^- 
SmaUwood  wagged  hfah^-T^'T  *"  "  werbeny  ?  " 
<?rtain  aalSlntit     hI^^^'  ''"'  »»*  "i^^t  a 

I  wouldn't  ivorrw  ♦^  "«»'fess  8  ciTcIe  of  admirers    "  ni, 
addresSgCSX-J:!?^"'  them,  sirTwent^' 
to  pi^hi,  mT^-^^-'t  tbia  latter  stoo^' 

' Guite  wroitt^  said  iS^      ?! ""^ ****  J»ei»" 
-fet^upo^'hisTolttr*^.^,^  a  "-T-. 
^^e  began  ^o  tear  the  blue  ^J^^Z'^ 

Of  "?J^r^  "**^<'  »*«-ntly  away  „,th  her  share 
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MiM  Tempest'!  post,  indeed,  as  the  old  servant  had 
easUy  diagnosed,  consisted  chiefly  of  begging  letters 
In  her  hurt  and  baflled  mood  she  felt  less  inclined  than 

Tl *l "^^"^ "*  *^*  '•"^  °'  P®^^  »n^  «nevolence 
which  these  demands  upon  her  purse  generally  roused  in 
her.  She  crumpled  into  paper  balls  and  flung  away,  one 
after  another,  the  documents  relating  to  the  West  Ham 
Infinnary  Nurses'  Outing  Fund,  the  Pantomime  Artistes' 
Orphan  Asylum—the  Mission  to  the  Covent  Garden 
Porters  and  the  urgent  need  of  a  new  harmonium  in  the 
Resurrectioners'  chapel  in  the  neighbouring  manufacturing 
town.  The  writer  of  this  last  appeal  artlessly  concluded 
that  It  would  be  a  pleasure  for  Miss  Tempest  to  supply 
this  deficiency  within  the  briefest  possible  delay. 

One  out  of  the  monotonous  batch  she  kept  •  read  it 
over  twice  and  finally  slipped  into  her  belt.  It  Was  from 
a  young  playwright  whom  she  had  aheady  helped, 
indirectly,  through  Clara  Mayne.  He  was  a  consumptive 
lad  believed  by  a  certam  Uterary  clique  to  be  the  coming 
reahstic  dramatist :  just  the  type  to  which  Magdal^ 
loved  to  play  the  Lady  Maecenas.  But  she  \vas  some- 
what  revolted  this  evening  by  the  directness  of  the 
demand  which  she  had  received  from  him. 

"  My  ship  is  ahnost  in  port."  wrote  the  youth,  "  but 
I  want  fifty  pounds.  I  know  you  wiU  not  let  all  my 
hopes  foundw  for  want  of  such  a  paltry  sum.  You  are 
the  one  being  on  earth  I  can  ask.  because  I  beUeve  you 
are  the  one  being  on  earth  who  understands  how  hard 
It  IS  to  ask.  and  how  easy  to  give." 

"I  suppose  I  shall  have  to  give."  she  said  to  herself 
with  an  angry  laugh,  "  though  it  does  not  seem  as  if  it 
nad  been  so  diflBcuIt  to  ask  I  " 

She  went  slowly  back  to  the  house,  feeling  as  if  her 
gold  had  turned  to  dust  and  ashes.     "  Oh,  I  am  not 
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»f  in  th.  l»re '^J^  V^ta,  hi.  vol«„,^ 
•lie  met  ••  Ae  went  in    H^ili,^     ?"  f""*^  """om 

-hi*  voice  lank  wittit,  iL' «  ,"'..°'"**  ""Wnber  " 
""ember  tilrroJSuo^  ^Ufe*^,??"^"  «-  »"« 
moral  deteri<«tion,  „/Jf « J*^  ^"^  Pfod-ced  the 

do«itnotdwth.  ,rmwS^h.'^,jl*»^-  For 
•t.  lowest  depth,  when  aSif,^'r'*"'»»««bed 

"Th«k  you."  «ud  «Cata.  ta'L'^^^P^'" 
^Mk  you.  Mr.  Blaise.  yoSwe  Mn^mf?''  ""y- 
She  proceeded  un  *h/  -u  m      °^P®"  "»«• 

'^•%  ""happy  sSn  tut^r  '*'P'  '•'  ^  "om. 
which  was  .^u,^""'  ""*  «•«>«  sense  of  solemnity 

Isidore   BlaisA    m...:       « . 
through  his  aS*  iZ^f  ^   '""•^^hioned   finge„ 
upon  his  hps.  g,^  Sy°4^'"T?'r'""*^  »»^ 
the  talent  that  had  hS  hi^<       . ?"*  ""  •»»  talent, 
•treet  to  such  j^T^eJ^  fc""  ^*^*«  •»* 
the  note  of  sympathy  jST  w^rL?"*  '''»*ri«>« 
seiang  the  psychotagi^'Cmlt    I*  ^  T^'^  •    °' 
some  power  of  obseivation  »^       •  ^^  ""^  required 
"Bagging  iett^l^^^^otir.tmo^  .  .  . 
handed  the  pile  to  Ws^Z»      »  »»»o»>":ed  as  he 

*^  -  ry  r^riFt^on^rriSTu- 


AN  HEIRESS'S  STRATEGY        lOT 

(where  he  ttcod  wmtching  her  from  the  window)  with 
tTlSS^^^*  ^^  ^^.  e3q)reMioii  of  diKouragement.  not 
to  ity  diigutt.  upon  her  face.   Simple  conclusion  I 

MagdjUen  was  obliged,  after  aU.  to  extend  her  invitation 
toafMtnight  In  the  first  place,  with  hi.  usual  neatness. 
^TJTilt^  ^?  *J?  "oon  she  had  ordered  could 
not  with  the  best  wiU  m  the  world,  make  her  appearance 
on  the  evemng  m  question.  He  came  to  her  withTgrave 
countenance  and  an  ahnanac  in  his  hand. 

Magdalai  was  inclined  to  think  it  ertremdy  tiresome 
of  hmi.  But  finding  that  those  of  her  party  who  could 
not  prolong  their  visit  would  come  back  for  the  occasion 
and  havmg,  moreover,  certam  quahns  concerning  the  short 
notice  to  the  neighbourhood,  and  the  possibility  of  her 
own  siunptuous  Venetian  garments  not  being  ready  in 
tmie.  she  gave  in  with  a  fairly  good  grace. 
wK^f  Pf^?*,"»*«^«n«»g  before  the  great  night  was  one 
wjuch  Magdalen  ever  afterwards  remembered  as  amons 

io^  "i^uJUP^^^  '^®  ^  •^^^  *P«»*-   She.  to  whom  Me 
liad  hitherto  bcen-save  for  that  time  of  natural  moum- 
uig--ftn  ahnost  unbroken  record  of  pleasure  and  content 
coidd  now  find  nothing  to  her  taste  for  an  hour  together' 
nobody  to  her  liking.    She  did  not  know  herself    She 
could  not  mwgine  why  the  sore,  angry  pain  should  go  on 
bummg  m  her  heart.    It  was  true  that  Denvers  had 
humiliated  her  trenchantly-and  she  took  humiliation 
very  lU.  spoUt  child  as  she  was— but  her  vanity  was  readv 
to  assure  her  that  there  was  a  greater  compliment  in  the 
unwiUing  love  of  this  stem  man  than  in  the  easy  surrender 
of  aU  the  others.    "  I  will  not  be  one  of  your  list  I 
In  spite  of  himself  his  name  was  graven  on  it  I   Hau  she 
not  seen  his  self-betrayal  with  her  own  eyes  ?    Had  not 
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«^,P-   of    his  ™„„eiatio„   been   ^«„   ^  ^ 

And  she  could  not  bankh  «,. 
ft«m  her  thoughts.    In^tiSt  n"?*^*^  °'  '^t  ^ 
conversation,  at  the  n,«t  tSL    ""'  '"°'*  *°^»t«l 
of  flirtation,  it  would  ^hrfZ^  "-T*"'  °'  «  hour 
yet  with  their  dint  of!t,.         "^^    ^«  •»'"«  eyw  sad 

foundmgs,  of  her  iomliy    rfT^?*°  °*  '"^  '"- 
W  not  What.    ShewU„of,?^-^^^^e 

toiue'^d^'rutloSX^^?"^'  *"-  "'"^ 
tian  the  open  wo«4'7a,e  if  tf  "??*  »«"ulati^ 
though  he  was  for  ever  s^t.^  '  ?"*'  "^^    Derehall 
Portmit  he  had  unS»  m^if'  ^'"^  t^atTe     , 
Partly  owing  tr^lf^,"^  ■'W*  I»ogTess. 

:«»«  to  the  man-s  o^  ^  **?^  h^ ;  partly     j 
he,  as  often  as  not   w™ih^     "*"'«=  temperament 
in  a  fit  of  bl^Zl^r?'^,*'^  ofi  all  the  d^s^v 

r^'«^^t::ft;?^«^t^had^is'  ' 

Jon«.  Sometimes  he  ^.r^^t  ^  ''^  ^mith  or  by 
nothmg  in  her  to  oaint  n  *»t  there,  after  all,  wsa 
had  not  a  soul  |  i^l;  ««  '""Jd  Paint  no  one  tS? 
"^^t  a  piBar,  dr^  ^t.^,^  ^^j"  P-P  W 
Then,  upon  her  &re,  he  wo^,?*™»°<»<=aUit  art. 
moment  again,  cry  out  to  W  ^^    ^^^^  '^*^  his 
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"  You're  as  impossible  as  a  cat  I  "  he  exdaimed.  one 
afternoon,  with  a  face  white  with  disproportionate  fury. 

I  never  set  up  to  be  an  animal  painter  ...  I  paint 
creatures  of  intellect."  ^ 

Magdalen  got  up  and  walked  to  the  door  with  her  slow 
grace ;  turned  and  said  exasperatingly : 

"  Cats  are  vewy  intellectual  creatures.— They  have  old 
old  souls." 

As  the  door  closed  upon  her,  Martin  DerehaU  dropped 
the  palette  on  the  ground  and  wiped  his  canvas  with  a 
fierce  hand,  as  if  he  were  obhterating  the  original  from 
lus  mmd ;  then,  flung  himself  mto  a  chau-,  legs  extended 
stiffly  before  him.  and  sat  staring.  She  maddened  him. 
She  obs^  him  I  He  had  sworn  to  have  no  mistress 
but  his  Art.  yet  if  a  passion  stood  between  him  and  his 
Art,  what  then  ? 

If  Magdalen  had  seen  his  face,  sh-  might  have  thought 
!?^i?i*^*  warning  of  Denvers,  given  in  the  garden  of 
the  Old  Place.  And  yet  it  was  perhaps  this  very  warning 
l*at  added  a  zest  to  the  foolish  game  she  was  playin? 
^e  keenest  desire  at  present  in  her  mind  was  to  stinc 
Harry  Denvers  out  of  his  resolution. 

Each  time  that  they  had  met  since  the  evening  in 
question,  she  had  felt  as  impotent  to  move  him  either  by 
pettishness,  caprice,  or  smiles,  as  the  wave  agamst  the 
rock— whether  caressing  with  soft  sweU  or  dashing  on  to 
baflBed  assault  with  breaking  spray. 

Captain  Denvers  had  the  tact  to  appear  at  the  Court 
just  as  often  as  usual.  But  Magdalen  was  not  content  to 
foUow  his  lead  and  to  proceed  as  if  their  passage  of  arms 
had  never  taken  place.  Every  dart  in  her  woman's 
quiver,  sometimes  shot  at  random,  sometimes  winged 
with  sweetness,  sometimes  aimed  with  vindictive  care 
was  put  to  use  in  this  unfair  war.    But  she  could  rouse 
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L"^"*"'-  ^n/'T"-   W*»»he  was  rude 
^^-     When  she  Jr  ^  «8™ientative,  he^' 

Het^d'       *°  "^I^tioS!  °«'«d>oly  gaze 

™y.  a  fresh  consultatioiT^if'J     **"*'  "^^ly  every 
.  "^  accepted    by  iZ^t  ^^  ^^t  "^  neLsa^ 

ongmated  round  ths  a.^^  "*  «''>ole  schone  h.j 
«^  to  bringthe  mL*  T^^^  «»>S'=ious  wtto™^ 
for  hin,.  in  tletyTua^K^  "^-    «"« laite 

^  gondoliers ;  intSS^^nT"*  ^  P«^' 
°?*  finn.of  caterers.    hT^T    "*•«*"«>  with  thi 

But  the  BiidiM"  nf  c-  .. 
«^de,  the  claSe  tlt^t  Ih  **  ^-  «•«  artificial 
even  to  consider.   ^T^Cf^ZLt"^'"^ 

.'^  throu^r^e  So^^^!^^""    *e  watched 

*«y-  and  the  next  moment  sl^e  he°Ld^^f '  '""^' 

neard  hun  engaged  in 
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lovl^wl*  '^.f  '^,  «e°««nan.  my  plincee  ?    Don't  we 

eT^wST  ^^-  "'^r  ""*« '  "  Di*"*''  mock  pil*! 
BigUsh  was  presently  demanding  in  a  high  kev  Trt 
J^Uen  could  guess  how  tend^ly  tho^ttbr^ 

Mraeu,  edioi  i  unconsaously  popular  opinion  on  her 
estate.    Then  the  tears  rushed  and  aii»»r  l.ft  t.^.    v 
only  felt  miserable  and  veo,  lonely     ^  ''" '  *' 

When  the  storm  was  over,  and  she  did  not  allow  it  to 
hst  long-for  how  can  a  hostess,  especiaUy  o^  ^th 
whom  the  sense  of  her  own  beauty  iH  coL^t  ^^ 
occupation,  be  seen  with  red  eyes  ?-«he  tee^l  ^Z 

She  had  made  her  painter  draw  them  with  greTrca^' 
but  tte  projects,  «  seemed,  must  be  given  up.^       ^'■ 

»„H  .1?  T  f*""'  ""y  °'  "• ''°»''"  she  said  to  herself  • 
and  chose  a  black  gown  for  dinner.  ' 

But,  Mjtt  day.  a  batch  of  acceptances  at  breakfast 
une,  and  another  just  after  lunch ;  an?  a  BtTSS" 

t?fit^«T'*IJ°"  "^  '"^  costumie;  fromlo^d^' 
to  at  on  the  Venetan  garments,  made  Miss  Temoesfs 
spmte^  nse.    She  felt  that   there  was  still  STt^ 

lov^i^tl^  ^J'r^''  ^"^  t»  ^*  ^  <l«Ucate 
Z!r    J      V    ^^  "'  **"«•  encrusted  in  fiie-hued 

rose.  The  mantle  which  she  was  to  fling  over  this  sm^T,f. 7 

S^T"  ^'^  f^  *-'<>•«  as^H^chTu!^  ZSZ 
wttan-was  a  still  greater  miracle  of  inventiveneT 

su^"  "^™-  ^'  "^*  sold,  of  the  tones  S^o^  S 
sunset,  was  unexpectedly  and  magnificently  linAI^ 
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black  velvet.    Ma«dalen  r«-^    i    ^ 

»*  coib,  as  deSt  a.';L^..'"^i«',»  «»  two 

Magdalen,  still  drinkini?  in  *h  .    . 

herself,  smiled.    m^^J^  n     """^^^  vision  of 
thus  I  .  .  .  ''''^°  «"^  Oenvers  should  see  her. 


evening,  she  m^t  her  ^enTb^?S" ',  f^^.^^e^^  towards 
upon  her.  ^^"^  ''^  *he  lake-side,  it  was  still 

i-^leri"SStt  r^:'^*  «»  ''•^'-s  had 
to  the  water's  XTn^of?°'"''*'*'*»<>^  down 
'"'"W  have  res^^  £  ^^  ""^^  ^^.  ^ 
recoUection  of  yestenWs  S^'n,^^?  '**"y«>  -o 
to  be  pleased  with  evA^i^L;?"*  f'  »"  inclined 
!?  completely  pleased  ^ffi^;^"  j"' »<>n>ent. 
DenVBTs  had  sugKestiom  t-T^T^"    ^^  ""^^^  Captain 

"cet  with  her  aSTstf"..*"^^  "^^  "ot  bS? 
to  that  end.   It  ^^f^  ^^"  ^^  had  been  planned 

^"^  Italic  appeaia,^  ^^-  "**  '"i**  ^'  to  give  the 
planting  of  JT^'l^  T\  ^^  ?"  '^P°^ 
b«>«ches  ftom  the  Old  K^^L?'  ''™«ing  up  of  tite 
be«n  m  that  garden  sin^t™  ofT  f?'"  "^^  ^ 

-es  i=  tubs.  Which  could^^-LSfr]:e^<'S^« 
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i^.l!^i'*^l*''  **  "»*'"•  "  And  in  the  boat-house 
^iSf  '?•  *™*  ^-  "*•  "^ht  station  halfT 
mandoJmes  and  smgers,  and  let  the  rest  be  in  a  gondoU 
of  their  w™,  at  the  further  end  of  the  water  wC 
they  conld  seem  to  echo  and  answer  eacTotL  It 
w^^produce  quite  a  good  efiect.  I  think."  hr^nd^l 

u^nZ'!'^  "*  '""^"«'"  ^^'^^^^.  her  grave  gaze 
She  sat  down  on  one  of  the  still  loosely  fixed  ston«.  r,t 
*-'  steps  and  settled  her  chin  into  the  hoUo^CCS 
st!.mig  across  the  placid  pool,  her  eyes  conjurtTm; 
heaven  knew  what  visions  of  romancef  vani?3p^^ 
turesque  tnumph.  ^  P ' 

Themanstood,  looking  down  at  her.  Hesawhow  a  fold 
ofher  munaculate  skirt  was  dipping  into  the  w^er  «,d 
drew  her  attention  to  it.  She  flicked  a  glance  athlT 
and  then  at  the  damage,  but  did  not  movf  ■""' 

What  does  it  matter  ?"  she  said  indifferentlv  •  a„H 
further  ext«,ding  her  slender  foot,  clTtaVshofoi 

ttof  i^l^"  fT"^  '<*  "^  «"*  time.  *P^  thi 
t^p  of  It  dehberately  into  the  faint  ripple  that  thetoera^ 

was  sending  towards  her.  He  was  taking  truS 
in  melancholy  mood,  how  this  one  week  had  1^^ 
beloved  being.    Wayward  she  had  always  been  m^w 

positiOT  as  of  her  personrj  beauty.  Now  what  «Z 
becommg  of  that  rare  siniplicity  ?  She  who  had  tadTS 
coMmg  charm  of  the  child,  wi  begimiW  tomov^^d 
I«.k  and  speak  with  the  seU-cent^Ts^lStS^^ 
«^  the  coquette  She,  who  had  dealt  ;itt  S«  rich«  Z 
she  had  worn  her  lovehness,  as  simply  as  a  fcW^J^ 
cotour  and  de,ls  fragrance,  was  now  ag^^^y!  tow 
prodigahty,  boastful  in  her  recklessness"^*  Itu 
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*>»l>t  such  aoM^o?^'^  ^"^  •  P*^  o*  •»««' I    No 
-^  in  the  ^^7^  f^'^'^  ^  enl«,c  her 

Dmvw-  heart  contnSi     <^-  ?'T~^^  "*"<> ' 
girl's  eyes  soaght  Sm^    Struck  by  h»  sUence,  the 

-oJ°:i^''^^^,l^  *.  said,  in  the  ca^essi,^ 

yo^costumeU^o^tl^ontfr^uexlT^'  "'^ 
,      He  gave  a  slight  start.  ^  "**' ' 

«y  costume — ~  ?  '* 
"  Your  costume,"  she  reneateH     n— 
*«ani  again  as  i^  viSon  T^         ?"  ''^  'x**"  to 
shinmatog  ii^e    ^°"mf^,  '*''  "^v"*"  8loriousIy 

every  opportunirto^Se^tr"^"^  "^  f"^"  ^^' 
course," she DroceedJr  -^^  if  m  her  glory.     "Of 

^.  "y-ta^Cd  oS^*S^<^y 

Venetian.  It's  the  cXm-  r™  .?^-  *'*f»*<entury 
you'U  hire  one  iSk  (TS^i?  *^^/-  ^  »PP^ 
very  dark,  won't  you  P-V^M^^i?*^  «"  ?r*«^ 

^^_j^^  ^  ,i»Bs  Magdalen,  I  Shan  t  clash  with  your  colour 

>>"  long  limbs.  -Ln^  ml^rte^^' '^"'1^ 
curiously  obtuse  to  his  mea^^„^  aj^rajsmgly- 
in  white,"  she  said  remtMto  '  "  p  ^  ,  '"ok  vewy  nice 
would  do  weU  beside^-      '^^       ^"*  *  *""  t"^  i* 

"I'm  sure  it  would  not.    ^feither  white  nor  night        J 
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f^A  ^"^  •';?^.r**'  "*=^  Rembrandt  brown."  He 
laughed  again.  "  What  makes  you  think  I  am  coming  to 
your  baU,  Bfiss  Tempest  ?  "  ^^ 

"  Not  coming  to  my  ball  ?  " 
Somewhat  teasingly  he  said : 
u  J?*^*®^'  ^  ^^^  received  an  invitation." 
♦hn„?hi  ;*  •  •  A^  ridiculous  I-Why,  of  course !   I  never 
thought  of  sendmg  you  one.  No  more  than  to  the  others." 
Tins  was  an  unfortunate  sUp,  with  one  who  would  not  be 
added  to     her  list."    She  hastily  and  prettUy  amended 
'^':,^^y''^'^''^?^otthti2^y}   And  if  I  have  not 
asked  you,  I  do  now.    I  want  you  to  come.    Do,  do 
come  I  *'f  WW 

His  face  changed.   The  old  charm  was  never  very  far  to 
seek,  after  aU   under  the  new  artificiaUties.    And  yet 

lovely  wretch  "  as  she  was,  what  use  would  she  nmke 
of  tlm  sweetness  but  to  play  with  his  aching  heart  ? 

You  are  always  kind."  he  said  formally.    "  I  know 
that  you  would  make  me  welcome.   I  never  doubted  that 
But  such  festive  doings  are  not  at  aU  in  my  line  " 

He  was  unprepared  for  the  emotion  that  showed  itself 

^IrZJT'  v^^""  ^^^""^  alternated,  her  eyes  blared 
reproach,  her  hps  quivered.  ^^ 

"Do  you  mean  to  say ? "  she  began,  then  broke  off. 

bit  her  hp.  and  resumed  again  in  a  high  key,  very  unlike 
^^mual  hspmg  note:    "You  must  come7captain 

'*  Must,  Miss  Tempest  ?  " 

She  had  ^own  pale  now,  her  features  were  set.  She 
tuted  her  chm  and  shot  between  drooping  Uds  a  look 
deliberately  cruel.  f   s    ^  *  iook 

"  Isn't  it  part  of  your  duty,"  she  asked,  "  to  look 
after  my  arrangements  ?  " 
He  went  pale  too.    He  had  thought  himself  proof 
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,,  ry            "^^  *°™«  from  her  lips  -«~™' 

"  Very  weU,  then " 

and  yet  fri^tened  chSS     flTt^t  ^. '^>^«!^ 
"«ngenj«.,.  you  need  not  be  JSd.°"l  .ha^Jl*^ 

that  had  P«4^'Srw<^^tS' „n^hy"'rr 
was  ashamed  even  as  he  sDok.  H..«iiS^  '^'  """  "** 
-with  the  rare  smSSr^t  m  uT^w'^r'^y 

«deomeandy;.?:^^oya^at7,.^oft-?^?: 

best  to  make  it  an  a  succ^"  ^^- ""*  ^  "^  "*°  »y 
Hct  Bp  quivered  again,  h^  eyes  filled  with  tears 


CHAPTER  X 
THE  VENETIAN  FETE 

WHILE  Magdalen  was  entertaining  her  large 
house-party  and  a  few  neighbours  at  dinner 
i:*  ^   *  .u   V       ®  *^®  Venetian  ffite.  Harry  Denvers  pro- 
fited of  the  hour  to  take  a  last  survey  of  the  baU-room  and 
the  supper-tables.    He  had  just  finished  his  own  soUtary 
meal  and  had  stroUed  up  from  the  quiet  of  the  Old  Place 
to  this  house  which  was  to  be  to-night  a  palace  of  excite- 
ment, of  colour,  light  and  sound.   He  had  put  on  evening 
drws.  so  that-as  he  told  himself  with  a  smile  which  had 
a  bitterness  unsuspected  by  his  own  consciousnes*-he 
would  be  taken  for  one  of  Gunter's  men,  should  any 
guest  come  across  him.    His  inspection  accomplished, 
he  paused  near  one  of  the  rose-wreathed  pillars  in  the 
immense  baU-room,  and  hstened  vaguely  to  the  sounds 
of  many  voices,  intermingled  with  bursts  of  Uughter 
which  reached  him  across  the  hall,  through  the  closed 
doors  of  the  dining-room. 

He  was  determined  to  accomplish  to  the  letter  those 
duties  which  Magdalen,  in  a  tone  so  deliberately  im- 
pertinent, had  informed  him  she  expected  him  to  under- 
take. By  those  words,  by  the  look  which  accompanied 
them,  she  had  herself  marked  out  the  distance  between 
tncm,  shown  him  his  place  and  hers.  True,  it  had  been 
but  an  outbreak  of  petulance ;  but  the  flash  of  girUsh 
temper  had  revealed,  Uke  a  sudden  stormhght,  the  true 
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undKipe  of  ber  mind— or  lo  h.  »«m  ki  »  . 
le- proud  md  tar^nJL"  if '?"  """"f-  A  num 
the  young  Udy*^  ^^  Z'  j^Tk"'*^*?*  "»»» 
on  »  landed  estate  bvm^--  ,'.*'*  •«">«»  "wk 
of  the  Reveb  McJe^lT^i  '"^'"^  "»' ""  «"»« 
•»  acrid  pteai^^^S^L^""-  ^D«nven  took 

her  tetidio»^ir^5"^j»^»''» '^detail  '^^  'v^, 
much  he  had  done  3  ..7i?^  .^^"'^  ""'»•  So 
But  to  be  patZLdX  »  S^^''^^  .'»'• 

had  been  J^',  ^Z^VTL^'T'"'^' 
wounds,  deeply  hidden,  ra^eZo  ""^  "«* 

rf  the  roee-wreaSS  ^1^^,  ^'"^  """^h  one 

there  a  kind  ofl«Sa^lf^-.°"  '"  "»  *«»«<»  = 
given.sold-w»M'^..^.^.!™f-.;;;hid.  h«i  been 

as  palms  and  oranee  ti^  I^-  *"""  *or  the  occasion 

Denver-  C  ^1:^^  ^^J^^  T"'' 
sarcasm  as  he  wonderedwhirhl^Vri  ***  *  "'^  of 
most  frequently  ^^t^'^i  oHhe  honoured  hst  would 

theg,^stoneLftC*heiat^^^?,«^.?«'"  ^ 
cushions.    She  had  ^ed  tf^    had  piled  with  orange 

of  the  steps  Iea^^f„i°t^r  •f'""'  "  *^  ^' 
whisper  of  the  wool  i^^  ■  T  '**^'  "  *»*  the 
"oTmiSi  ^^  ■"  *^  »«'"  «<»  the  hght  of  the 
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"  I  wint  it  quite  hidden  away/'  ihe  had  then  said. 
And  when  the  upapringing  blotioming  barrier  ol  palm 
and  roM  tree  had  been  complete,  she  had  still  stood  dis- 
contented and  declared  that  it  all  screamed  for  a  fountain. 
"  Just  a  little  fountain,  hidden  in  the  night." 
"  You  can't  have  it,  Kliss  Tempest."  he  had  said  to  her. 
very  gravely. 

"  I  know  I  can't,"  she  had  answered  him  as  sravelv. 
*•  but  I  want  it."  ^ 

"  Oh,  Mag."  had  called  Bliss  Spofiorth  with  her  good- 
humoured  shrewdness,  "that  is  you  all  over!  You 
always  want  something  else." 

These  words  had  haunted  Harry  Dcnvers.  He  remem- 
bered them  now  as  he  stood  preparing  to  light  a  cigarette 
before  running  down  the  steps  on  his  way  to  the  lake. 
It  was  true:  that  was  Magdalen  Tempest  all  over. 
And  the  something  else  she  wanted  of  him  was  just  his 
dignity,  his  manliness,  his  self-respect. 

He  dropped  the  end  of  the  match  from  his  fingers  which 
the  flame  had  scorched.  His  cigarette  was  still  unlighted. 
.  .  .  How  had  he  let  himself  f^  so  deep  into  this  folly  ? 
He  was  jealous  of  the  fools  about  her,  jealous  of  the 
empty  dalliance  that  this  bench  would  witness.  He  hated 
the  whole  nonsense  of  the  masquerade  I  How  right  he 
had  been  to  refuse  to  dress  up  and  make  a  fool  of  himself 
like  the  others  I  He  fought  against  the  inner  suggestion 
that  there  was  something  in  him  which  yet  rebelled, 
regretted,  yearned. 

The  sound  of  trailing  silks  caught  his  ear.  He  turned 
hastily  and  saw  a  solitary  figure  crossing  the  empty, 
shining  spaces  of  the  ball-room.  It  was  Magdalen.  In 
the  middle  of  the  roc  n,  she  paused  and  caUed  him  by 
name.  He  came  to  one  of  the  rose-embowered  windows 
and  stood,  looking  in  at  her— startled. 
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*^.  the  dender  Wy^SSS^  In  be„„ediov,l 
•««»»«  the  dewe  S  TtS^d^  •  %»•  <rf  flune 
0*  fiM.  that  nw  .longT,  «  «1,^^ '  "•"■  '  •'^""er 
f?»"  he«i  and  iUfaiitifS.rr!™?'' ''  "^^  the 
Wood-red  jewel  gleaX^  W  t  "i^  *?^'"  *^«h  the 
•omethiag  about  thTSi'r.^  °'*^"'''  *•»*  »«  a 
lughevil-«^,^^^'^«PPemn^  uncanny,  weU? 

to  «e,  about  her  flZrSke iZ^^*'  ***"'  "^  ""'^ 

Hewalkeduptoherslwlv    jS^**'  >    , 
pale,  set  in  ajl  this  rio.  of     ,"*''«<* 'ooked  unusuaUv 

""-t^Ta^-S^enS"*  -  -^o- 

whid.  she  fixed  hiS^,  aid  iS^  C  ^^^^  «<>»  »** 
?*»»ation.  And  ik  the^?^  t*'"*''*'  ^"8«0 
h«8an  to  lament  over  hor  -Ti..  i  u  .^'f  "««■  hi»  h<irt 
loveliness.  It  was  th™  th,J^  ^'^  ''*'*"  in  this  faS 
th»  ange,  and  Z  S-I^^Tv  °  W  ''^  "P  "^ 
She  was  waiting  VCTsi^' 

you  had  bj^j^^  ^;Cr**  °"  ^-    "  B-t  if 
adorable  centmy  too,  yo/wL^h/""!  "^  »«°  «his 

-o.ht.  Hewo-^STn^t'^rr^l.^r^^^- 
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"You  want  me  ?  "  he  uktd  m  hit  butinett  voice. 

Hot  lice  changed  tt  thii.  A  look  of  trouble  came  into 
It ;  the  was  the  natural  Magdalen  once  more. 

"  Yea,  I  do  want  you,"  she  said,  glancing  over  her 
shoulder,  as  if  she  did  not  wish  to  be  overheard.  "  ShaU 
we  go  out  there  ?  " 

She  moved  through  the  loggia  and  led  the  way  to  the 
fountamless  bench,  her  brocade  loudly  murmuring  as  she 
wrat.  Denvers  had  a  treacherous  sensation  at  his  heart 
as  he  sat  down  beside  her  on  the  orange  cushions.  So  he 
was,  after  all.  the  first  to  be  there  with  her  I 

"  I've  had  such  an  odd  letter  from  the  bank."  she  said 
with  a  catch  in  her  voice ;  "  I  felt  I  must  show  it  to  you, 
or  I  wouldn't  have  a  moment's  peace  to-night."  From 
where  she  had  hidden  it  under  the  square  bodice  she  drew 
a  folded  envelope,  but  still  held  it  in  her  hand.  "  It's  "— 
she  spoke  like  a  child  about  to  confess  an  oft-forbidden 
fault—"  It's  about  a  cheque  I  wrote  for  some  one.  They 
wnUt  back  to  me ;  they  want  to  know  if  I've  written  it. 

''  It's  been  tampered  with,  I  suppose,"  said  he  dryly. 
Let  me  see."  ^ 

"  Do,"  she  said,  and  let  him  take  the  paper  from  her 
fingers. 

He  got  up  and  went  to  read  it  under  the  nearest 
Venetian  lantern.  It  seemed  a  long  time  to  her  before  he 
came  back. 

"Do  I  know  this  Mr.  McFein  ?  "  he  asked.   She sliook 

her  head.   "  He  has  not  been  among  the "  he  went  on, 

but  checked  himself  and  amended  his  phrase:  "He 
was  not  included  among  any  of  your  guests  here  ?  " 

"  No— I  knew  him  in  London."  She  quickly  grew 
restive  under  his  tone.  "  You  needn't  speak  and  look 
uke  that,  I  didn't  forge   the   cheque !— He  wrote  to 
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»«  .     .  it  was  about  his  new  „i,«     u 
P0W«is.    I  itnow  he's  clever^  £„  J'  ,  "* .'~"«'  "'V 
Denveis  interrupted  ^         '™''  °'  ««"«—" 

flashed.  '^"'"»<>^«dwd  fifty  pounds."  she 

,  "  No,  I  understand  that  n...  ••. 
that  you've  fiBed  y„ur^eo!L  '  •  ""^"^  transparent 
careless  fashion.  HW^£t«,T  ^*"  *"«'  y<>"  "sual 
'eaving  these  spac^Tt"  i^vit  feL"f  T**^  y""  t^t 
you  wiU  have'^ieahngs  ^S'*^"«> '  ^Pf^V  "hen 
as  Mr.  McFein."  «"*  such  .  .  .  such  specimens 

She  broke  in : 

;;Tn>at  is  not  the  question  now." 
Is  It  not  ?    Well  " h    f  1J..J 

them  into  his  pocket-"  I  n!J„„„  ^}^  P*P«"  and  put 
"e  to  deal  with  the  matt^T^L  ,"''."'*'  J""  '^ 
say.  your  late  friend-ttf  L  fr"end-or  I  should 

giv«,  opportunitt^t  ri^  tTJ^  T'  *^  "^ 

She  rose  with  a  sinele  a^,^  ®         "  retirement." 

"What    do   yor^m;^r  ^"^''"^t. 

fhocking,  DoyouthS^TL,*^"*  '''»"<"  •  •  •  how 
httle  wretch?  God  Ws ^^^^l^ •*"**'' Pt^"- Poor 
conscious  imitation  of  SL^f  ^^T  ^^'^  »  «>- 

ot  that,  ^  iih^ iTe^' r  °"  °°?  ««  the  matter 
the  more  i»ason  wS,  ^^jj  ?'*'"»'  h,fl"ence.    All 

that  wiU  ensure  his  JeJiSX  Uw^""  '^"""^ 

She  stamped  her  foot.  ^ 

I  won't  hear  of  it  l_i  .•..n 
^  telegraph  to^tjlj  ^.1"^^,:::^^^ 
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suddenly  dropped  from  her  high  key.  "  Oh,  don't  you 
see  ?"  she  went  on  impatiently  He's  lust  impertinent, 
mipudent.  not  a  criminal !  >:e  wants  to  ;et  the  money 
out  of  me— he  knows  I  never  onld  have  ;im  taken  up." 
"  I  admire  the  distinction,"  said  P<  nvrirs.  "  But  what 
then  ?    You  mean  to  have  the  cheque  honoured  ?  " 

"No,"  she  said.  "Or  rather,  yefr-at  the  bank. 
But  I  want  you  to  see  Mr.  McFein  and  make  him  under- 
stand—make him  see  he  must  pay  back  that  hundred 
pounds  ...  or  be  disgraced." 

Denvers  gazed  at  her,  at  first  taken  aback  by  the  odd 
mixture  of  shrewdness  and  simphcity  displayed  by  the 
plan.  Then  he  laughed  at  the  thought  of  the  fresh  duty 
meted  out  to  the  agent. 

"  Oh,  don't  laugh !  "  she  cried,  as  the  sound  struck  her 
ear.  "  Can't  you  see,  can't  you  understand,  how  it  has 
hurt  me,  how  horrible  it  all  is  ?  " 

She  flung  herself  back  on  the  seat,  aU  her  glorious 
draperies  billowing  and  smouldering  in  the  dusky  space 
about  her.  He  thought  that  there  were  tears  in  her 
voice. 

"  If  you  won't  help  me,"  she  went  on,  "  whom  can  I 
turn  to  ?— I'm  so,  so  alone !  " 

His  heart  smote  him,  the  subUme  egoism  of  her  attitude 
lost  in  his  mind  before  the  piteousness  of  the  appeal. 
It  was  true.— There  never  was  anyone  more  alone,  more 
abused. 

He  sat  down  beside  her  again. 

"  Don't  think  of  it  any  more,"  he  said,  and  it  was  in  the 
old  kind  voice.  She  knew,  without  looking  up,  that  the 
old  kind  look  was  upon  her.  "  Don't  think  of  it  any  more. 
Enjoy  yourself  to-night."  Then  he  hesitated.  "  You 
ought  to  enjoy  yourself,  for  you  will  have  the  most 
beautiful  garments  of  any  here." 
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mi  I 


and  her  new  sop4^i~i°  Tf  °*  P*™''  «"d  '"quetry 
A  creature  only^ote^wS'     "l!*.*  '*"''  »**«  »tW 
chidden  betweL  W     "^  *'^«  ^^^  »  lovingZs  ' 

Even  those  painted  C^dS?  *^  *°°  dangerously, 
fdt  shaken  h,  his  soT  no  .0^,^°?  *°  "«  »«d.  rfe 
course  of  action.  So  iJt  (^^^^  "^  as  to  his  own 
tempting  I  TorecomrT.M"^"'"'''  •  •  ■  and  so 
^  alone  in  the  nighTawavl^'^t'^  ""'"S'"^  ^e  must 
presence,  away  tC  Zt  ^^  ^r^"""  ^  ^»t«d 

^dSt£tft^^."-t^^^:"r^- 

^.^^^d-a^Sv^S^-r-e  to  the 

ccstumes-were  gr^^j'^^^^  T'^  "*  "  "''i^  vi^d 
He  certainly  was  Z  nTtn4,X  ?  ^"r^'l^^ked  spaces, 
escaped  him  at  the  sjht  oT^  st^'^l^  i  ■""  "  ^''"ckle 
with  a  Mary  Stuart  coif  ?a£  tr^*"^^  "  *"**  ^^^ct, 
hmbs  and  bald  pate  w«e  m^  *.°  ^"i  ^""o"-  whose  lean 
hose  and  mlaicorpj^^^yj^l^'^^^?^  «ith  his  tight 
hps,  as  a  lithe  fig^e  nf  »    ''^""t  mu^  died  on  his 

stepped  from  beSt^ouDTnf"*  »"  "  Aame-colou? 
flame-coloured  figure  S  nl^  '*<'  J""*!  another 
room  doorway.  The;  Z^nT  ™\^««^  ^om  the  ball- 
there  stood  t^eth^^S^entrtf  *  °'  ""^  '^^  '"d 
q;uckly  ^ognized  the  ^w  C  ti^?"""**^-  ^^-^c^ 
PO-ed  beard.     He,  who '^IT k^^^^^-f^d 
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gannents.  had  dared  to  attire  himself  as  her  counterDart— 
herniate!  *^ 

Ti  truth,  never  had  Martin  DerehaU  looked  so  well 
The  something  reckless,  fantastic,  even  vicious  in  his 
appearance,  made  him  a  fit  reincarnation  of  the  Re- 
naissance type  he  personated-the  creature  of  impulse, 
talent,  and  ferocity,  ready  to  love  or  to  slay ;  to  love  and 
slay  And  Magdalen  was  smiling  as  she  looked  up  at  him  I 
Good  God  I  "  said  Harry  Denvers.  and  plunged  into 
the  shadows,  on  the  way  to  the  lake.  The  flame  figures 
danced  before  his  eyes  as  he  went. 


,  .v« 


'I; 


With  the  exception  of  Mrs.  Spoiforth.  Magdalen,  under 
Martin  DerehaU's  commands,  had  succeeded  in  obtaining 
histoncal  correctness  in  the  costumes  of  her  house- 
party. 

It  is  true  that  all  were  not  amenable  to  his  suggestions 
as  to  the  colour  and  style  of  their  Quattrocmto  gar- 
ments. Su:  Simon  had  acridly  refused  to  appear  as 
Cardinal  or  Doge ;  that  is.  in  robes  that  would  have 
become  his  age  and  emaciation,  and  resembled  nothing  so 
much  as  the  pantalone  of  Italian  comedy. 

Mr.  Blaise,  clad  hke  a  bridegroom  in  white  and  silver 
looked,  as  Lady  Adelaide  declared.  "  ahnost  too  hand- 
some 1 "  And  indeed  the  good  lady  expressed  by  this 
eulogy  the  thought  that  sprang  naturally  to  every  other 
mmd  at  sight  of  the  Social  Reformer.  Mr.  Blaise  was  too 
luxuriantly  effective ;  his  hair  was  too  richly  curling  •  his 
limbs  were  too  symmetrically  massive ;  his  close-shorn 
face  was  too  successfuUy  coloured ;  his  eyes  too  dark 
and  melting,  and  his  smile  too  frequent  and  sweet. 

TWs  last,  however,  was  at  the  beginning  of  the  evening. 
—When  the  flame-coloured  gentleman  joined  the  flame- 
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«-tclung  her"  J^*Zlh  w  L^'*'^*-  -^^^ 
*^o„  of  disapprovajTh^',3^*""".  '"*  *  '«»'« 

youL'S^^^^-,^:^^-^  his  breath,  "tha. 
snrely— ."   He  broke  off   ''**  "^  """"t-  Surely, 

Iffy  A,telaide  folded  her  qreglasses  with  = 
,1  am  feeling,"  she  said  to  a^rt w*  '  ""P" 

that  nothing  would  avemf  ^J^^''^  undertone, 
slap  that  silly^i  |  "    ^^'  ™*  S^^^ter  pleasure  than  to 

"  Oh,  no,  no  I  "  he  protested     ••  n„  u 
rt  is  her  divine  ignorant  of  iSTVi.  .?  ".*  y""  ^  '"»* 
suoh  a  situation  ?   iSt Tf  ^f  ^*  ''**  *^  *<>  »«ept 
must  produce.    But  ^h^  mallhr*"  '"*^  «>e  eilect  it 

^^!^  -  -pro^rf ^  ^n-S.e'^esrthl 

wretch-^  eccentric  ^^sbTis,  i^*'  ^<^^  »»  the 
calling  him  her  Master  of^  rLJ^,  T  "^  '  She  is 
to  it.  before  people  Ctot^J*^ '  ^«'«t  P«  a  stop 
*Jen  I  •■  She  3  tZA  ;^T~^^^-  Mag- 
touch  on  her  aim  !^  of^™^"^^  "'  «"«  detain^ 
i.^.  ^ve  me  r?^  tt^'S'- ■•  N--0.  deaf 
iie  hastily  drew  baclr   fi.««    *'*«^. 

hin«M  with  tharm«ffaSrf  T"""  "°*  *°  **»'ify 
^trance.  Mr.  DerehT^f  hf  .If™"'  '»'»«  «mon- 
end  of  their  saunter^w  Ud^A^^^"  '^^  «  «!«> 

vviiat  s  the  good  of  tryine  to  rf~cc  ^®    ™^- 

■-toheacurrentfasln^p^^tXn-^w. 
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wafet.  her  eyeglass,  her  high  heels  I    I'd  lay  a  wager  no- 
body woidd  guess  what  she  is  trying  to  be.  .    .  The  world 
^  peopled  with  fools  I  "    His  eye  swept  over  Madden 
^kened  and  lightened  as  passfon  and'aSaS^d 

him.       But  you-you  1 "  he  said.    And  the  huskylote 
in  his  voice  grated.  "«»»y  noie 

M^dalCT  gave  him  her  grave  glance,  dropped  her 

^t^^'J,^"  '^™*'  °^  ^^  mouth  tilted  upwk^  h^ 
n^trds  became  faintly  dilated ;  this  incense  of  ^d^JZ 
was  becommg  as  the  very  breath  of  Ufe  to  her. 

mth^^l^Lf^  ^?^  ""t"^^''  "  '"^y  I  ^^'  ^  word 
jmn  you,  apart  ?       She  addressed  her  niece,  ignorine 

D^ehall  with  the  dehberate  rudeness  that  oiSyTS 

lady  can  assume  to  perfection.  ^ 

thilgto^?""'"'^  **''  ^"""^^  ^°'*'^'  ^^^^'  "^y- 

dZ^^^^  "^"""^ '.''  '^^^^^^  *^«  ^te  chaperon, 
dragging  her  mece  safely  out  of  earshot.    "  AnvuW 

wrong  I    ^e  you  mad,  Magdalen  ?    Is  it  possible  you 
don  t  see  that  man's  deliberate  insolence  ?  "  ^ 

"  Aunt  Adelaide  f " 

"  Don't  you  understand  ?~Why,  the  very  moment 
he  caine  into  the  room  to-night.  I  could  see  Ws  pT'' 

His  pl^  ?~0h,  do  let  go  my  wrist.  Aunt  Adelaide 
You  are  hurtmg  me  l-What  do  you  mean  ?  " 

Just  this,  my  dear,  that  it  wiU  be  aU  over  Eneland 
to-moiTow  that  you're  engaged  to  Mr.  Derehall."    ^ 
what  nonsense  I " 
"  He's  deUberately  planned  it,  I  teU  you.     Dressed 
himsd    up  to  match  you.  ...  The  man's  an^^n- 

iZL  K,*'^V"  *''"  *""'  ^^y-  "An  adventura!^ 
impossible  Bohemian  I  A  creature  from  heaven  tao^ 
what  gutter  I  Really,  Magdalen  "-here  Lady  A^d^ 
passed  beyond  the  bounds  of  even  her  usual  into«S_ 
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"you  have  peculiar  tastes  I     First  you  fling  yourself 
W  «  ""!  ^^^""^^  '  "    '^^  e^l'«  «y^  flashed  warning  • 

tonl^' «'^'  "^  '^^'"  "^^  ""^"^^  ^  *  "0'«  conciliating 
tone,  you  are  so  young  and  inexperienced.  and-anH 
nch.  my  dear,  and  pretty  I  People  will  tX  ul^ 
enprage  this  man.  he'U  tU  yoS  met  totarrj^^ 

he3''"'*F^JJ!!!^°«  °^  *^"  ^^'"  interrupted  the 
neire^        Everybody  wants  to  many  me  I    And  anv 
how.  I'm  gomg  to  do  what  I  like  to-sjght  and  I  Zi^. 
car.  what  you,  or  anybody,  may  sa^r?    '  "^^  '  ^^'^  * 

o.,Ko**;   "^^  dear  I  "-Lady  Adelaide  was  genuinelv 
^hast .  for  there  was  something  reckless,  ahnost  S^f/ 

"  I  don't  care." 

thltXT.^SZ^.i'"'*"'"'^--   Anyone  can  see 

"  I  don't  care,"  repeated  Magdalen.    But  there  soran,. 

a  gleam  m  her  eyes :  she  did  care,  she  cared  v^S 

rj^^lTX'""'   ^-^o-^^'^-sbahnto 

AdZ^  fX*""  "'"'  """  "'  '°'^'"  "««■  '^''y 
dJ«M."  ^"^  ^"^^y  "*"•    *■'»  Soing  back  to  Mr. 
As  the  discomfited  matron  came  back  intn  «.-  v  n 
fanning  herself  with  her  spangleT^anlfr  H^ij^.S 
back,  unobtrusively,  to  her'lidl.    Tie  iwTiC^d 
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^W.th  a  ruef uUy  humoro»  gUnce  towards  uJX 

r.!li!*  "  "!"*.  °'  *^  frying-pan  into  the  fire  with  mv  Ladv 
Capnee-is  it  not,  dear  friend  ?  "  ^       ^ 


Ji^^'^"!^^  "^^  ^^'^^'  ^  «"•«  •»««  in  the 
evenmg,  when  the  orcumstances  of  her  nosit,'™.  TI 

hosta.  inevitably  divided  Miss  Tmp«t  f ^  a'Se^om 

tl  Kil!r^T  "^  "^  '-^'<'  »  "on  .Jance 
"  1  think  he's  splendid,"  said  Magdalen  fijtine  her 
tod  w.th  a  hostile  eye.  Then  she  ^T^th  a 
rSwT^  qmte  unusual  to  her,  "  I  think  ifsl^os? 
^Pty  I  did  not  let  you  come  as  a  Chinese,  afS 

B^!^:  "^  S**^*^' "  'P"*  °*  a°''i<J'»  brocade  from 
Burnett  s  and  ib.  DerehaB's  careful  sketch,  lookj^ 

«  mattered.  Most  of  Magdalen's  guests  from  a  dstance 
had  developed  a  great  deal  of  "fancy"  in^tte  d.riS 
of  costume,  and  interpreted  the  di.«:«ons  .^ift^ 
^^Venet«n,-inawidespiHt.  Tlie  recti's  Sd 
^  ^  on  Mane  Antoinette,  even  as  Mrs.  Spofforth^ 
^h^^'  ««>  her  girls  had  domied  those  dmm^ 
J«^hfd«sdr«as  m  which  they  had  made  such  a^S 
^'L.IS^^'T^-  I^<»y  Teyne  herself ,  a  ^ 
JZ*J^^  ■  "^^  '  '*^^8  i^Ption  into  tli 
i^  ^.  *""y  y°"n«  iionse-party,  all  attfred 

tTere'^was^'^rjnTfrl-^-^-'-M-   And 
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J  It's  disgusting,"  said  Magdalen  to  DerehaU  when 
feature  of  the  evening,  and  which  nobody  could  dance-- 
Ix)okftmi!l    'xf*'?*^^'"^-   "What  does  it  matt«^ 

£^  r^r -a^^  itc>o%  zt 

homd  to-mght.    She  must  not  stop  to  think?T*J^ 
nj^ve  her  soul  a  minute's  pause  to  «TthaUoo"^ 
^     "^**''  «"^«  ^n"!  pitying. 

onlv  ^,f  nT'  °"'/°  **  '<«eia.  a  Uttle  later-it  was 
c^y  with  DUlwyn  ^er  all-a  low  rumble  of  thun^ 

M^te^l^ms    ^  *""-°^  ""^  «^"  ♦'^  »  t»^ 
«M  n?S''~*°°J^^ '   "°°°  ■«''«  '""ned  up  after  aU  " 

you  I^T  IT',"/^"  J''?'^  '^'y-   "  How  stupid 
Ti.         Only  a  few  clouds  over  there  " 
The  young  man  glanced  at  her  quickly ;  then  looked 

.-rhiTwi  ,  ^■  ^  ***  lookmg  attractive  and  unusual 
m  to  black-and-sUver  garb-njuite  in  the  period,  Zato 
k«ks  and  m  dress,  as  the  painter  himself  tod  cWhiS 
m  h  one  of  h«  artist's  flashes  of  approval.   But  M«dS 

rfD^rfr""*"''^'-  Aftertheluridad^^^ 
ot  Derehall  the  company  of  the  rest  of  her  admirers  to- 
night, was  naturally  like  to  pale. 
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"  Of  course  it  coijld  not  storm  then  "  r#K,nnn/i^  k 

uosiess  8  intimacy  with  "  her  Painf^r  "  u^a  , 

what  secn^d  to  l2n  quite  ui,X^  S^io J^lelgS 
approve  oj  the  artisfs  look  and  .ian«  to,^  h^ 
^^ted  it  and  marvelled  that  she  Z^TZtb^i 
resent  it  infinitely  more.  And  he  did  not  Uke  MaiS. 
c«tjjme;  it  ofiended  his  f astidioi^ness  a^  l^f^^Sd 
s^rttog,  too  pronounced,  too  theatrical  for  hHdi^te 
P^nahty    He  «as  furious  (as  were  all  the  XVo^ 

So,  being  a  well-bred  Englishman    he  ^hn^^A  u- 
feeling  paradoxically,  by  anl^^if  rL^^d  ^ 
outward  show  of  indifference.  ^ 

now^SX:  °*^^i?  ^"""^  "^^^  y^"  ^  *  gondola  ?  "  he  asked 
n^with  so  obvious  an  effort  that  Magdalen  excS 

"  No,  I  am  gomg  with  my  Master  of  the  Revek-hA 
amines  me.    With  Mr.  DereM,"  she  added  pfi^I^T 

The  musu:  struck  up,  and  Dillwyn  sprang^  to  ^^eet 
with  alacnty-ycs,   quite  with  alacrity.     It   w^  „  * 
wonder  that  Magdalen  should  smile  at  Mr    nT^i,  u 
aoro.  the  ball-room  as  she  went  b^k  int  i^'n^^^S 
^t  he  came  swiftly  to  her,  as  if  she  had  actuaUy  cS?^ 
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CHAPTER  XI 


EXIT  BfARTIN  DEREHALL 

man  Im«rtag  /bout  ^"^tr^  ^  "°*  fy»  «  'oot- 
sweeping  strains  of  rt.wjr^.:    He  could  hear  the 

tinkhng  from  the  waterL^  J^  the  mane  mandoline 
laughter  and  exciSl^*^  st^  rtl**?^.!  ^  "' 
away,  as  groups  passed  to  ,t/<^  ^J^'  *''™  ^^ 
terraces  ^  tSK^:*^  V^.'T  "T  *°  ** 
wail  of  violins,  the3te  irti,-  •<»«-<irawn-out 

languorous  end  ,•  »d^i^  "TlTf.  P^«y  to  a 
held  their  own  ii  the  n^S^  ^  mandohnes  and  guitars 

possession  of  earth  and  sl^^v^gSllSoS 
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MtllS^  o*  Mh^'i  triumph.1  <«,  but  he  couW 
no^b«  the  god..    It  WM  at  that  moment  that  the 

"^dl  on  hB  e^ :  "  I  beg  3««r  pardon,  «r " 

«eir  annona  tone  was  aa  a  teflection  of  hia  own  vacua 
J^e  o  apprehendon.  Turning,  he  ^7^^, 
whoM  old  face  was  puckered  with  distress.      '™"*~*'' 

Ut^^"  "Sf  f:?.~.  •^\  "i«c  of  his  mistreM-, 
UtZ,fi^\  ^^  indignantly  refused  to  wear  the 
^anoratuiy  ,en«chal's  garb  of  MagdaTen's  co^ 
muid ,  ua.  not  content  with  emerginTvictorious  on 
tt»^tW  constituted  himseB  ^^oT^^Z 
progress  of  the  preparation,  after  the  exasperatin/faahioo 

fcction.  It  was  mdeed  only  on  Captain  DenveS- 
4plon^^.erf.™.ce  that  sLlwood'f  ^00^^^. 
^enl^  ""     *""  ^  '^♦■»  ""k  '"'Sbeen 

"  Ym,  SmaUwood,"  he  had  said  patiently   "  vm   i 
know  these  are  very  different  days.    vCS^Lte^t 

^^mrt  fancy  hun,  as  you  say,  presiding  over  this 
Sl^-.-®"!  "'.'""**  remember,^  good  old 
^  W  »o  '^  "V""^  to  "iticize  Mfas  Temp^ ; 
w  are  hOT!  to  serve  her.  Yes,  we  both  mean  to  s^e 
h«  as  farthfuUy  and  as  long  as  we  can-^lo^  we  ?^ 
thrli  ,  ®T?^*°<^  ^  growled  something  in  his 
&o"i;^"^  *"  ?'''  distinguishable  worS  Z 

oTT^sXan^    ST  l"^  °*  *  "^^^  "*^'  ««" 
had  hin^n   .  "?''  ""^o^Panying  these  words 

X^o^    a  me^    y^  Captain  Denvers  had 
retused  to  read.    Agent  and  butler  were  perhaps  a  Bttle 
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better  friends  after  thit  coUoquy  than  before,  and  SmaU- 

JW)od  cwMd  to  plaw  any  active  oppottticm  in  the  way  of 
the  hated  entertainment.  Now,  however,  the  first 
glance  at  the  old  man  showed  Denvers  that  trouble  was 
afoot. 

*'  What  is  it  ?  "  he  asked. 

"  You'U  excuse  me,  sir.  I  don't  know  anybody  else  I 
can  turn  tc^not  them,  surely,  as  ought  to  be  looking 
after  her.  It's  not  her  ladyship  would  be  a  bit  of  us^ 
It  s  as  bad  as  anyone  she  is-with  that  Mr.  Blaise.  But. 
there,  the  old  Squire  thought  a  deal  of  you.  and-Oh 
k?^  t?  ^5**^®"'  '^'  *^«*'8  ^olks  here  that  shouldn't 
M  wu*  "*'""*"**  *^«  no  more  than  a  child  .  .  .  I " 
He  broke  off.  Then  the  quavering  accents  suddenly  took 
an  angry  high  note :  "  It's  time  somebody  should  inter- 
fere, or  there'U  be  mischief !  "  J'  «  "^er 

''What  can  I  do ?"  said  Harry  Denvers.  He  spoke 
as  If  he  were  addressing  an  equal ;  and  indeed,  at  that 
moment,  they  stood  as  allies  in  a  common  anxiety.  SmaU- 
wood  pointed  in  the  direction  from  whence  the  tan- 
tahzmg.  foohsh  music  still  strummed  through  the  heavy 

"  You  can  go  after  her.  down  there,  to  the  water,  where 
♦w  ^,^*  ^^'^f^^ed  herself  by  going  in  the  company  of 
that-that  pamtrng  feUow,  sir-Mr.  Derehall  as  they 

mJr.    A'  '  .??J  "^^ "    ^^  *^«  ^^  voice 

hfted  Its  pitch.  "  If  ever  I  see  a  devil-and  even  before 
he  did  hunself  up  hke  -^ne.  I  knew  him  for  that,  sir— if 
ever  I  see  a  devil,  that's  him  I  " 

.  From  the  distance,  over  the  throb  of  mandoline  and 
guitar,  came  the  lilt  of  a  Venetian  boat-song,  promptly 
jomed  by  a  chorus ;  the  sounds  rose  fantasticaUy.  with 
smgular  mcongruity  in  this  EngUsh  atmosphere.  Almost 
at  the  same  moment  the  first  Uvid  flash  ripped  the  black 
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canopy  of  the  iky;  the  mutter  ol  the  approaching 
•tonn  spread  and  gathered  and  re-echoed  as  if  from  every 
point  of  the  compass  at  once;  not  yet  louJ,  but  un- 
mistakably threatening. 

*•  This  wiU  bring  everybody  in,"  said  Denvers  with  a 
confidence  he  did  not  feel.  Then,  as  within  the  house 
the  band  broke  into  one  of  those  two-steps  that  seem  to 
set  to  dance-music  the  spirit  of  the  age— restless,  trivial, 
reckless— he  exclaimed  with  an  altered  air :  "  Yes— I 
wiU  go  in  search  of  her.  I  will  find  her  and  brmg  her  in 
...  out  of  the  storm." 

He  set  off  at  a  running  pace  through  the  darkness  of 
the  plantation,  and  only  fell  to  a  walk  as  he  emerged  into 
the  lantern-lit  way  that  led  down,  between  the  tempo- 
rary orange  trees,  to  the  waterside.  A  few  couples,  then 
a  group  of  three  or  four,  passed  him  hurriedly  on  their 
flight  back  to  the  house  :  singular,  unrecognized  figures, 
that  eyed  him  curiously  as  they  went  as  if  indeed  they 
and  he  had  been  denizens  of  different  ages,  crossing  each 
other's  path  in  a  night  of  dream. 

In  vain  he  looked  to  see  those  two  of  the  flame  hue 
hastening  towards  him:  those  two  whom  some  evil 
intent  of  fate  had  paired  to-night.  Further  on,  another 
couple,  coming  more  slowly,  stared  like  the  others,  then 
smiled  and  halted.  Both  looked  unnaturaUy  long  and 
slim  in  the  uncertain  light  of  the  swinging  lamps.  Den- 
vers, on  his  side,  recognized  in  the  black-and-white  lady 
his  cousin  Clara,  in  the  black  cavalier,  DiUwyn. 

"Oh,  Harry,"  cried  she,  with  a  glad  movement, 
checked  by  a  second  thought,  "  what  a  dreadful  storm 
this  is  going  to  be  I  One  can  hardly  breathe.— Poor 
Magdalen  I  " 

'Gondolas  didn't  take  anybody's  fancy,  anyhow," 
put  it  Dillwyn,  in  peevish  tones.    "  Not  a  bit  of  good 
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-Come.  Mr.  dZ™^  f° '^;,  "  »  *« '>™>*r. 
SI»«Mmov;,|^;,^SPf »  fi|«iai  anyhow." 

co«^'"  fc^Y*!!^*^*;'  "*>  n»ke  Magdalen 

aaortoT-   "^ "*'»"' I™**  siUy.  declaring  there 

•^r^l^^S-S  «- -^  •^ '^.  to 

exd^.^atn"'^''"''^-'   She's  «....,o 

but^rw!SJtt:f  '^r  '  "  '^  Divers. 

His  nerves  (he  toM  himself)  were  »  m.,-.k  -     j 
anyone  else's  this  night^ZL!^  ,    °5^  .°°/*«  as 
ahe  not  provimr  ithv  rtiT^       ,' ^"^  *"«™'-    Was 

w^«»nethi^^^^.^rc^^t^^  the™ 

he  longed  £^  ttrfTtS^^rc^^'^.^^vely 

downpour,  the  devastating  f^:SXt^'i?^  deanang 
put  to  naught  the  fnli„  ^.K°^  .  ^°^^  overpower, 
»me  oSKr  ^     ^  ^'°*'^  "^'^  »  "hole: 
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J^J^ '^^  *^  ^""^-^^^  "^^  A  couple  rf 
^Lg«dol»  y^  „Hx»«l  to  the  left  <rf  MmTtte 
goodcto,  m  charge  were  nowhere  to  be  seen  ;^iX 

!^  t?^  ^  ^""^  °*  **  "^  »' the  rtonn  to 
sedt  tetter  entertainment  indoors.  The  lake  seemed 
d<»erted,  the  vast  Mack  space  reflecti^  suLSTtte 
o»tem«l  glow  rf  the  l«„ps.&  ^SSsSrZ  t^ 
S^r^^r^*T"^  *^*  *«  "♦«•  patch^^oT^ 

i^where^i'lJiJSnlfjo  :°^  .^ 

Denvers  stood  a  second  or  two,  toibtful^SerTo 

^  |Be  o£  one  ot  the  Venetian  ^t  at  Ss  "XS  o 

Saf]^    r~^*°''  '«"  "lo""  the  wood  path  to  iS 
toat-house.    Here  he  untied  one  o{  the  skifeftook  una 
pair  of  scjUls.  and  .wed  away  upon  the  d^rk  wa?L 
breabng  the  painted  reflecti<4  Sat  lay^  S^ 
^tu.ted  ripples  that  sparkled  and  ili^  ^d  ^ 

bte  Ts^  1!?*  "'^^  "l*^  lake  when  the  first 
mta- «Jfr?"T°f  *P™*'  '"ddenly,  as  if  out  ol  the 
water  Itself,  dashed  past  him  and  was  gone.  He  coiJd 
h«r  theoutcry  of  the  woods  tehind  as  they  we,^«^f 
Ifc  pulled  a  qmcker  stroke ;  a  couple  of  raindrcS  fte 
hfa^'  T^Jty  drops  that  herald  the  squXwi  «J 
habere  he«l    He  ^  dose  to  the  head  of  the  1^ 

^,w  '°yt^3^  r»«*  foUaM  itself  in  dinSS 
^m^A  f^  Jt  ™s  »  the  Uvid  light  that  hung  a^ 
^ered  f»  what  seemed  an  unusual  lengthTtoe 
that  he  teheld  at  last  the  tw»rhe  was  seekinT 
lljey  were  not  on  the  island  as  he  had  been  led  to 

the  further  ade.   That  protracted  flash  painted  the  sce.^ 
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upon  the  night  with  a  vividness  that  left  an  in^^-ow 

tt^^f^u*  ^"^  '^" :  and  under  the  shadoHf 
f^l»tt  h<«nbly  pate.  Behind  them,  ^^  ft 
^^Tl^^'^i^-  «»  figure  of  ttT^" 

throud!*^  ^.S?  "*  '"''"  ""*  '»"<«•«»  the  flash,  and 
IS^n,  r  JJ^'"  commensurate  to  the  vankhed 
ylMMtent  hght,  Denvers  seemed  stiU  to  see  that^jT 

fed°wher,h'^  "^'^  "i *^t  "ee  which  a  man  can  only 
fed  when  the  woman  he  loves  is  concerned  came  ul 

^^rTT-   ^"^  *'  mutt^;ecTof'L' 
"U^'iLrJ    1   Go  back  at  once,  gondoBer 1 " 

"  Ir    J^®"  Magdalen  gave  a  cry  : 

Mr.  Derehall,  how  dare  you  I  " 
There  was  terror  in  it,  Denvers  thought.    He  saw  red 

SS  ca'ShtToroi  Tt  ^-^w  of  t?:s: 

ne  caught  hold  of  the  larger  boat  with  both  haLls  and 
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JM^  in.  the  recoU  driving  his  oim  skiff  adrift.  Magdalen 

"Hairyl    Hanyl" 

The  gondola  rocked  again  as  Derehall.  thus  taken 

Tr^T'  'f*°«  *°  ^  '^*'  ^*^  a  noise  in  his  tW 
^t  did  not  sound  human.    Odd  splashes  of  light  feU 

Z^l^vv  ^*^  """  '*^^'  ^  fi^<*  »»ea^ess  to 
each  other  hke  furious  animals  on  the  edge  of  a  lean 

^gondober  might  weU  have  thought  iS  b^d^ 
htt  native  waters.    He  had  not  dreamed  ^t  the  bloS 

of  11  ^^'^  "'"^  "*  *  °^°'"«**'  °°Jy  *J^t  i«  this  land 
A^S:^?^^  ever  seemed  to  have  a  weapon  to  his  ^and  I 
Angered  though  Denvers  was,  he  had  the  soldier's  cool 
mastery  over  his  fighting  instincts.  But  the  oth^s 
passion  was  bhnd,  nivin.r.  that  of  a  temjS  tK 
beyond  control,  as  lecUe^  as  it  is  savage-^ag^en^ 

SL^Tv        T^V^'^:"  ^^  *^*  ""«^J^  tl^t  precedes 

opened  hands  feU  hke  clamps  on  the  assailant's  sides  and 
m  the  vety  mstent  of  lost  balance,  with  a  single  heavi^ 
movement,  he  had  shot  him  overboard  ^^^ 

H»i^w^Ti"-  "^^^  *^*  gondolier,  and  unconsciously 
flung  his  steadying  weight  on  his  oar  as  the  craft  threatened 
LT?;  r^"*  *^'  Englishman  (who  was  behaving  so 
hke  an  Itahan.  except  that  no  ItaUan  would  havTre- 
m^ed  so  cunously  dumb)  had  already  shifted  his  weight 
and  righted  the  boat  in  the  nick  of  time 
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ij  < 


There  came,  for  the  gondolier's  evea  a  K»,m*  ^  .-va 
n«.  over  the  Mack  wateTttat^'^l^r^JSlt 
m»  who  had  attired  himseK  ^^^^^^ 

"W^n«n,  at  that,  made  a  Kttle  exdamaticm  •  it 
COTied  a  chdA-And  the  Venetian  in  his  sool  co^ 
Z:^^'  ^^ '-  *^  intereSS 

^t^  his  head  to  iTV^ra^dt  ^d^" 

:^t^Td%£«r.^"--'^^* 

still  that  iitt  »«*^  -.   "«"  udppenea ,  and,  more  smeular 
Sim,  mat  He  had  meant  it  to  hannm    Tn  ♦».«*  ■— *6»*«" 

J-^ed«^en.ent.th.n»„°oitej^ha^^S: 

sanction  to  his  n.....,^.  ^T^  escapeo  Her  gave  a  final 
sS  «„Jr  P'?fe-«»at  P«»Pose  to  which  diciim- 

^M^"";^:^  ""^y  ^  leading-hSr^ 
^  «oW  me  I     she  murmmed.  weeping,  "don't  let 
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a-?i.1^^t*^*'~^    He  lifted  the  ,«  face 
J,^^-  ^  •«  y°"  «»  ">«■■■  he  sdd.  "  You  a„ 
jm  a  guileless  movement  she  flm«  her  arms  about 
"  Oh,  Hany,"  she  cried,  "  I  love  you  I  " 


Unbidden,  but  urith  the  common  sense  o(  an  individual 

^tts  to  irxxr-^  "^  -"'^^ 
^^A:d^rd„«-s^oS^°4i^ 

o^n*flK*erags  ot  lightmng,  that  he  suddenly  «- 

naa  Mt  Derehall  s  fate  unascertained, 
l^di^  the  girl's  cloak  d  -Jy  about  her,  he  paused, 

TOJlrfnun.  AscOTeofunple..^t,nottosaydSastrous 
possiWrtitt  chased  each  other  through  hisV^    He 

!^^  "1 T.*^  P^*«  couldlwim :   ana  yet- 
how  rf  he  had    brought   hideous  scamW  uwn   «» 

^L2\  ^  •""  ^<»«  »»»  ""!»<*  down  tte 
ste^.  drawmg  a  piece  of  gold  from  his  pocket  which 

g^^er""^  "  *^  "^"^  '^*-  «^  ^  to  tS 

"  Find  the  gentleman  I  "  he  said. 

The  man  caught  the  coin  cleverly  (and  sent  it  to  inin 

a  comrade  of  Mr.  Derchall's  producud^  '"^  ^""^ 

The  gentleman  ...  who  fell  out  of  the  boat-you 
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^^^  out."  i„.i*«,  Den^  ^Hiding  „p  .t  the 

craft  outwards  and  glided  away.  ^"^  ^"^  ^' 

His  arm  once  more  about  the  slender  fi«iri»  Hor«,  i^ 

had  in  him  to  lean  against  strength  she 

and  change  her  «hnM_-i»e4^  «    v      ^^, ,         ^^^  room 
^^ciiange  ner  shoes-just  as  he  would  have  bidden  a 

do!!'?fI?\*^  "^^  y^*"^  '^°*^'  **  ^  do/'  he  added  >*  I 

th^r^  ««-       i^«w*Kc.    xie  could  not  see  her  face  •   bn* 
there  was  wonder  in  her  voice.  ' 
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wii7^  ^  ^"^  ^"^^  "  "P  P'^^^y  ^^  to  be  able  to  run 
with  me.  he  went  on.  with  a  Httte  tender  hmh  ^ 
passing  vttion  of  dim  foot  and  ankle.^hf^^H 

h^L  Sf       ^^'t  "^^"^^      We  don't  want  any  tS 

^o^L     ?P^^  "*  *  ^"^^^^S  tone. 

No.    she  said  agam.    The  doubt  deepened  in  h«. 
voice.    "  But  wiU  he  teU  ?  "  aeepenea  m  ber 

"  I  think  not."  said  the  man  grimly.    "  I  think  wi*  ra« 
assume  that  he  wiU  not."  ^*  *^ 

*  ^}^  ^^"^^^  "*  ^  overcame  all  the  rest  •  and  h^ 

ol^*  ''.  ^.v^^  *"  P^  fro™  her.  Hr^'uJS  hi* 
to  him  and.  in  the  dark,  kissed  her  wet  hair  ISI Ift^ 
her  face,  with  that  adorable  confident' that  sS^ 

^Tflretapl  Haiiy  Denvers  had  never  reany  known 
l»«too  tte  power  of  that  elemental  foree;  he  ZXZ 
"Pmed  his  own  identity  as  it  now  reveal,^!  itsdiin  LIS 
Bat  sohcitude  for  her  still  donnnated  his  reeling  bSn^' 
Go  .  .  .  Magdalen,"  he  said,  and  his  v^Xok 
Hnrn^^  you  must  show  yourself  to  your  guX  *^" 
^^bl^d  you  must  do  your  hLeX^^TanS: 

ci  .^  Hbraiy.    Go,  love,  go    "  he  said  acain 

She  went  from  him.  lo«ening  L  dasp^^^L^ 
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fa  iT'oThS  S^' ?r~i^ ''"«^  ♦»<«•««  loth, 
"  T"  ","»"■«"«.  he  wai  to  let  her  do  io  Thnti^ 
»H>ping  ol  her  feet  in  the  inedievaldio«  «h.^ 

mu™„olthX„7the1rX*ari2^^ 
o^^tt!?  ■.  ''*  "»n  had  eettled  to  a  steady  doiml 

Derehan  and  he  nS^to  fe^  S^  oT  J^  *"^'- 
"ithin  the  narrow  p^^'Xt°^.fT^-  J™' 
the  few  lantern  ^  n^^SS,^*  ^  r°' 
«Med.  and  d«w  back  IramttS^t  ^.!^ 

stood  drops^M  Hood  ^^i.^'  "*^  **PI*«  »»  "w 
Hi.  *.7-V  ^  "  "°°"'  **»  a  hideous  and  a  somr  swht 
*1»  ace,  hvid  with  cold,  was  twnt^  ^t-i.  ^^^ 
drew  fi»  n~,  1 1     ^^  ^^  twistea  with  a  rase  tiiat 

dohs  have  a  way  of  swerving.  I  knowT      ^^  «""■ 

Tltt  pointer  with  that  inarticnlate  sound  in  his  throat  • 
^  a  gesture  of  clenched  hands,  and  w!^^y 
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buIS^o^'^^JK-'-etween  Sudden; 

"  niJ*  P"*  "s  «  veiy  good  train  up  at  10  30  " 

Hart  you,  for  an  intermeddter  I "  oMn^^^i 
HOT;  lurched,  nearly  feU  and^to  eSS  hT^ 

J^u^.youbaUiffl    he  panted,  as,  happay,  the  cramp 

2nnl^  drenched  figure  more  firmly    "^^^^ 

"tL^I  r*'  "-y  «»«»  mtCe^^cy."-  ""^ 
Martin  DerehaU  cursed  for  the  third  time  •  but  th,™ 

The^^l"*  8rim  mirth  at  the  back  of Tho^  t^ 
;;  i;n  sue  you,  if  I  get  pneumonia."  he  croaked. 

«.al2SKKd'°n^vr:rent^''"'"'*- 
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"  What  have  you  dune  with  your  Master  of  the  Revels, 
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turned  to  ihm  anMir..  -.;*v         «       ^^  gueitt.    She 
♦  w!li    M    •?;•*»  with  a  smile  so  ingenuouslv  twMt 

'•What  were  you  saying,  dear  ?  " 
T^   u  TI**  S^y  **^  ^J»*  you  had  done  ivith  u,. 

"  fSL^.If  ""^  °*'*^  '  "  i»»taed  her  ttend 
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CHAPTER  XII 
AN  APPOINTMENT  ON  BUSINESS 

AM  driving  Blr.  DerehaU  to  the  station  "  wm*« 

Driver,  in  a  little  note  that  wiSTb^t^'tolSi! 

dalen  with  her  morning  cup  of  tea  ^iJLTt 

^'^T   ^^l-i^-longLyoi'L,.''^^ 

Shr3„f*J.K  *T!^  ^^  ^•^  "  »»«^ 'ead  the  li^^ 
.  ^L"°  ''^  whatsoever  to  meet  "  her  Piu^" 

fr  "***«>  her  as  no  one  had  ever  damH  ♦»*-♦  u 

UM  sovereign  lady,  but  tomethjiig  suUect  to  Unu^ 

toweoJIusmodelsl  True  that,  except  for  hSTfaSraS 
f»/f»»«W  to  return  to  the  dio«,Xco.^^^ 
«rtwoni  certainly  no  deed,  that  ,J^Z 
«hraiity  of  her  terror.  It  was  the  g.»  of  to  bold 
i^tl«  eye.,  the  tone  of  his  voiceiw^,  aJwJeT 
that  sudden  movement  of  his  arm  as^beha/^,S 
aM^  from  him,  that  had  iuS  Kt^uZ^^ 
™to^  apprehension.  Ma«d^  Zd t^"tT; 
^th  fire,  so  long  as  the  flame  only  illum^  w  ^ 

^^.?^  °'  r*^*  "^'^  "  brouglHm  otC 
Traly  had  her  Harq-  warned  her,  *iat  evening  in  his 
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8**^^  f    "  Some  day,"  he  htd  amiA  "  *h*M  ..m  i^ 

'~ber protection «ren thi. morning.  T*And torXi 
..i?*  ««>  not  "neet  DenhtU;  need  not  h«w  tt. 
*^??«»,»»<?™««ve  either  of  •peJrinTto  X  nSTu  a 
»»«»»g  tad  tapjjned,  or  ol  hw^y  dtariXwm 

Wi^tured  telle,  or  any  purwance  <d  hie  odioj  pri- 
to»«OM    amy  would  lee  to  e^wything.   She  ley  bS 

OoiviOT  been  the  greateet  nutcfa  in  England  the  co»M 
»ot  have  felt  prouder  o«  her  conq««t.  '^- ^ '"^ 
^>out,  Magdalen  certainly  was.    WeU  might  she  luw. 

JlSZi^^  "f '  ™"*'»  •■  ■"*  "^f  fundamental  disin- 
t^^j!?^^!"''  8*n«osity  of  nature  were  as  yefS- 
towAed.  She  gave,  not  one  thought  to  her  owiric^ 
rf  21'^'^^  -•  the,*  was  not  in  to  the  f.int«TilS 
«  nent  tor  the  many  more  brilliant  possibilities  Z™ 
puttfag  on  one  side.    She  knew  henKe  C 

•he  knew  herself  beloved.  Her  horison^  illed  ^ 
^«  «ul  memories  of  him ;  kind,  hanZLe^pJS^ 
^««g^^proud^„d  at  last  conquered  I    Thaf^ 

TJZ^t^J^^"'^'^  She  dreamed  open- 
^upOT  his  kiM ;  upon  the  completeness  of  his  m- 

jwder.  ftcturesofhmichasedeachotherinhermind 

his  masterful  face  seen  in  the  lightning  flash  •  «Xl 
wMdermg  tack  to  older  memorieslthe^kTfli,^^: 

Srwh^-K*^*.^"  "  *^  "'»»^'  '"e  stem  fX^ 
hps  when  he  had  put  her  from  him  in  the  garden 
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Wis  the  k>^  ^^^  f  .*'"  «•""'  •*«<«  o*  gloom 
Sitifc  i^h.  ^-  f*^  »*<»  «>•  room  fa  .  kSrS 

Mr.  paiwyn  had  a  cold  in  his  head     With  i»«.i. 
^  h.  cong™t„l..«,  Magdalen  Th.r^l5:jJ3 

"  Rf^,'^"''""  """"-WlUaiit.  what  ?  " 

MTt  %rx^  sute^r^ 

failure  it  deserved  to  h*  •  o«^*i!;  .u  ®  ghastly 

was  "so  0adl  •'  ^        ^*  conversation,  that  she 

air  Mmon  would  wear  ti^ht*  "  fhic  i-**  ; 

was  saviM?  »]«««.  ,-,7  *  ^v    '    ^^  '***®^  gentleman 

"  wSa7' ,?«Tr^^  ^/ T^  ^  sympathetic. 
Mad  I— mad!"  said  Lady  Adelaide     "tk-     u  , 
thing-insane,  idiotic !  "      '^*'^^®'       The  whole 

and  Magdaten  had  flout«l  him  on  L  ^^^o^^l 
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WK^^w'l^.'^^*'-  The  sensible  Diana  was  having 
her  breakfast  in  bed;  so  there  was  no  on^  at  handto 
goad  hun  to  speech. 

J'^^\^°"ti  *'''"®'  ^^  ^"««^'"  said  Mr.  Blaise, 
helping  himself  to  marmalade  and  fixing  his  large  saz^ 

of  the  mght  because  we  are  awakened  to  the  long  soirows 
of  the  day  I    I  always  think  such  is  the  veiy  tLedy^ 

^y:  ^  shake  the  fool's  bells,  ring  out  the  men^tiie; 
we  dance  we  forget  I  But  it  is  only  for  an  hour  Life's 
r^ponsibihties  pr^  but  the  heavier  on  our  shoulders. 

The  taste  of  the  wine  is  bitter  on  the  lips " 

^^.^'^^^^'^?^i^y  flaccid  and  unwholesome  this 
moimng,  under  his  olive.    He  could  not  find  it  in  his 

^l^TV.  ^  ^'"^^"^  °^  ^^^  ^  ««e  as  DerehaU : 
Magd^en  had  been  (as  he  phrased  it)  naughty    oh 

naughty  I    How  fondly  could  he  not  hive  4rM 

^Z'^r  T^  ^^  "^  *^*  *«  ^d  ^»  «n>4e.  that 
she  had  acted  unworthily  I  But,  on  the  other  ha^d,  he 
could  not  deny  to  his  intelligence  the  fact  that  he,  Bkisl 

Zr!S  \  ""^  t^^   '"^^^"'^   white^d-saver  costmne 
g^at  such  expense  and  difficulty  from  Nathan's) 
had  be^  but  a  neghgible  quantity  in  the  heiress's  ev^ 

t\^^''  kP  I^/^*  himself  to  be  at  thT^l^^S 
h^  undemable  good  looks,  and  inspired  to  an  elojuen^ 
and  persuasivene^  that  could  not  have  failed  to  make 

an  unpression,  had  he  but  been  given  a  chance.  He  was 
venr  sad.  Never  had  Weulhmerz  weired  m^ 
heavily  upon  him,  as  he  spread  the  bitter\armd^^ 
^  a  piece  of  unduly  blackened  toast.    His  glance 

rose-wreathed  posts,  gibbeting  the  wire  and  pulp  of 
quondam  Chmese  lanterns,  had  not  yet  been  reZved 
from  the  scene  of  last  night's  downpour. 


AN  APPOINTMENT  ON  BUSINESS     151 

"  If  it  had  not  been  for  the  storm— so  unfortunate  I  " 

Srlf^-  ""^^.t'^i:^  neighbour,  four^^'tle 
^ection  of  h»  eyes.    "  Oh.  it  was  a  pity  l-Andl  was 

^^ous  about  Magdalen,  left  on  ie^lake^th  ^. 
"By   the   way,"    interrupted    Blaise,    with    suddpn 

ss^iXhtr*''^^-^^^-^^^  mrbecitf 

frowned   perhaps-what  ? "   cried   Dillwyn,   with 

^^ne  I  The  word  was  echoed  in  different  tones  of 
anmement.  from  different  comers  o;  the  tabS 

Left  your  pictu-  -left  your  portrait  ?  "  exrlaim^H 
Lady  Adelaide  iU-naturedly  exclamied 

s^^'  "Wnfn  ^".^^  ^^-  ^^y^e,  her  glance 
^^-     ,  ™^  ^e  not  be  coming  back  ?  " 

TemD^f^th  ^^  "^r^  **^^*  *^^*'"  ^d  Miss 

caXL^  %r^?°^'-    A  rolhng  of  wheels  here 

SdaTt^'  J^«  *^^l5»"^  ™^«d  into  her  face.  She 
glanced  at  the  watch  on  her  wrist.  . 

exci^^'irrf "/""  ^"^  ^r^  '  "  *^  «<^l^ed.  "  Please 
excuse  me,  all  of  you,  I  must  leave  you,  I've  eot^ 
appomtment."  ^    '  «•"'  *" 

•;  An  appointment  ?  "  repeated  her  aunt   in  a  lonH 

voice  of  astonishment.  "*"^ 

Her  tone  expressed  the  sentiments  of  all.     Evervone 

tibe  conviction  was  growing  that  the  clearing  of  ^e 
mystery  nught  not  prove  pleasant  news^ere  wi 
amaety  and  eagerness  in  the  looks  that  followed  her^ 
^he^door  w^ch  DiHwyn  and  Spofforth  simultanL^^lJ; 

"Yes,  Aunt  Adelaide."  said  Magdalen,  turning  on 
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d^dn^itr'^T''  ^"^^  ^«»^  ^^^  *J»  <J«>r  had 
Closed  upon  her  mischievous  smile. 

The  house-party  dispersed,  glad  to  escape  from  the 
a  mosphere  of  storm  diffused  by  Lady  AdeSdT  In^ 

t^cr^'^he^meT  ^.'  '^'  *^-y  "y^talliS  on  ?h: 
•r^ffw  t^'  ^^^  <^»garettes,  ultimately  to  gather 

h^rnut^'  ""^^  ^^'^^^  ^"«^*  ^«  her  lonfrS 
her  nut-brown  curls  crisp,  as  fresh  as  a  daisy  in  hercre^i 

the  type  of  beauty  which  seems  to  need  a  touch  of  ^.^ 
^.iTT  ^       '^*'  *"*'  ""^  "WPfe  breakfast,  was  the 

tacency  and  softness  of  sunny  air  in  which  every  tot 
«devenr  frag^^ce  seemed  at  «»:e  deeper  Z^,^ 

aJtho^h  the  .dea  of  lomiging  was  incompatiS\rth 
anyone  so  corseted,  so  elaborately  clothed'aT^iS^ 

She  found  a  smile  for  Jfr.  Blaise,  although  hoCTM !^ 

^  ^n^  M,?^'^  ""v"""*  "*  ^"'^y  *»«*»«»• 
ane  miormea  Mrs.  Mayne  die  was  lookinc  ton  m  «™ 

wor*  and  that  she  ought  not  to  have  S  Z  t^ 

-wth  a  collective  glance  at  the  two  other  yo^m^ 
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g^'S^'°^,'l|5«*  *^  «5«i  not  mis,  the  on. 

Having  thisttT^'j^aWe^^*^^  T^' 
"P  her  eyalass  to  Mt^  JS^  ?  "^*  *«  P"* 
the  UbiiylXt  Cm  in  J?f  l'^  window  of 

™p4wter^^.S£™-3j.te,- 

Then  m  quite  another  tone,  she  cnS^'    "^'f?'"! 
meamm?  of  this  ?  "  on/i  ^ J^  i        f       •      ^^**  is  the 
-«^  w  inis  I*     and  rose  from  her  seat. 

fnn  and  was  atoost  I^n^^'h^"^  'T^  ^ 
"^-JSlfg  happily  and  l^^^l^  ^*  ^«' 

I^dyAdelaidewallcedteSlyfo^jfom!;,*^         . 
wave  of  discomfiture  visibly  pi»33r  ?i,     i  '*"•   "^ 

^  one  movement  and  remained  fixed'^n  the's^ 
deat^du^ed^tt^L"-  «^-  ^^e  as 

,  ."  What  "l£t^<?^;'?^«°?l«ie fields. 

W*.  in  a  voice  noX^aTd  t^  aSllir?"  t^ 
ol  the  approaching  couple  ^'"^ "  *°°* 

13*"  ??•,  Jfany."  Mid  Miss  Tempest. 
J^ddaide  recoaed  as  if  she  toJbeen  struck 
Hairy  I     die  repeated,  under  her  breath 
^  g»l  broke  into  laughter,  her  ey^*'  her  lover's 

But  if  her  niece's  attitude  displeased  Ladv  a^^ua 
eiyoay  aspect  stdl  more  mcensed  the  outraged  li^. 
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j^ed^  wa.  "brazen "-but  the  agent  w..  "O^. 


presumptioni        Oh  a  dangerous  man  I  Andasforwhat 

mv!^«;  L^?*  ^"^  "*y^  *o  «Peat  his  insolent 
«nf  ' '  *^*^®*  indeed."  «soience, 

TOat  the  dangerous  man  had  said  was  this  : 
JJome  tmse  ago,  Lady  Adelaide  vou  wrniarir^i  *%.  * 

^«._aunt."  said  Magdalen  gaUy,  "  Harry  and  I  are 

"Wretched  child  I "  exclaimed  Lady  Adelaide  •  »!,.„ 

t^4^l"^'.''  Denvers/and'^t'bSS 

^.     F«  love  1-YouVe  played  your  game  very  ^ 

"  2  «,S?  ."^  **°^  '°*°  one  of  her  easy  passions 
in  w?^  ^'"^  x**^'  y°"  "y-  Aunt  Adelaide  I  "  ^eS 

m^^^-^'Cot  rr*'^^''"-"''^-^ 

mrauungiy       Do  not  judge  everyone  by  youraelf— -" 
The  words  were  scarcely  out  of  her  monthbrfor.  W 
g«.eros.ty  regretted  them^.    The  shot  Cd  t<S?"Lt 
Adelaide  winced.    Clara  intervened  at  this  awW,H 

group  at  tlie  end  of  the  terrace  •  and  shp  f»u  ♦!»«*  u  ^V^ 
strength.  ^^         ^  "  °""'  overcome  her 
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rf  a  secret,  a«  yo^j^^'J""  SJ  ~'  .•?«k^  much 
wish  you  joy  .  r  .  hL«  r  shf  ^  .T^  J""  1°^'  ' 
on  a  sudden  movemmTtemt  f^^*'*.'*''  ""■  ^en 
dalen.   Herlins  w^^'-,.v '"'?**"*  "<•  tossed  Mag- 

her   dark  ;y«^SteHr^"*^""'«  cousin 
Magdalen.  ^'      ""*'''  *"^  ™"«y,  still  fixed  on 

'^Zl^'io^^^f^-  P'^-    "Did  you 

°»kin«  a  brave  stnuXnTt'T^;  *"i  '^*  ^«  was 
«ny,  and  cixcunJS"^  tZ  iLJ^  "t*  '^ 
them,  a  little  ashamed-  -aWiJ  <  ^^  **"  ■*'*««» 
hood.  ^^  ^'™' "»  way  of  chivalrous  man- 

stricken  count^„  '  *'"'  ""^  '^"^  inquiringly  at  her 

hoiSht^ut^*^^-    «-•    Spofforth.  half 
faint  I"  oinerciiair,     you  are  looking  quite 

^or'^.^^^r^^r^'t^'t^oti^dthatkidneys 
the  top  of  h«  Cy  vo^'  ^  '»°«'*''  ^^^  <:alled  out  af 

M^S's"^  iT'LZZt  *'"?  '"'^"^' 

goandcongralMatet^Jrf'^l"^''^'    Come,  let's 
"ow.ain^p-^ol^^r^^y.X-^a.. 
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marry  everybody,  and  there's  no  use  being  bow-wows 
in  the  manger— is  there,  my  Chin-chin  ?  " 

'•  My  dear  I"  protested  Mrs.  Spofforth.  flurried.    "  My 
dear  Diana,  what  axe  you  saying  }" 

"  I'm  saying  that  he's  a  good  fellow,"  pronounced  Miss 
Spofforth  in  her  clarion  tone.  "  Mag  "—she  was  dragging 
her  reluctant  mother  after  her  as  she  spoke—"  Mag  I 
wishyoujoy!  Dear  old  Mag,  with  all  my  heart  f  Though 
I  can't  help  wishing  it  had  been  Teddy— can  I,  Captain 
Denvers?  But  I'm  not  saying  that  I  don't  think  Mag- 
dalen a  very  lucky  girl.  I  do,  my  dear.  And  so  does 
Chm-chm."  She  squeezed  the  httle  baU  of  fluff  under 
her  arm,  eliciting  a  diminutive  growl.  "Never  mind 
him,  he  doesn't  mean  it  I  "  proceeded  the  girl  cheerily. 
He  was  quite  the  first  of  us  all  to  appreciate  Captain 
Denvers.  He  told  me  from  the  beginning"—  here  she 
turned  upon  Harry  the  engaging  frankness  of  her  bright 
face— '  he  told  me  what  a  weUy  nicee  kindee  man  vou 
were."  "^ 

"  Did  he  ?  "  said  Denvers,  and  put  out  a  hand  to  caress 
the  head  of  the  little  dog— who  instantly  protruded  an 
mch  of  roseleaf  tongue  and  wagged  his  squirrel  tail. 

Lady  Adelaide  drew  Mr.  Blaise  apart  and  the  two  dis- 
appeared together  down  the  steps  of  the  rose  gaiden, 
the  Philanthropist  cursing  audibly  as  he  went. 

As  they  passed  him,  DiUwyn  caught  sight  of  their  un- 
happy and  angry  faces  and  felt  ashamed  of  his  own 
kmdred  emotions.  He  pulled  himself  together  and 
caught  Spofforth  by  the  arm  and  propelling  him  forward : 
Buck  up,  man,"  he  whispered.  "  Don't  let  us  play 
the  sentimental  ass,  for  heaven's  sake  I  " 

Thus  stimulated,  Teddy,  with  crimson  countenance 
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Hehalted  dumaly  «t  the  souirf  of  hisWVorf. 
^nLTT^  «»  ««»«  with  auy  gnce :  ""*• 

an  over  the  Xe  ?£^  ^^tff  "^  ™*«»«  »»». 
sgency  busing-  hTSLV^,  ^^  «<»•»<<»  the 
they  waTst^J-ni^  He  fixed  ha  Wue  eyes  on  Denvere : 

pretend  to  talk  about  br,^1^^JL^^^A,\t 
c^ed  her  scattered  wits.   She  took  Magdalen  l^boS 

"Oh,  my  poet— "cried  Magdalen  addr»>ino  h;_    -.i. 
the  cnjdty  and  selfidmess  «S^oSr^ttvC 

as  never  W»^  r^  *°  ^^  ^""^  '"«*  '<"  "»  to^y 

lad^™^*^T'*,™«''"~''<"»«»°yfromhisrad«u.t 

H,  .!>  ^  °  .***  '*»*«'  "^l''  compassionate  ^ 
He  would  have  given  worids  to  be  able  tV^lL  af; 
Reformer,  to  repudiate  Uke  Lady  AoZ^Jt^ 
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airily  like  Mr.  Dillwyn.  But  it  was  in  vain  he  itruggled 
to  speak ;  his  lips  trembled,  a  sob  broke  in  his  ihroat. 
He  turned  and  fled  into  the  house. 

Denvers  felt  a  shadow  stealing  over  the  joy  that  all  the 
difficulties  of  the  situation  had,  up  to  this  moment,  not 
availed  to  cloud.  And,  as  he  glanced  at  his  beloved's  fair 
countenance,  there  to  find  no  faintest  trace  of  ruth  or 
compassion,  the  shadow  grew  a  Uttle  darker. 


Shortly  after  this  eventful  hour,  Isidore  Blaise  and 
Clara  Mayne  met  unexpectedly  in  a  secluded  walk.  Mr. 
Blaise  had  succeeded  in  shaking  ofi  the  company  of  Lady 
Adelaide.  Fate  hkd  stricken  lum  with  almost  as  severe  a 
blow  as  he  could  endure.  Now,  as  he  paced  up  and  down 
between  the  yew  hedges,  disappointed  love  and  ambition 
raging  within  him,  he  was  striving  for  self<ontrol; 
seeking  for  a  moment  of  sufficient  calmness  to  think,  to 
discover  what  possible  advantage  to  himself,  however 
smaU,  he  might  yet  draw  from  the  situation. 

Gara,  at  sight  of  the  massive  figure  advancing  upon  her, 
hastily  wiped  her  eyes  and  stuffed  her  handkerchief 
under  her  belt.  Then  she  opened  her  parasol  and  trusted 
to  the  semi-gloom  and  Blaise's  evident  preoccupation  to 
save  her  from  undue  observation.  But,  as  they  met. 
the  sight  of  his  countenance  startled  her  into  an 
exclamation : 

"  How  pale  you  look— are  you  ill  ?  " 

He  paid  no  heed  to  her  words. 

"  You,  Mrs.  Blayne  ?  "  he  cried,  laughing  excitedly. 
**  What,  have  you  left  the  happy  couple  already  ?  It  was 
a  splendid  scene,  wasn't  it  ?  Fit  for  the  stage  I  Sound 
the  joy  bells  I  God  bless  the  noble  pair  I— She  thinks  the 
world  well  lost  for  love.  .  .  .  And  he.  generous,  dis- 
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^^'^.r^7-^  M  „  ^  .^  ^ 

n-inrfawhT^aZi'X'f?™?  «»««».    Shew 

"2^  m"^*''"™**'   So  touched,  d.]^  • 
No,  no.  I  teU  you.  I'm  aU  right." 
•"guish  in  hisSbKt  *«h  such  munistakable 

a^»h :    "  You  saw  hT^.nT^        *^"'""  **™*  ""im 
here,  did  you  noTr  Y«;.^     ?*  '"°"*^'  "  '""^  "d 

*«««.  ^^^^  ^  my  words,  read  every  line  I 

Clatal^^^'^*°»8''l  online  I   Good  God. 

"ayne.  She  ran  me  down,  I  ten  you  I    She  span  a 
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wvb  round  me  with  her  gold,  and  her  IdndncM.  her  cuned 
sympathy—her  altruism,  her  philanthropy  and  all  the 
rest  of  it.  And  when  I  thought  I  had  but  to  put  out  my 
hand—it's  the  ex-cavalry  fod,  the  handsome  ass,  the 
bailiff.  .  .  the  servant!" 

The  colour  rushed  to  the  woman's  cheek. 

"  It's  the  man  I  '  she  said  in  a  harsh  whi^wr. 

Oh,  she  could  well  have  matched  this  rant  with  dia- 
tribes of  her  own  1  Harry,  who  had  once  loved  her,  might 
have  had  in  her  such  a  helpmate,  such  a  comrade,  such  a 
brain  and  such  a  heart  to  help  him  through  life.— And  it 
was  the  mere  pretty  face  that  had  snared  him,  the 
frivolous  coquette,  the  wilful  child— aye— the  heiress ! 

"  What  did  you  say  ?  "  Blaise  was  asking  her. 

"  Nothmg,"  she  answered  him  quickly.  "  Nothing  I  " 
Then  more  gently :  "  I  am  sorry,  Isidore,  believe  me." 

"  Oh  yes,  I  believe  you."  The  man  laughed  again. 
"  Have  I  not  just  held  in  my  hand  ten  square  i^es 
impregnated  with  sorrow  ?  "  He  paused.  "  You  and 
he  were  boy  and  girl  lovers,  were  you  not  ?  "  he  asked  in 
his  cadenced  voice. 

Clara  found  an  odd  pleasure  in  this  painful  discussion, 
which  brought--^;>eriiaps  for  the  last  time— her  name 
and  Harry's  together  with  the  hyphen  of  love. 

"  Yes,"  she  said,  with  a  faint  smile. 

"  And  then  you  broke  your  youthful  vows,  dazzled  by 
something  more  brilliant,  more  plausible.  And  you  paid 
for  it,  didn't  you  ?  " 

"  Yes,"  she  said  again,  and  the  smile  faded  from  her 
face. 

"And  when  you  were  free  again,  you  patched  your 
broken  heart  together,  and  lived  in  the  hopes  of  the  old 
young-time  coming  back  again,  didn't  you  ?  You  built 
cottage  in  the  air  ...  or  an  ancient  manor-house. 
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let  ui  lay,  with  roeet  and  peace  and  love  tad  wrt  Rett 
poor  oveiworked  woman  I  And  you  found,  after  all! 
that  wha  1.  your  tendereet  memory  wai  as  much 
lort^to  hmi  a.  the  ii«t   dream  of  the  tired  m^^ 

fJt  .?^i2'  ""??.  "^  **»  deepening  accents  brought 
the  truth  hidden  behind  the  flowery  words  so  crueUy  home 

Z^i^'^'J^''  ^^^  *  ^P  »^h.  she  for  Z 
third  time  cned  out :  "Ycsl"  ThwT  starting  as  if 
from  a  hypnotic  speU,  anger  rushed  upon  her :    "  How 

'2*^.^7^/''^^"  Bla»e  laughed.  She  wished  he 
would  no  laugh  Ukethat.it  waTodiousf  "W^m^ 
dear  girl."  he  went  on.  "it  is  so  hackneyed!  i^ 
you  have,  you  won't  mind  my  saying  so.  so  completely 
given  yourself  away  I  "  "*F«»«y 

mT^  ^l  ?l  °**?^'''  familiarity,  she  would  have 
left  him.  But  his  voce,  raised  once  more,  ijid  in  more 
smcere  tones,  arrested  her. 

JL^^  ««-with  me."  he  was  saying.  "  ah.  there  is  a 
vast  difiwence  I    Here  there  is  at  stake  more  than  mere 
sentmient  I  "    He  struck  his  chest,  then  his  forehead 
A  man  such  as  I  am  is  not  meant  to  be  thrust  on  one 
side.   You  re  a  clever  woman.  Clara,  you  do  feel,  you  do 
understand,  do  you  not,  all  that  such  a-yes,  I  wiU  say 
r^.^'  ^?l  u  ^  !"!«-s«<^  a  genius  as  mine  could  have 
reached  with  her  help  ?    I  wanted  it  all,  I  wanted  this 
wealth,  this  position.  I  wanted  a  woman  like  her  to  bring 
me  to  my  highest  possibiUties.    This  is  not  a  question^ 
a  Droken  flower,  of  a  wounded  dove,  of  a  crushed  heart  • 
it  IS  the  death  of  a  career,  the  death  of  a  great  promise. 

!„^      *°^/  ?^^*'    ^^  °»y  ^^'ds.  Clara  Mayne. 
such  catastrophes  do  not  occur  with  impunity.    Such 
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«m«W  towudi  them.    In  mother  moment  they  mJ 

At  tot  Mght  of  the  two  taU  comely  tgatn.  Heiie 
d«2^h«A    Bnt  recovem,  hinieSf^  fSS 

~!?^i^^.'  P"^  "'^«  he  went  to  meet  the 
pur.   He  bowed  low  and  ironicaUy  •"«  ine 

^W-   Tempest-Captain   Denven-I    congratolate 

•"  Sf^'l"'"*  Magdakn,  with  her  tweet  tUting  smile. 
«s    ^!l  S"*^  °"  ♦»  "Ix""  I  «m  bringing  faiub"' 

It  not  been  for  such  creatures  a.  Blaise  about  hiiT 
Mver  would  have  known  her  danger,  n«  Te  nSm^ 

noto^  rf^  her  circle  who  could  wish  them  J^^ 


kZ^L^."^  °°* '    A  little  later  in  the  dav  when 
Smaflwood  heard  the  news,  he  forttaritt  V^oX 

nXl^  '"^  JS?"*  '^*^  »ervice.^ht^£  ^ 
S  p:  refe  "^  *« '^  - -^*«king  *»»  honS; 

"  May  I  be  aUowed,  Hiss  Magdalen."  he  be«m   "  » 

aLTto  ^"^  ''*^  -  "y  knee  a^  S  y^^ 
rtout  m^  arms.  miss,  many  a  time,  to  o«er  you  Ld 


AN  APPOINTMENT  ON  BUSINESS  168 

^-^^♦'k"^*?*''^-  Ye.,  .ir.  te  5a,1 ,0*  T^ 
Captain  «nU  lode  after  her.'  Captal.,  Oo.v. ,  .„  » 
L^o^  «  Wd,  I  WW.  you  joy-Mi  ,  Kagd .k„   I 

grave  umocence  ol  accent  which  wa.*  ru  «.ljo,n  ito 
undercurrent  of  humour.    "  Im  so  glad." 

"So am  I,"  said  Denvers,  with  periect  si.T..  iiy. 

Bott  extended  a  hand  to  the  old  servant,  wh<ie  {ace 

hume(Uy  to  the  door,  and  was  about  to  bolt  into  the 
hall,  when,  upon  a  new  thought,  he  wheeled  round : 

With  your  permission.  Miss  Magdalen,  111  brine  uo  a 
couple  of  bottles  of  the  '67  fof  this  eve,^  ^^ 
hoeca«oa"-Smallwood  spoke  with  empS."th^ 
hoccaaon  bemg  what  it  is  I  think  the  &,nire  would 
have  hked  the  CapUin  to  drink  the '67  "    ^"^  *°"'' 

"A  couple  of  bottles  I"  laughed  Denvers.  "Good  for 
our  grandfathers,  SmaDwood.  Nowadays-thoTw 
oiUy  two-glass  men,  I'm  afraid." 

"  Oh."  retorted  the  butler  m  scornful  tones  "  thev-fl 
Jfl  expect  to  be  drinking  of  it  too,  no  doubt-sii  „^ 
ftem  M  are  left.  It's  the  two  nicest  of  the  younglTt^ 
m«i  that  are  going  alter  lunch,  I'm  tdd-lfc  Bl^ 
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wood's  sallies  were  upsetting  to  everyone  except  iiis 
mistress. 

"  Oh,  never  fear.  Miss  Magdalen."  said  the  irrepressible 
old  man,  "  they'll  never  quarrel  with  you  for  long- 
especially  not  her  ladyship." 

Upon  this  pronouncement,  delivered  with  much  rfijret 
he  closed  the  door.  * 


BOOK  II 


CHAPTER  I 
THE  GOLDEN  NIECE 

IT  was  springtime,  some  eight  months  after  Magda- 
len's marriage  to  Harry  Denvers ;  and  the  young 
couple  had  iust  arrived  in  London,  after  the  pro- 
longed  honeymoon  ttU-A'tiU  in  the  country  that  had 
succeeded  the  trip  abroad.  The  laight  May  morning  was 
full  of  sunmier  promise.  There  were  baskets  of  early 
hlac  and  starry  narcissus  at  street  comere ;  ladders  of 
tender  irises  jostling  frail  roses  from  the  South. 

Lady  Adelaide,  who  had  walked  across  the  Park  from 
Kmghtsbridge,  paused  at  Stanhope  Gate  to  ^)end  a 
shilling  on  a  bunch  of  jonquils  as  an  offering  to  her 
mece.    She  was  stepping  briskly,  a  smile  on  her  Ups, 

J^.  at  sight  of  the  famiUar  house  with  its  fine  grey  stone 
front,  her  face  clouded.  Scarcely  a  year  ago  she  used  to 
^  the  threshold  of  that  door  as  its  quasi-mistress. 
How  smoothly  existence  had  run  then,  how  luxuriously  I 
What  delightful  hospitality  she  had,  vicariously,  extended 
withm  those  walls  I  What  an  important  person  Lady 
Adelaide  ftruce-Walsingham  had  been,  as  chaperon, 
guardian,  and  adviser  of  Miss  Tempest  of  Teyne  I 

And  now,  how  horrible  was  the  difference  I    Her  heart 
swelled  with  a  sense  of  injury.    With  the  few  hundreds 

i6s 
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a  year—which  was  aU  that  Magdalen  thought  fit  to  aUow 

5f  "^  ^^^  ^^  ^^^^  ^^"^^  »o*  afford  other  quarters 
than  tl^t     tiny,  tiny  flat  "  to  which  she  ahnost  hesitated 
to  invite  her  friends.    The  ex-minister's  pension  was  a 
veiy  paltry  affair,  in  the  eyes  of  one  of  such  large  ideas 
as  herself :  and  moreover,  of  that  he  kept  a  tight  hold 
She  was  essentially  an  extravagant  woman ;  many  debts 
still  hui^  round  her  neck,  which  she  had  fondly  dreamed 
It  would  be  the  chivaht)us  Isidore  Blaise's  joy-once 
master  of  Magdalen's  revenu^to  settle  for  his  benefac" 
tress.    She  could  not  conceive  it  to  be  within  human 
power  to  avoid  fresh  liabilities  on  the  "  pittance  "  to 
which  she  was  reduced.    And  the  cause  of  aU  this  distress 
of  mmd,  present  penury  and  future  trouble,  was~DenversI 
—Denvers.  the  agent,  whom  she  had  patronized,  slighted 
steadily  regarded  as  an  inferior,  if  not  actually  as  aliLial.' 
Her  hps  were  pressed  very  tightly  together  as  she 
stood  upon  the  stone  steps  and  pushed  the  electric  beU. 
bhe  had  a  resentful  temper,  but  it  must  be  kept  under 
control :  it  would  be  the  veriest  foUy  not  to  remain  on 
good  terms  with  her  golden  niece. 

As  ^e  stood  waiting,  it  was  an  extra  pang  to  her  to 
note  the  wealth  of  flowers  which  filled  the  dining-room 
boxes.  "  A  pretty  penny  those  must  have  cost  I  "  she 
said  to  herself  sourly,  and  felt  as  if  she  had  been  crueBy 
mulcted  of  the  amount. 

The  footman  who  opened  the  door-a  lad  from  Teyne 
U^-gave  her  a  welcoming  smile  :  his  face  feU  prom^lv 
under  her  haughty  stare.  She  was  in  the  mood  to  tWnk 
eyen  this  mgenuous  show  of  friendliness  a  deliberate 
mipertmence.  Many  a  time  sbe  had  rated  this  same 
William  for  clumsiness  or  inattention,  or  even  for  the 
mere  pleasure  of  rating.  "  Now  that  I  am  down,  he  thinks 
he  can  gnn  at  me  I  "  she  thought. 
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expects  me,"  she  said.  Rigiiig  her 
paneol  on  tke  marble  table,  she  would  have  pwed  hn 
f o  go  ytaks,  just  in  the  old  way,  had  she  not  ben 
intercepted  by  SmaUwood.  And,  inconsialartly,  the 
dd  servant's  unwonted  ceremoniousness  ofiended  her 
even  more  deeply  than  his  underhng's  cheeriness. 

"This  way,  my  lacfy,"  he  said.  "  You  will  ^/smt  to 
slq>  this  way.— I  will  see  if  Mrs.  Denvers  is  at  home." 

Lady  Addaide  was  about  to  retort  coldly  that  she 
would  see  for  herself;  but  before  Smallwood's  incon- 
ceivable correctness  and  the  respectful  fixity  of  his 
gaze,  she  suddenly  quailed  and  allowed  herself  to  be 
conducted  into  the  room  which  in  the  old  days  had  been 
considered  her  own.  She  sank  into  a  chair,  threw  one 
comprehensive  glance  about  her ;  and,  unable  to  contain 
her  feelings  overcharged  by  a  fresh  sense  of  injury, 
caUed  back  the  butler,  as  he  was  about  to  close  the 
door: 

"  SmaUwood— SmaHwood  I  " 
"  Did  you  speak,  my  lady  ?  " 
"  Yes.    Wait  a  minut^    I  should  like  to  hear  how 
Miss  Magdalen  is." 

The  dd  name  slipped  out  quite  unawares ;  the  rdnike 
was  pron^ : 

"  Mrs.  Denveis  is  in  the  enjoyment  (A  excelleat  heakh. 
— Thaidc  you,  my  lady." 

^e  might  have  been  warned ;  but  she  was  irritably 
curious  to  find  oat  all  sbe  could,  and  the  plaint  could  not 
be  checked: 

Ah,  Smallwood— here  are  great  changes." 
Yes,  my  lady.    Great  chaises,  for  the  better." 
"  I  see  she's  turned  my  poor  little  room  topsy-turvy. 

I  thought,"  said  Lady  Adelaide  chokingly,  "  I  thought 

that  girl  had  more  heart." 
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SThS  iiiS".„'"  *^  "r?^  *°*y  trite  with  which 

made  u.J^  P«a»e<l  to  caU  French  taste,  and  had 
^?^«°  W  f"  its  gratillcation.     TT»  .^ 

Corotriw  P*"'T'"**  "^^  "nly  a  conple  of  m»ty 

^:?£;^eSca^?HHr 
SmaUwood  foUowed  her  glance  complacently 

^pwin  Denvers  had  it  i«fi]rni<ihpH  i  "  ^  j    i. 
t^perflariung.    The  thougM^KfaLailS'L^ 
tte  d^ep  jumped  into  words :  "  It  m^^e  c^t^ 

Evwythmg,"   retmwKl   SmaUw^,    withXiitv 
^  kn^  1^  ..«tinct  how  he  could  best  annTS^ 

1"^  whi^tZ..^- .^r-  "»'  -- »y 

He  turned  to  go  but  once  again  was  recalled, 
thing.    Is  she-is  Z  Zm  ?  •      '    '^"^  '*"*  "*  "y- 
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'*  As  the  day  is  long,  my  lady." 

ul^'-  u****  *  "^^^  *^  ^*^  y^^  say  so  1  "  cried  the 
ftidy,  with  an  ever  more  lowering  countenance.  "  Then 
th«y  are  getting  on  well  together  ?  " 

"  Oh  yes  my    lady."    The  old  retainer  for  the  first 
tune  relaxed  mto  a  smile.    "  We've  been  getting  on  very 
niwly.  very  nicely  indeed,  thank  you.  since  tiie  bride 
and  bridegroom  came  back  from  foreign  parts.    As  for 
leyne,  it  s  hke  the  old  days  again.    We've  got  the  good 
country  stock  once  more  about  the  house,  instead  of  those 
wntmg  chaps,  and  aU  the  rest  of  them,  sniffin'  round  my 
mistr^s  money.    They'U  be  finding  us  out  here,  though. 
I  m  afraid     But."  he  went  on  meaningly.  "  the  marter 
will  know  how  to  put  order  to  that." 
^  "  TTiat  wiU  do ! ''  cried  the  listener,  tapping  her  foot. 
WiU  you  have  the  kmdness  to  inform  Mrs.  Denvers 
tnat  I  bsLve  been  waiting  some  time  ?  " 

*»."f  to^entor  bowed  grimly;    but,   as  he  opened 

the  door,  there  was  a  hght  step  without. 
•'  Here  she  is."  he  exclaimed,  his  eyes  brightening  • 

and  then  stepping  aside  with  his  new  flourish,  announced 

ceremomously : 

"  Lady  Adelaide  to  see  you,  ma'am." 

"Dear  aunt,  how  good  of  you  I  You  are  our  very 
hrst  visitor.    I  am  dehghted  to  see  you  !  " 

Magdalen  gave  the  rather  rigid  lady  an  unusuaUy 
affectionate  kiss ;  then,  as  the  latter  held  her  by  both 
hands  and  looked  up  at  her  searchingly,  she  stood  sub- 
mittmg  to  the  scrutiny  with  an  amused  smile.  There  was 
no  mistaking  the  radiance  in  her  eyes.  Lady  Adelaide 
suddenly  grew  pink  about  the  eyeUds. 

"  My  poor  child,"  she  cried  in  lamentable  tones  "  my 
poor  poor  child,  is  it  possible  ?-are  you  really  happy  ?  " 
Aunt    Adelaide,"    answered    the    bride    solemnly 
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"I'm  dreadfuUy  happy  I   I  don't  know  if  it's  possible  to 

■J!^^^^^'  **"*  ^  "^y  »»•  I  "^  happy  at  Teyne. 
with  Hany.  And  I  am  hi^py  in  London,  with  Hany. 
I  m  gomg  to  buy  a  lot  of  new  clothes,  and  see  all  my  old 
friends."  ^ 

She  slipped  into  a  chair  as  she  spoke,  and  thou^  her 
raannar  was  confiding  there  was  a  spice  of  malice  behind 
It.  The  elder  lady  glanced  at  her  doubtfully.  One 
never  quite  knew  whether  Magdalen's  ingenuousness  did 
not  hide  an  impertinence. 

"Ah.  my  dear."  she  said  at  last,  "these  are  still 
«»rly  days  I  I  hope  you  may  be  as  happy  at  the  end  of 
the  season  as  you  are  at  the  beginning." 

There  was  a  pause. 

"  Thank  you.  dear  Aunt  Adelaide,"  said  Mrs.  Denvers 
demurely. 

"  I  see."  said  Lady  Adelaide,  as  conversation  threatened 
to  languish  ahnost  from  the  start,  "  that  you  have  done 
up  my  poor  little  room  again.   It's  very  artistic,  I  suppose 
but  It  does  not  look  like  a  boudoir,  my  dear." 

"Yes.  Isn't  it  artistic  ?"  said  Mrs.  DenvCTs.  "Harry 
chose  it  aU.  And  it  isn't  a  boudoir.  He's  furnished  the 
dearest  little  boudoir  upstairs,  for  me.  I  must  show  it 
you.  It's  all  white  from  floor  to  ceiling;  I  had  a 
fancy  for  that.  Harry  said  we'd  more  bedrooms  as  it 
is  than  we  could  possibly  use.  And  so  we  have,  vou 
know."  ^ 

"And  so  you  have,"  agreed  Lady  Adelaide,  with  a 
sudden  alacrity.  "And  that  reminds  me,  dear  child 
I  wonder  if  you  could  take  me  in,  next  week,  for  a  few 
days.  Simon  could  go  to  his  club.— I  must  let  the  flat 
for  the  season,  if  I  am  to  get  on  at  all."  She  sighed  pro- 
foundly. "  I  should  not  know  where  to  lay  my  head." 
Pathos  brimmed  in  look  and  voice.    "  I  should  be  as 
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little  in  your  way  as  possible.   I  think  you  can  trust  me 
for  that." 

"  Oh,  of  course—"  said  Magdalen  slowly.  "  of  course 
you  must  come." 

Lady  Adelaide  knew  very  well  when  she  made  this 
frontal  attack,  that  her  niece  was  constitutionally 
incapable  of  resisting  any  direct  appeal  to  her  generosity. 
But  even  as  she  spoke  the  words  of  consent,  the  young 
wife  hesitated :  "  Of  course,  we  shall  be  delighted.— I'll 
ask  Harry,  as  soon  as  he  comes  in." 

"  Certainly,  reserve  your  decision— if  it  is  now  necessary 
for  you  to  have  permission  before  you  invite  anyone  into 
your  own  house." 

Magdalen  flushed. 

"Tliere  is  no  question  of  permission,"  she  retorted 
with  some  sharpness.  "Harry  would  never  think  of 
interfering.— But  I  should  like  to  mention  it  to  him." 

Lady  Adelaide  noted,  with  satisfaction,  the  rising 
tone  of  anno3rance.  Here  was  a  chord  which  gave  back 
a  promising  sound.    She  would  strike  it  again. 

"  Be  frank,  Magdalen."  she  said.  "  and  own  that  you 
are  rather  afraid  of  making  the  suggestion.  Oh,  I  quite 
saw  from  the  first  that  Captain  Denvers  would  try  to 
separate  you  from  your  family  and  friends.  I  wouldn't 
for  the  worid " 

The  other  interrupted,  all  aflame. 

"  It's  most  untrue  !    Why.  we  only  came  last  night. 

We  are  not  settled.    I "  she  broke  off.    "  To-day's 

Tuesday.    Will  you  come  Saturday  ?— We  can  put  up 
Uncle  Simon  too." 

Lady  Adelaide  was  all  blandness. 

"  No — ^no— no,  I  couldn't  think  of  being  so  indiscreet. 

Simon  can  go  to  his  club.    Well,  if  you're  sure "  She 

rose,  went  over  to  the  girl  and  kissed  her.    "  It  would  be 
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old   days— to  be  with  y<m 


if 


a  great  joy—like  the  dear 
again." 

The  elder  toATm^^'i,     t  *"**  °°  ""^  nvw. 

e«d«i  with  M.clZdlia'3,!^*°^  «^'  P"- 
N«v«ttd«,  my  dar,  a  yo«r  h«b«id  Aould  be- 

S£^^'2^;^rd.'t^«ir„'^ 

,*«d«to  fixed  her  eyes  upon  her  reproachfully, 
to  h^  'T^^  "^r^-  ***  « <«<^*y  f-t  4s  new 

-f-h^ced  figure  STu/c^"'  "he,  „  which  her 
Wen  filing  that's  settled  then.    But  I  must  be 

ha?:^t  *3^t  SSe  t*t2?"!Slr' •- «»t  d« 

th.tl^tL'^h*^*"-  a»-^a»y«,I  Not 
"«i  lean  Hope  to  bring  you  «wthiar(rfaiivvftlni.  n_. 
flo^ra-just  a  little  fe^iat  tS«i^fe^r^5^ 
over  the  pathos  of  h«^Wi  Her  voice  trembled 

-.iIT^^°'"**^^*^J>^««-    Then  she  kissed  tlH. 

possible  gift."         ^  ^  •       ^°'^^"  *^  *^^  <J«»«»t 

So  anexp^Iy  successful  had  been  this  first  interview 
and  so  unused  was  Ladv  Adelai<W»  ♦«  <»^%.  a       ™™W' 

of  good  wiU-f or  Ma^L^1^«l^„       ^*"»^°»t«««« 
*"r  juagoaien.  even  when  most  generous,  had 
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ijwiyi  been  (»ld  and  duMve-that  ihe  hetiutcd  ^diether 
she  should  pursue  her  advantage.  She  had  received  a 
«)«neoi»but  pressing  communication  this  morning  from 
a  great  firm,  giving  her  to  understand  that  a  cheque  on 
account  would  alone  arrest  a  course  of  action  whiS  they 
would  deeply  regret.  Dared  she  ask  Magdalen  for  that 
httle  cheque-*  paltry  eighty  pounds,  the  amount  of 
the  first  account  rendered  in  April  year  ?    She  had  been 

l!.?°iS''Ll°  ^^Ln**J«d  i*  when  the  heiress's  purse 
had  still  been  so  freely  at  her  disposition.  But  those 
odious  sohators  had  been  quite  tiresome  at  tiie  end  of 
the  season.  And  who  could  have  foreseen  that  tiie  lean 
yeMs  would  come  witii  such  appalling  suddenness? 
Dared  she  speak  of  her  trouble  now  ?  Eighty  pounds- 
a  mere  notiiing.    She  would  I  ^    J'  t^ 

"By  the  way,  my  dear,  just  before  I  go " 

Magdakn  knew  weU  the  peculiar  tone  which  heralded 
a  demand  upon  her  purse,  the  uneasy  smile,  the  fleetinc 
0ance.  She  drew  back  witii  an  mvoluntary  movemrait 
of  annoyance,  of  which,  with  that  unreasonable  generosity 
of  hers,  she  ws»  the  next  moment  ashamed. 

"I  wonder,"  the  other  was  proceeding  airily  "I 
wonder  if  you  could  lend  me-oh  I  only  a  trifle  jiist  a 
few  pounds— tin  my  Irish  rents  come  in  ?  Of  course  I 
shaB  let  you  have  the  cheque  immediately.  That  ikt- 
SOTie  Nu^t  woman  keeps  bothering  me.  Of  course. 
Clear.  I  had  to  be  decent  for  your  weddig.  and  there  were 
f>  many  eyenses  about  that  time.  And  Simon  would 
»ea  fit  if  he  knew  that  I  have  aheady  overdrawn  at 

™e»nk "    The  shifting  glance  now  fixed  itself  in  a 

«^)crate  appeal,  against  which  the  richer  woman  was 
not  proof. 

"  How  much  do  yo«  want  ?  "  she  asked  uncomfortably. 
Oh,  my  dear,  I  dure  say  I  could  do  with— with  a 
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l^poondr  And  what  i,  that  to  you,  BfagdaJea?" 

one  expected  an  instant  ch#nii* .    ♦^  """"rea  r 
MagdalensSd:  ^^    ciieque:    to  her  surpriM. 

^I^wiU  pet  it  to  you,  to-night^Harry  i.  out  jurt 

"  Bfagdalen 1  '* 

"  What  is  it  ?  " 

"  Magdalen— you  don't  mean  to  sav  *h»*  r.  *  • 
D^iveiB  has  got  hold  of  you^SLcSg  1^o^\  ^^^"^ 

si^;^l^i'^:  ^'"^-^  '-^^alSg  face  and 

enjp^  to    the  wordi' hS, ''  ST  ^p^ 

doity^it^.^       T'^''^^''^-    I  always 
they  S"  P«>Ple  cheat  me  and  rob  me  C 

I^dy  Adelaide  winced.  But  though  she  kn,»«r  «h.  k-^ 
ventured  on  dangerous  ground  Tlr*!^!^^^^ 
temper  was  rou«pH  ♦««     m  °^^   vindictive 

j^^.oth.,„ick..„dK;,ti'fot-Sf 

cMd  I   Hiah,  not .  woid  more :  I  mustZ  " 

J^dalen  sat  down,  her  hands  hamjuut  bv  W  ..h. 
ti>mku.8.    TT«  flush  slowly  faded  irZ^  ^.  tat  tte 
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doud  ramtined.     How  odknit  Aunt   Adelaide  was! 

^ilTSiS?!  .?"u  ^^^  in  the  «une  breath  I 
Why  do  I  mind?"  she  adced  herself.    "Howcanany- 
thing  the  layi  affect  me  ?    My  own  Harry  I" 

Then  her  thought  wandered.    She  wished  she  had  not 
allowed  that  invitation  to  be  extracted  from  her.    And 
Ae  began  to  reatize  that  she  had  been  goaded  to  do  so 
because  of  Uie  pricking  truth  of  her  aunt's  words :  that 
Hany  would  expect  to  be  consulted,  and  that  it  was  very 
doubtful.  If  consulted,  whether  he  would  consent.    And 
now  she  would  have  to  tell  him  about  the  cheque,  too! 
And  she  was  amazed  at  herself  to  discover  a  shrinkine  a 
d^omf<«t.  almost  a  little  fear  at  the  thought  of  doi^  w. 
How  ndiculous  I  "    She  scolded  herself.    Yet  at  the 
back  of  her  mmd.  unacknowledged,  a  voice  whispered 
smaU  and  subtle :  "  Is  not  aU  the  money  yours  ?    iVnot 
the  house  yours  ?    Is  not  all  yours  ?    What  right  could 
he  possibly  have  to  object  ? "  o  « 

The  sound  of  a  taxi  stopping  at  the  door,  of  Harry's 

J«rr/  !.^^;  t^^^'l  ***P  °»  *^*  stair-these  Wire 
enough  to  dispel  the  cloud.  She  sprang  to  her  feet  and 
ran  to  the  door,  calling.  He  came  into  the  room,  strong 
serene,  wholesome ;  came  with  such  a  steady  light  6f 
happiness  m  his  clear  eyes;  such  fondness  and  pride  as 
he  looked  at  her.  that  the  sunshine  of  joy  blazed  uoon 
her  once  again.  *^ 

K  "??'  .?."^i"  ^  ''^^-  "  ^  ^^«  »*^»8ed  you  so 
hombly  1  What  a  caress  was  now  in  that  lisping  in- 
tonation.   '•  I've  wanted  you  dreadfully  I" 

He  laughed,  the  tender  laugh  of  the  utterly  contented 
man ;  kissed  her  between  the  eyes,  where  he  loved  to  kiss 
fter  for  the  look  of  innocence  that  dwelt  on  her  sweet 
forehead.     She  leaned  her  head  against  his  shoulder. 

How  ndiculous  to  mind  telling  him  1 "  she  thought 
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again.    And,  just  because  she  did  mind— inexplicably— 
she  defied  her  discomfort  and  began : 

"  Aunt  Adelaide  has  been  here  this  morning."    His 
arm  tightened  about  her.    "  She  didn't  wait  to  see  you. 
I  don't  know  why,"  the  young  wife  proceeded,  fingerine 
the  lapel  of  his  coat. 
"  I  didn't  think  she  had  so  much  sense." 
Her  heart  echoed  to  the  hght  scorn  in  his  voice ;  and 
yet  his  tone  started  a  faint  defiance  in  hers. 
^^  "  She  was  very— very  uncomfortable."  she  admitted. 
'  I  suppose  she  can't  help  it.     Poor  Aunt  Adelaide  I 
Do  you  know,  you  ought  to  be  sorry  for  her,  Harry,  our 
marriage  has  made  such  a  difference."    She  raised  her 
eyes,  with  her  most  childishly  ingenuous  expression.    "  I 
— I  asked  her  to  come  here." 
He  drew  back,  loosening  his  clasp  of  her. 
"  What  ?— to  stay  ?  "     There    -vas   dismay   in   the 
exclamation. 

"Yes,  to  stay.— It's  not  my  fault,"  cried  Magdalen 
utitably.    "  She  asked  herself." 

"  Is  that  a  reason  ?  "  His  tone  was  dry.  Resentmg 
it,  she  was  silent.  Then  he  went  on  resignedly :  "  And 
for  how  long  ?  " 

"She  only  asked  herself  for  a  few  days,"  Magdalen 
replied  with  some  humour  yet  also  with  some  displeasure 
"  I  did  not  specify." 

"  My  darlig  child "  he  was  smiling  ruefuUy  now— 

"  that  means  ..." 

She  sat  down  agam  in  the  great  Italian  chair  and 
nodded  wearily : 

"  Oh,  the  whole  season.  I  dare  say." 

She  spoke  as  if  the  matter  were  one  of  perfect  indiffer- 
ence. He  shot  a  keen  look  at  her,  walked  to  the  window 
and  looked  out ;  in  a  second  or  two  he  came  baek. 
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season  ?       He  asked  the  question  in  his  usual  induleent 

Such.  °'°'^'^'  ""^'^  perceptibly,  from  his 

all'i  ^^°'*'*7*"*  ^,r  ^o'-  the  season.  I  don't  want  her  at 
all  I   I  could  not  help  it." 

"  Well,  that's  aU  I  wanted  to  know.    Then  there's  a 

S  r^^'  Tf^-  ^^°P  ^''  ^  ^'  -nd  teU  her  we 
shall  be  very  glad  to  see  her,  for  two  or  three  days-thaVs 
what  she  ^ggested  herself,  isn't  it  ?-say  ThSsday  to 
Monday.    I  won't  have  you  victimized."  ""^y  ^o 

I  think  I'd  rather  not  do  that,"  said  Magdalen  slowly. 

sake^  Y^u":!  l^"^""'  *^''*-  ^*  ^  ^*'  ^-'  God^ 
sake  I    You  see  there  are  two  of  us.  now.    Put  it  all  on 

me,  I  dont  mmd.  Anyhow,  I  think  I  ought  to  have  a 
voice  m  the  matter."  ^  ®  * 

^t^^T'^^'^'f^^^^^y-  She  was  almost  frightened 
at  the  diarpness  of  the  anger  that  seized  her.    Instin^ 

ively  die  cast  down  her  eyes.  "  It  shall  be  as  you  vS^  » 
she  s^d  very  low.  "  I  shall  write  at  once."  She  j?ot  ud 
Z^^  «-*  ^;;And  by  the  way."  she  addedi^!^  J 

^^A  ^  T!:,    ^  ^^*  *  "'^^^"^  *°^  ^  hundred  pomids." 
A  hundred  pounds  ?— For  yourself  ?  " 

now'?  ^*  '*'"  ''^*^  '^^-    "  ^^  y°^  ^et  me  have  it 

col^^^"i*  ^^''^'"     ^  ^^^^hle  hardness   had 
come  mto  his  manner. 

"  Is  it  not  enough  that  I  want  it  ?  "  Her  hps  trembled 
He  caine  close  to  her  anU  took  both  her  han^fs^e  let 
them  he  m  his  inertly.  '  sne  ler 

"  TeU  me  that  you  want  it  for  yourself—for  anv  whim 

cneques.    Ah,  no,  my  dear  love,  you  cannot  teU  me  it  is 
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for  yourself,  and  I  will  not  see  your  generosity  abused 
now  as  shamelessly  as  in  the  old  days.  You  shall  give 
where  it  is  right ;  you  shaU  give  where  it  is  only  for  the 
mere  pleasure  of  giving— but  it  shaU  not  be  wrung  from 
you  merely  because  you  have  ah-eady  given  so  much  that 
It  has  become  a  mere  matter  of  habit  to  expect  you  to 
go  on  giving." 

The  warmth  and  strength  of  his  clasp,  the  tender  in- 
flection m  his  accents  reserved  for  her  only,  the  justice 
of  his  words,  drove  the  senseless  rebeUion  from  her.  She 
leaned  her  head  against  his  shoulder,  in  the  place  where 
It  felt  so  safe  to  rest.  She  felt  his  lips  upon  her  hair,  then 
he  said,  with  a  short  laugh  : 
"  So,  Aunt  Adelaide  wants  a  hundred  pounds." 
She  could  not  help  laughing  too,  though  she  could 
more  easily  have  wept. 

"  Only  as  a  loan,  Harry.     Only  as  a  loan.— And  I 
promised." 

"  Promised— that  settles  it.  of  course.  I'll  write  the 
cheque  at  once.  But  Hsten.  darling,  let  this  be  the 
last  ...  m  that  quarter.— Only  a  loan  I  "  The  hardness 
came  back  to  his  tone.  "  To  ask  for  a  loan  is  a  deUcate 
way  of  saving  oneself  the  unpleasantness  of  begging 
and  the  irksomeness  of  gratitude.  Tell  your  aunt  you 
make  her  a  present  of  the  money,  and  of  aU  the  other 
sums  she  akeady  owes  you— the  other  loans,  Magdalen 
Give  her  to  understand  that  this  is  final.  My  dear,  you 
are  akeady  making  her  a  very  generous  aUowance.'  and 
before  you  are  in  Town  a  day,  she  comes  to  you  for 
house-room  and  cheques  !  " 

Magdalen  kept  silence,  her  head  still  on  her  husband's 
shoulder.    She  seemed  to  be  deeply  reflecting. 

"  Would  you  prefer  me  to  write  for  you,"  he  asked, 
after  a  pause.  "  or  to  see  her  and  make  her  understand  ?— 
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My  darling,  what  is  it  ?  "    He  lifted  her  face  and  saw 
tears  bnmming  under  the  downcast  Uds.    "  Maedalen 

Sir  «r     D^'  "r"  "^t  "■"^'"■^  eyelids  "Jmen 

Her  remnant  of  iU-humour.  the  sense  of  vague  iU- 
?r!rr  hi  tT""^  resentment  against  his  control,  fled 
from  her.  It  was  true !  Was  she  going  to  let  Aunt 
AdelaKie,  whom  she  had  disliked  and^  Jh  r°a^n  mfs! 
^^./.  ??.^^t"»J^^,l^ie^  between  her  and  her  husband? 
She  gave  him  back  his  kiss  with  the  spontaneity  he  adored 

toZ^H^^i*"'  ^?  r*'  '  "  '^^  ^^^^^"^«<1  g^y.  blinking. 
d.^n^V'"''^-^^:^'''.  "  ^'"  ^"^  *^^  cheque  and  fix  the 

tdshe'U  Lr*;  ""f  "^  """""y  ^^°^'°*  ^"d  kind- 
And  shell  understand  quite  well.    I  can.  you  know  be 

awfully  innocent,  when  I  hke." 

irH.L^^''  ^^l  T"^?'    "^  character,  with  its  seeming 
tr^sparency.  had  odd  depths  and  shaUows  whichTw 

voi^r  ^''^\^^-     It  was  the  freakishness  of 

scared  at  the  shadow,  or  rather  playing  at  being 
scared :  playmg  at  the  emotions  of  life  Zh  their  o^ 
unexplored  sensations.  It  was  aU  part  of  youth  itLT 
part  of  Its  appeal,  its  fascination  and  its  mystery.    He 

af'tlT^^*  ^  ^^  °^  P^°*^*^^  '^^'  tow^dslr.^ 
after  this  theu-  first  approach  to  a  quarrel. 
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CHAPTER  II 
THE   MASTER   OF  THE  HOUSE 

M^?^J^I'^i^  '^°**^  *^«  "  ^^^t  "  letter   in 
which  Lady  Adelaide's  visit  was  limited  from 

week  tinffl  k'^^^^.''^  ^^"^  ^^^  *°  *I»at  Saturday 
r^Ie  to  !?''^.^'i.'"''"  "^°P«*^  ^  "^"ch  she  migh? 
even  L  lo^^^-  \  ^*  ^«  <^ertainly  dear  enough  • 
iZhnU  ^'  ^*"*'  "^'^^  ^*^  "^*We  to  find  fny 
loopho  e,  any  excuse  for  interpreting  the  invitation  ac 
extendii^  over  the  season  "  Wo„5  i  "^^^^^^O'*  ^s 
hflv*  fii^,™!,/  X     V^^  Magdalen  would  never 

tZl^^^l  °^,^^"^^<^hurlishness."  she  said  to  herjf 
T^I'    ,  ^*  ^  *^«  ^gar  on  horseback  I  " 

mraed  to  look  after  everything,  and  that  nobodv  ne^ 

^X"^^*^  r.*^"*  '"y"^  »y  more"-       '^  '^ 
J^y  Adelaide-s  breast  heaved.    Tears  of  furv  soran^ 

would  have  Bked  to  tear  up  the  cheque  dra^^Ha^ 

niJ!  ^l  'T"^  "  *«  signature  on  that  perfectlv 
dra»n  out  order  to  pay  to  Lady  Adelaide  Bruce-wiw 
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ham :    One  hundredjpounds.     Her  indignation  beean 

Si^^i^"  delnded-who  knew?  perh^ ioerced- 

S^il         ^'  ^  ""y  '*""  •««>  •>«»  dictated  I 
^^  r  r  V  ■«"  .^  *°  '^  "•"  0™  relations  to 

unhappy  child,  she  was  not  free  to  write  or  receive  ha- 
own  correspondence  I  "  <^  receive  ner 

iJZ*^  ^^'^  «iistressing  circunBtances  what  was 

Da^7^,|i°  ;f'°"','^!.'«'f  ~  '""S  ^-^t"!  «  "-other's 
£fl      1?^'  ^',^'^y  ""^  "■»*'«■'•  were  to  abandon 
^Ti,TTi^^'^^^^    Once  in  the  ho„^- 
thit  »„  M  .       ^  P"^*"*  altogether  her  coming 
ttat  would  have  been  too  open  a  game l-once  inZ 

t^^A^  '*""'?  •*  ""~^  t"  "»»^  for  the  i^t^ 

tfcynical  audacity  went  so  far,  incur  the  odium  of  evicting 

aI^^^I  ^^"^^  "^^  ''«»^  **  "nists  from  I^y 
^f^'J;^°M'"Pt^'y-  ""is  so  much  easier  to 
Si^  T^^  *^  '"  °°*^ '  "  bought  she.  Tlie 
moisture  m  her  eyes  was  no  longer  the  tear  of  wrath 
but  the  meltmg  dew  of  self-sacrifice.  She  began  TfS 
a^atu^l  longing  to  share  her  thoughts  with'a  tod^ 
STOl,  with  one  who  could  understand,  sympathia 
apiawiate-aye,  even  support  and  help. 

M,^  ,  ?^-  *^*  "^  "'""'  *e  bad  destined  for 
Magdalen,  had  loved  the  heiress-for  that  Udy  Adelaide 
could  vouch  with  absolute  certainty-Joved  h„  ^thX 
and  unsdfish  ardour  He  would  have  known  where  Z 
poor  foohsh  heiress's  real  interests  lay,  who  were  h« 
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And  a,  through  her  aid,  Tt^^n^^Z?^''"'; 
advantagV?  "  '^''*  '^"  ^  *'°^^.  her 

Pniirf   #^.  *u       *^"  ^"^  3o  uerKeiey  Square  from  Tevn#> 
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T  7*®  ^i^^  ^^"®*  ^*^  *^®  ^»**^«  <^/«-a-/««  meeting  with 
Isidore  Blaise  for  which  his  patroness  had  sighed. 

Early  after  luncheon  on  Saturday,  having  been  in- 
formed by  her  tactful  aunt  that  there  was  no  need  to 
bother  about  her  that  afternoon—"  I  think  one  or  two 
old  fnends  might  drop  in  to  see  me,  dear.  ...  Just 
let  me  have  a  cup  of  tea  and  a  petit  painfourri  at  five— 
they  are  delicious  at  Gunter's  opposite"— Magdalen 
had  gone  off  to  Hurlingham  to  watch  her  husband  play 
polo  for  his  old  regunent.     Lady  Adelaide  was  able 
therefore  to  receive  her  guest  undisturbed  in  the  trans- 
formed boudoir  which,  quite  naturaUy.  she  had  again 
appropnated.    If  Harry  Denvers  had  elevated  his  eye- 
brows at  the  sight  of  the  Bruce-Walsingham  luggage 
and  if  the  paragraph  in  the  Morning  Post  had  uncom- 
fortably confirmed   the   impression   produced  by   the 
boxes,  he  nevertheless  received  his  inconvenient  relative 
urbanely  if  not  with  cordiaUty.    It  was  part  of  his  creed 
to  make  the  best  of  things ;  and  a  rule  of  his  life  not  to 
fret  the  good  passing  moment  with  doubts  or  resent- 
ments.   He  had  even  a  kind  of  pity  for  this  woman  of 
bttth  reduced  to  such  undignified  scrambhng  and  sub- 
terfuges.    Another  consideration,  moreover,  kept  him 
philosophically  cheerful  in  circumstances  that  would 
have  nutated  most  young  husbands :  his  wilful  bride  had 
best  discover  for  herself  the  discomfort  of  the  inimical 
third  in  their  midst. 

Indeed,  Lady  Adelaide  had  not  been  long  in  the  house 
before  Magdalen  had  again  experienced  the  "  sand-paper  " 
sensation  she  had  described.    Her  aunt's  comments  and 
silences  aUke  had  a  quahty  of  irritation  about  them 
hard  to  define  yet  unspeakably  vexatious. 
"  Polo  ?— Your  husband  keeps  polo  ponies,  now." 
There  had  been  nothing  to  catch  hold  of  in  such  a 
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.CSS  rrx^-  ,tti!L.^'^s^  'hir  r  "r^™- 

tingled  with  exasperat ton-  ™, "t  thi'  '.■"'"r"" 

1^4;  oftt-  ?r  t^rrr  *''""?^-  '^^^° 

swift  interest  of  ■^•g^e-TTn?/    *''*  "?"*  '"^ 

Beg  pardon,  sir."  he  said,  in  flow  voice 

"How ?   Who ?  ■•  asked  his  master,  staring 
tab^  b^S^d  '^^!^  *""""••  «'^'  '°^^^  marble 
the'dirttn^*^TA/S; -Sor-  •"'"  "^^<^'  ^ 


THE  MASTER  OF  THE  HOUSE     185 

d  her  ladyship's  in  the  paper.     Books,  end  fl.  ve^ 
and  letters^the  same  old  game.    AU  of  them,  one  after 

\^   K?'*"  /"**   *^*    M'-  »^*i«^'  closeted  with  her 

Smallwood's  tone  was  increasingly  tragic.    He  wawed 
^s  head  and  added  wamingly  :  ^' Vou'U  have  to  pS  a 

buf^Z;  ^^*"  l\^»>f«^"  *o  understand,  had  frowned, 
but  almost  immediately  laughed ;  and.  to  the  butler's 
deep  annoyance,  laughed  loud  and  heartily.  Before  any 
^.l''^';^^^^  ^  ^*^*^^^^'  Magdalen's  vZ 

Snt?r  «  ^'"•.  ^^  ^^  ^^«  ^«^  ^"^l>»«d  im- 
patiently.   He  turned  and  took  the  stairs  two  steps  at  a 

h^\  T"1  *^'  ''^^  "^"^^^  scandalized,  still  shaking 
his  head  and  muttermg  ominous  comments :  "  I  knew 
how  It  would  be.  I  knew  how  it  would  be :  once  heT 
lady^p  got  her  mch  she  was  bound  to  have  her  heU  " 

seel     1^**7;"^',"  '^T^  M^«^^°'  "<^°™e  and 
^I    I»n  t  It  touchmg  ?-They've  all  been  here.    My 
Poets,  three  of   them  I     My  Painters,  two  of   them 
No   not  Mr.  Derehall.  you  silly  boy-though  I  reSTy 
don  t  feel  ,uigry  with  him  any  more.    And  my  Musici^^  I 
You  never  met  my  Musician,  did  you  ?-Come  and  see. 
There  s  such  %wers  and  poems !    Two  new  volumes  of 
poems,  both  dedicated  to  me.-And  Teddy  Spofforth 
has  sent  me  the  only  chocolates  I  like.    And  my  nice 
s^iTp^  ^^""^  remember  the  Dillwyn  boy-a  box  of 
special    Russian    cigarettes.-And    Isidore    Blaise,    my 
Philantlu-opist.  you  know,  oh  he's  been  her^  to  tea  with 
Aunt  Adelaide,  and  he's  left  for  me  some  magazi^<L 
and  such  a  basket  of  lilies  of  the  vaUey  I  "        ^*"°^' 
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A  bright  spot  of  colour  flamed  on  each  usually  pale 
cherk  ;  her  eyes  shone  with  excitement ;  she  waved  an 
unopened  letter  in  her  hand. 

^rS?ZTJ''^'^  ^"  ^^  ^"'"^  *^v*«<^«  towards  her 

hU  i,rV?'  ^^i'''^  ^"^^"'■^^y-    The  smile  was  .till  on 
his  lips,  but  mirth  was  fading  from  his  face. 

S^     Z  *^*  '"T  "^^^^  ^****  ^^"<«*»»  irresponsibimy 
which,  suddenly  and  for  the  first  time,  grated  upon  him 

,„,^Ki'!J^''t  "^  ''^'"'  ^'^"be^ately  uncrowded  for  the 
suitable  display  of  rarely  beautiful  fumiture^the  pick  of 
the  Tempests'  old-time  treasures-was  usually  little 
beflowered  save  for  the  spraying  splendours  that  filled 
a  couple  of  antique  fardiniires.  But  this  evening  the 
floral  tributes  of  the  heiress's  faithful  admirera  ob^ided 
themselves  on  every  available  space.  Harry  looked  round 
disapprovingly ;  but  Magdalen's  tongue  rL  on  : 

My  Poet  I-My  poor  little  Chief  Poet  I  Moss  roses- 
do  you  see.  Harry,  he  remembered  that  I  loved  their 
gummy  scent  I-And  there's  just  a  tiny  bunch  of  w«S 
forget-me-nots  here."  She  bent  and  read :  "  He  sa^ 
the  flowerets  will  have  voice  for  his  dumbness  I  I  think 
It  s  vewy  touching  I  " 
Denvers'   glanco  sweeping  the  tribute,   caught   the 

"  What  did  you  say,  dear  Harry  ?  " 
Magdalen  had  her  most  guileless  air. 
u  J.^*!  expressing  my  opinion  of  minor  poets " 

Oh,  do  look  at  my  lilies  I    Did  you  ever  see  anvthinir 
so  wquisite  f-They're  from-from  Isidore.''         ^      ^ 

What  did  you  say  ?  "  said  the  man  shaiply. 
Magdalen  became  infantile  in  her  expression. 

I  said:   •  They're  from  Isidore  Blaise.'    And,  by  the 
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way,  I  haven't  read  his  letter  yet."  She  glanced  down  at 
the  note  in  her  hand,  then  tore  it  open.  "  He  wants  to 
come  and  see  me.— How  refreshing  I  I  used  so  to  enjoy  a 
conversation  with  him.    It  widened  one's  horizons." 

"  I'm  going  up  to  dress,"  said  the  husband  abruptly. 

He  felt  he  was  being  teased,  delicately  goaded,  for 
some  purpose  as  yet  hidden  to  him.  He  was  perhaps 
overtired  by  the  violent  exercise  of  the  afternoon.  Per- 
haps, too,  if  a  man  is  very  much  in  love,  perpetual  serenity 
is  impossible  to  achieve  when  the  beloved  chooses  to  be 
wayward.  Anyhow  he  felt  he  could  not  trust  his  temper, 
and  that  flight  was  the  safer  course. 

"What  is  the  matter?— why  should  you  go  away 
because  I  say  I  Hke  talking  to  Mr.  Blaise  ?  Don't  you 
Uke  talking  with  Mr.  Blaise?  Don't  you  think  he's 
clever  ?  " 

"  Very  clever." 

Magdalen's  eyes  widened  upon  her  husband. 

"  Harry,  what  is  it  ?    Don't  you  like  Mr.  Blaise  ?  " 

He  made  an  effort  over  his  exasperation  and  tried  to 
turn  the  threat  of  disagreement  into  a  joke  : 

'•  Well,  my  darling,  I  think  I  could  support  existence  if 
I  never  saw  Mr.  Blaise  again.  Therefore,  if  you  hap- 
pened to  think  of  inviting  Mr.  Blaise  here— just  for  my 
enjoyment— don't. " 

He  had  caught  her  hands  laughing ;  but  there  was  an 
edge  to  his  jest  which  displeased  her  mightily.  She 
flung  herself  away  from  him.  Her  voice  trembled  upon 
rising  tears : 

„  "  \  ^^^'^  ***"*  ^  ^^®  yo"  ^*  aJl  just  now ! "  she  exclaimed. 
"  It  is  kind  of  all  my  old  friends  to  be  glad  to  see  me  again 
and  send  me  these  pretty  flowers  and  things !  And  you're 
horrid,  you're  jealous,  and  you  want  to  drop  a  wet  blanket 
over  everything  .  .  .  I " 
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themselves  as  sp^^h.    k  ?     *'  °?  "'^PWe  in 
from  every  Z.TT.  ,1^  u     v*  'P""^  themselves 

W  tl2ttts"h^'au.y  tSTthl"^  ~*  "'•••  "* 
broom  and  sween  <Z„  ..  v    °*  ""compromising 

fi-t  exeS^S,^^^-  •■  •"*  '««"''*-•  "P-  tSI 

^iZ^S^:i  "^  P^"'°»  =*"'*  1^.  with  a 
doS  not  telo,^  ?o  Wnf?  ?  "f^  T'''  in  a  house  that 
money  tlSTnS ^/  ^  ^ ^TS^' '*^""' ^  "^ 

these  things  of  wU^sh^lJ^'  these  preaous  things, 
which,  in  fpite  M^H^  llff  w""^'  *^*°"* 

s:."ai^rArr£ST£^S7, 

from  the  inner  ro^m  '  ^^^  ''^^^  *"*««' 

be^eto^Tdi^STr/'™?"'  "y  ™^«'  "W^" 
temper^TowerfaL  to  ^V  l''"^?  ''°'"  M'«*J«'» 

ignorin,?  their  attitude  withth.T-       .  "^  exclaimed, 
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those  I  A  little  bird  told  me."  Lady  Adelaide  was  arch. 
Then  she  added  with  a  note  of  pathos :  "  He  came  to 
see  me  this  afternoon,  dear  fellow  I  " 

"  Is  Mr.  Blaise  your  Uttle  bird  ?  "  said  Denvers.    He 
toew  he  was  not  agreeable,  but  he  could  not  help  it 
He  went  to  the  window  and  stared  out  on  the  noble 
trees  of  the  square. 

Lady  Adelaide  shrugged  her  shoulders  with  an  ex- 
pression of  good-natured  contempt.  If  she  could  have 
spoken  her  thought  aloud,  it  would  have  run  thus  • 

Your  hiwband  is  siUy  and  vulgar,  and  not  worth 
notice.  Perhaps  Magdalen  read  the  thought,  for  the 
colour  began  to  rise  in  her  cheeks.  She  hardly  knew  with 
whom  die  felt  most  angry  this  L.oment~her  aunt  or  her 
husband. 

"Mr.  Blaise  hopes  you  will  allow  him  to  come  and  pay 
his  devou:8  to  you.   Poor  fellow,  he  looks  pale  and  altered 
somehow— but  handsomer  than  ever.     So  clever  I— so 
mteresting  I    He  will  be  aUowed  to  come  and  see  vou 
won't  he  ?  "  "'     ' 

She  cast  a  meaning  look  at  Harry's  uncompromising 
silhouette  as  she  uttered  these  last  words. 

"  Of  course  I  "    Mrs.  Denvers  spoke  with  unnecessary 
emphasis.    "  Of  course  I  shaU  hope  to  see  Mr.  Blaise 
very  often.    I  shall  write  to  him  this  evening.    I  want 
my  house  to  be  the  rendezvous  of  all  my  friends— iust 
as  m  the  old  days  ..." 

She  broke  off.  Denvers  had  turned  from  the  window 
and  gone  out  of  the  room. 

"  My  dear !  "    Lady  Adelaide  stared  at  the  closing 

door  with  innocent  surprise—"  What  is  the  matter  ?  " 

"  Oh— nothing."  The  young  wife  gave  an  excited 
J^"8?-       Harry  does  not  like  my  seeing  my  friends— 
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"But.  then  ?  "    The  elder  woman's  voice  had  takpn 

your  husband's  wishes.  Magdalen."  ^  ^ 

Lady  Adelaide  had  rarely  done  a  c1ava«»..  «:^      r 

to  to  accuse  such  natures  of  altogetlS  delibera^i 
axt^ce     some  people  are  so  fundamentaUy  mS.c^« 
to  dec«ve  themselves.     Later,  should  an^^t^  u^ 
fortuMte  occur  as  a  breach  between  hustond?„r^ 
this  woman's  conscience  would  be  blameli     1^; 

the  wS?"  IffS^*" '"  ""^  "i**  '™°<^^  f"  "'yon*  in 
JSl^rd  out  of  tKm"  "^*'  K^^ioquently.  and 

It  was  clear,  now,  with  whom  she  was  most  angiy. 


CHAPTER  III 
"LADY  M^CENAS" 

THE  husband  did  not  take  up  the  wife's  glove  of 
challenge :  they  went  their  way,  as  if  nothing 
had  happened,  though  each  was  acutely  conscious 
that  there  it  lay  between  them.  Denvers,  trying  to  be 
wse  for  two,  strong  for  two,  set  himself  to  foUow  out  the 
philosophical  course  of  action  he  had  decided  upon 
from  the  beginning  of  Lady  Adelaide's  unwelcome  visit. 
It  would,  plainly,  be  idle  to  attempt  to  thwart  Magdalen 
just  now.  It  was,  after  all,  a  loyal  instinct,  he  told 
himself,  which  led  her  to  demonstrate  to  her  friends 
however  undesirable,  that  marriage  had  made  no  difference 
m  her  benevolent  patronage.  He  determined  to  utter  no 
further  protest  and  to  avoid  the  least  sign  of  interference, 
unless  forced  to  do  so  by  some  salient  abuse  of  her  inex- 
perienced and  impulsive  generosity. 

Magdalen  was  perhaps  a  little  nonplussed  to  find  her- 
seM  left  with  so  free  a  hand.  The  announcement  she  made 
on  the  day  after  their  wordless  disagreement,  that  she 
was  going  to  ask  all  her  court— every  one  of  them— 
for  the  next  Sunday  afternoon,  was  received  by  Denvers 
with  apparent  cheerfuhiess. 

"You  needn't  be  there,  you  know,"  she  added  taunt- 
ingly. 

He  smiled  at  her,  his  good  smile.  There  was  so  much 
toleration,  indulgence,  tenderness  in  it,  that  she  felt 
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^^^  "^^  suddenly  aghast  at  the  odd  thoughts  that 
had  been  stirring  in  her  heart  against  him. 
But  she  indited  her  invitations  all  the  same. 

wh^w'^k/'^^Iu^'  ^^  ^^^"'^  ^  ^e  **t  at  the 
wntmg-table.   m  that  wonderful  boudoir —his  «£t  — 

when  he  walked  in  upon  her,  next  morning,  to  find  her 

engaged  upon  the  task.    She  laid  down  her  pen. 

Oh.  Harry,  you're  such  a  comfort  to  me  I  " 

He  looked  down  at  her  questioningly.    She  let  her 

eyes  roam  over  the  bronze-tinted  face,  and  the  lean 

figure  m  its  grey  morning  suit,  then  she  said,  with  a 

"  You're  so  harmoiu  jus  I     Aunt  Adelaide  has  been 
here,  swearing  dreadfully.  ..." 
"  Swearing  ?  "  he  repeated,  amused. 

rn3^'  ^  ^  ^^}^  ^""^^^^  ^°*^  ^P°ts.  and  a  mauve 
complexion,  and  the  most  awful  patent-leather  shoes 

It^Sw    "^"^r^i^  '^^^  *^""^^  ^    She  screams  with 
everything  m  this  house." 

Harry  laughed.  So  Magdalen  was  beginning  to  find 
!w  "^  V  H\^a^«/ver  to  her  and  dropped  a  kiss  on 
that  white  arch  of  forehead-the  seat,  so  he  loved  to 
think,  of  so  pure  and  candid  a  spirit.    But  as  he  kissed 

nfJh?"  'f  i  ""  ^^'.*"™'  '^^y  ^^^  ^«  a  bare  fort- 
^?rl"  ^  v"^"";  ^^  Magdalen  was  intangibly  changed. 
With  aU  her  foUy  and  desire  for  admiration,  thegirl 
he  had  loved  had  seemed  to  him  to  have  something  deep 
m  her  nature ;  to  have  an  earnest  desire  to  make  use  of 
her  hfe  and  her  wealth  for  the  welfare  of  others.  The 
rn^J'  ^i  worshipped  had  been  everything  the  most 
romantic  and  ideahstic  man  could  imagine  in  his  fondest 
dream-tender  and  generous  .  .  .  exquisite !     But  the 
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wife  of  less  than  a  year  was  now  revealing  herself  in  a  new 
aspect.  Even  in  this  caressing  mood  of  hers,  he  felt 
somethmg  at  once  hard  and  frivolous.  He  could  have 
wished  to  think  that  the  motive  for  the  invitations  she 
was  still  scribbling  off  with  so  much  determination  was 
the  old  mad  extravagance  of  indiscriminate  protection, 
but  he  could  not  feel,  just  now,  that  she  wanted  any- 
thing but  the  renewed  excitement  of  varied  adulation. 

She  glanced  up  at  him  again  with  the  grave  Umpidity 
of  gaze  that  might  have  befitted  a 'Botticelli  angel. 

"  I  am  askmg  Mr.  Blaise  to  lunch  to-morrow,"  she 
said,  tapping  the  half-written  sheet;  "if  you  don't 
want  to  meet  him,  Harry,  perhaps  you'll  luuch  at  the 
club  or  somewhere." 

"  It's  very  thoughtful  of  you  to  warn  me,"  he  said  after 
a  moment's  pause.  "  I'll  see  how  I  feel,  when  the  time 
comes." 

He  was  moving  towards  the  door,  when  he  checked 
himself,  came  back  and  kissed  her  once  more.    Her  lips 
tilted  into  a  self-satisfied  smile  when  she  found  herself 
alone.    Dear  old  Harry— he  was  quite  easy  to  manage 
after  all  1 
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Mr.  Blaise  appear-d  next  day,  slightly  before  the 
appomted  hour.  Magdalen  surveyed  him  with  interest 
as  he  crossed  the  long  space  of  parquet  floor  towards  her 
chair.  It  was  true  he  had  grown  thin,  looked  older, 
graver,'  almost  saddened ;  yet  never  had  she  seen  him 
so  much  to  his  advantage :  the  fault  of  his  good  looks 
had  been  their  florid  exuberance. 

He  rose  steadily  in  Magdalen's  estimation  as  he  ad- 
vanced. He  took  her  hand,  and  after  holding  it  a  moment, 
kissed  it  reverently.  Then  he  drew  back  a  step  to  fix 
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her  with  his  heavy  eyes,  shadowed  and  haunted  as  she 
had  never  seen  them  before,  and  she  realized,  with  a 
ttoU  of  gn^tified  vanity,  that,  for  the  moment,  he  could 
not  trust  hmiself  to  speak. 

do  ^*"  ^*^  ^^^  *°  ^  ^°"'  ^®  ^^  ^^^y-  "  ^** 

He  obeyed,  still  in  silence.   She  clasped  her  hands  round 
her  knees  and  leaned  forward.    No  one  was  such  an 

e?o  ed*  ^^^  *°  '^^""^  *^®  "^^  situation  she  reaUy 

"  llll?''*^'?.*^  *^  ""^  ^  *^^*  eveiybody.  aU  about 
ZlT^  I  '  ^^^  '?,^^  *  ^^^^'y  ™°"«e'  ^ter  the  long 

r^ln/i  ^'?^?  ■^^'  /'"^"'^  ^^  *  <^*'  yo«  know? 
she  added  qmckly.  lest  he  should  have  felt  himself  neg- 
lected. Then,  realizing  the  absurd  conjunction  of  her 
words,  she  laughed.  "Not  that  any  kind  of  mou^ 
would  want  to  mvite  a  cat  to  come  and  stav !  "    She 

s  Add^d:.""'"''' " '"  '• "  "^^  ^'  "°*  '^-  ^- 

Blaise  was  gazing  at  her  with  undiminished  solemnity. 
Yes.  It  s  been  a  long  winter."  he  said  at  last,  huskily. 
A  long,  long  winter."  ' 

f  Jw  "^^  ^'^^'^^l  ""^^^  **  *^"  ^^6^*  °^  such  deep 
feehng  It  would  have  been  extremely  ifepleasing  to 
Magdalen  Denvers  had  the  worship  of  her  adoreiTwd 
on  her  mamage.  She  had,  moreover,  that  cruel  dSie 
to  play  with  the  emotions  of  men  which  some  young 
mvts  hke  to  Ratify  from  the  midst  of  their  own  secmS^ 
She  went  on.  her  pretty  voice  sinking  to  a  softer  note  of 
sympathy : 

so  ha  ^  ^  sorry  you  found  it  a  long  winter,  when  I  was 

"  Were  you  happy  ?  "    He  spoke  suddenly.    "  Or  did 
you  only  thmk  yourself  happy  ?  "    Before,  startled,  she 
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could  answer  him.  he  proceeded  :  "  After  aU-it  comes 
to  the  same  thmg.  You  think  you  are  happy,  and  you 
are  happy.  Believe  me,  I  am  glad  from  my  heart  that 
you  think  yourself  happy  I  " 

She  turned  on  him  with  a  flash ;  but  he  was  staring 
at  the  floor  and  continued-his  voice  falling  into  the 
musical  cadences  that  seemed  to  give  significance  and 

c^^^t  UteTf  ''''"^^^  ^^""'  "^«^*  *°  *^« 
"I  thought  cf  you.  Oh  I  I  thought  of  you  durimr 
those  short  bleak  winter  days;  during  those  long 
evemngs  I  Many  a  time,  in  my  lonely  fog-bound  London 
rooms.  I  have  seen  Teyne  Court  rise  before  me.  heard 
the  wmd  whistle  round  the  taU  chimney  stacks,  and 
known  how  last  year's  leaves  were  flying  away  on  the 

oHo^t  jo^"  ^   '  ^'''''''  ^"^  ^*^ '''  °^  ^^^'y 

Magdalen's  momentary  movement  of  anger  became 
merged  m  a  sense  of  discomfort.  The  joys  of  her  first 
wmter  of  married  state,  its  rosy  glow  of  home  and  love  • 
Its  mvigorating  outdoor  Ufe.  seemed  unaccountably  to 
vntber  and  grow  grey  as  he  spoke.  His  voice  ceasing 
she  started  as  from  a  hypnotic  speU,  and  tried  to  drive 
the  impression  from  her. 

self  fet  '^*  *^"*  everyone,"  she  cried.    "  About  your- 

He  raised  his  heavy  eyes : 

"  I  cannot  talk  to  you  about  myself." 

She  twisted  her  rings,  shifting  her  glance  from  the  too 
significant  eloquence  of  his. 

"  About  whom  do  you  still  wish  to  hear  ?  "  he  went  on 
alter  a  pause,  into  the  unquiet  silence. 

"  But  all  of  them !    AU  of  them-my  poet,  Jerrold 
Marvell.    He  sent  me  flowers  too." 
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«i'^  m*?  ^! '""^J^ve  pawned  his  coat  to  pay  for  them  " 
said  Blaise  bnitaUy ;  and  at  her  crv  h^  «««♦««•    *    ' 

You  ?h.  ;«    •    ;•  ^^^y}^;^^'  you  have  been  missed  I 
M?ri  I  •   "^P"^*"»°  ^^  lye.  brush  and  tablet  l^s 
Marvell  IS  going  about  with  a  jacket  buttoned  up  to  the 

^e  Ll.T  w1  *^*  ^?  ^  ^^^  *^«  advice'^oW 
Sf„r!io  I  ^'"*^^  "*'  J*^""*^^^'  *J«»n't  come  to  t^ 
Saturday  lunches  any  more.    Says  he  can't  stand  Ihl 

Sf^"<t:,^.'  Quite  a  little  joke  il^the  P^e^^aub  - 

Once  more  Magdalen  cried  out  • 

•'•'  ?^^'^,""'*  ??*'  '-^•''  *»■'•  "r-  Blaise  I  " 
And  Conlman,  Coalman's  ill,  in  hospital-infinnarv 

ajiogetner  1    And  Rosenbaum— he  painted  a  portrait 

He^Ln  J?'-^  "'v?''"*  ^^  "J"^**  mpossible-^t  I 
He  s  had  to  give  up  hra  studio.    He's  tnHnir  for  a  ooi  i  J 

•  """"f^n:  school  I  I  gave  him  a  fiV^  ^r  fSow 
to  ei^ble  him  to  buy  clothes  an '  pass  for  ?«^abfe 
Povmy,  you  know,  dear  lady,  is  (Tone  uiSSte 
cnme  m  our  Society.  Your  smug  guarfians  3X 
off  ttor  hate,  bow  to  the  earth  betoftSth^rfS? 

iTh^iiatt*  XT"  "^  ^•"''''  ""-py  hoS 

»„~S  ^-  ?  ■*  I"','*  as  soaring  an  artist  as  JBdid- 
angelo,  as  high-souled  as  Dante-awav  with  hZ  iaT 
with  him  I  obliterate  him  I   hT^^^.^T  '  ^ 

WM,  Mr  Blaise  vas  m  earnest.  His  words  flowed  from 
the  depths  of  a  despair  into  which  his  own  XhtS 
te-  ^J^'^'^'^tie,.  his  apprehenJ^T^ 
future,  had  nung  hmi.  Magdalen-with  all  her  r^! 
ment  smgulaily  obtuse  to  the  lack  of  it  in  thL^lSfo 
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appealed  to  her  loft-heartedness  and  love  of  power- 
was  completely  carried  away. 

"  But  now  I  am  here,  I  must  help  I  Mr.  Blaise,  tell 
me.  how  can  I  help  ?  " 

"  Help  ?  "  he  echoed  in  his  deepest  accent.  "  Sweet 
lady,  how  can  you  now  help  ?  Will  the  old  beautiful 
converse  be  possible  ?  How  can  you  now  be  as  before  to 
these  aspiring  souls,  ideal,  goal  of  aU  aims,  star  and 
staff,  source  of  courage,  source  of  belief  ?  You  used  to 
be  delicately  generous  of  your  own  personality.  The 
shy  genius  was  made  welcome  in  your  house ;  the  artist 
forgot  his  shabby  coat ;    the  poet  the  coldness  of  his 

garret.    Alas,  what  used  to  be " 

"  Used  I  "  Magdalen  sprang  to  her  feet,  her  cheeks 
blazing.  "  Nothing  is  changed.  My  friends  shall  always 
be  welcome  to  my  house  I  "  Unconsciously  she  em- 
phasized the  personal  pronoun. 

He  remained  sitting ;  gazing  up  at  her  with  his  great, 
black,  melancholy  eyes.  Lady  Adelaide's  rustle  and 
jingle  broke  in  upon  the  tense  moment. 

Mr.  Blaise  only  then  rose  from  the  arm-chaii',  with  a 
deep  sigh.  He  was  not  at  all  sorry  for  the  interruption. 
He  had  come  at  Magdalen's  invitation  necessarily 
ignorant  of  her  present  attitude  towards  life.  How  far 
the  heiress  would  be  changed  from  the  Lady  Maecenas 
of  a  few  months  ago  had  yet  to  be  discovered.  He  now 
found  her  impressionable  beyond  his  wildest  hopes; 
but  he  had  still  to  frame  plans  as  to  the  surest  way  of 
availing  himself  of  this  unexpected  responsiveness. 
Beneath  all  his  real  sentimentality,  the  wits  of  one  bom 
of  a  race  of  bargainers  remained  keenly  alive.  He  had 
been  told  by  Lady  Adelaide,  during  that  first  intimate 
visit  at  Berkeley  Square,  of  what  she  called  the  iniquitous 
state  of  affairs  in  the  new  mSmge.    How  the  penniless 
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during  the  meal hedn^^i.        "?>?"«><»»•;  and 

Den»«n^  M  interesting  and  entertaining  UDoHdhU 

wenven  joined  tliem  at  the  table  •  ^TTg. .  P"*"."*. 

•nd   gueet   there   drcnlit^  _!Sif'  "1?  between  host 

-found  hiW  totiiZ^^Tf**^  *"  ^  °^  ""Priae 

economic  work,  to^wrSrT^."P<" '<»»"<«'« 
the  value  oU^  Z^'ltT-  """'^^  <ii«elainring 
"  "Jjving  been  tllS^/f  V»««  "l««-*^n3 

inn^^.'rhi^^,.^"^:!^^  P"-.Ud  a. 

K.  intently  diaSSiX'^rttetS'Si'"^ 
«»"M  not  have  mon!  t«r»fam,  fv'*™^  "wl-toed  man 
of  any  tenaion  tC7»i^^X  ^^  uncon«aousne.s 
^y  began  to  aSSL^  aXn^ll^f  ""  T^"^"' 
of  his  polo  ponies^Tt^STH^r"  "P"?  *^  '^«* 
gave  her  «Lrfa  a^ZSSl^*"?^  ^^  «»* 

cident.  Heavo.^^-K,--„»^;^^^ 
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fdt  that  ihe  was  bdng  q;>ared.  and  for  the  first  time  the 
laced  the  thought  that  if  Harry  waa  taking  up  his  polo 
again  it  must  be  on  her  mauey— that  money  which  she 
had  handed  into  his  charge  ?  At  the  same  time  she  was 
conscious  that  once  again  she  had  been  ahnost  shy  of 
asking  him  for  her  own :  to  help  those  who  so  sorely 
needed  help  I 
Mr.  Blaise's  day  had  certainly  not  been  unfruitful. 


ii 
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CHAPTER  IV 
GRUB  STREET  AND  BERKEIXY  SQUARE 

There  wu  a  jprinkline  of  hJJ^v[-      "^  "^  •»»•• 

^.  Mr,  SpoffoS^  iS'wen^l^Z^'    ^ 
cronies  of  Udy  Adelaide-,  ^ii  i"*  ^^  •  ««»• 

brother  GuardW^^*  f'h  ^"^  "^  ^eddy  and  a 
-embers  of  Sien^\^  ««»,  above  aU,  many 

looked  UI  Mough  to  ,Wif"  B,  P<^t  ^  grown  thin  and 
A  flaring  oianS  tie  f^^^k  i*~  '  ^^^boyant  pathos. 

black  ink  could  n.S'Tc^  ttc^^  The  ^^  "^ 
He  came  in,  however ^rttr^  ^  '"*  *°™  boots, 
jerked  hi,  W^SdTer'l.r^^t  h'  ?'^' 

b<»t.ss  i2.injd' rira^h^  t^.tfl'''  ^  '^ 

tb^-oZteMhtt^r^^-"^  -^ 

ratner  depressing  one  of  sub- 
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expectation  which  precedes  the  move.  Magdalen  law 
the  poet's  hollow  eyes  glance  quickly  in  the  direction 
whence  the  jingle  of  teacups  issued,  and  her  heart  con- 
tracted. 

"Do  tell  me,  dear,"  whispered  the  pretty  vapid 
cousin  who  had  the  place  beside  her  on  the  sofa,  "  who 
is  that  ?  He  looks  as  if  he  did  something.  Oh,  I'm  sure 
he  must  do  something  interesting  1 " 

It  was  indeed  the  only  explanation  of  anything  so 
unkempt,  so  fierce  and  forlorn  and  hungry-looking  as 
the  face  over  the  orange  tie. 

"  He's  a  great  poet,"  said  Magdalen  imperturbably. 

Lady  Moorhaven  looked  slightly  disappointed  when 
the  name  of  Jerrold  Marvell  was  breathed  into  her  ear. 
She  had  never  heard  it  before.  But  she  brightened  up 
when  Mrs.  Mayne  was  next  announced. 

"  Is  that  ih$  Mrs.  Mayne  ?  "  she  asked  in  an  awe- 
struck whisper,  and  was  gratified  at  being  instantly  in- 
troduced. 

Clara,  besides  her  unusually  important  position  in 
the  journalistic  world,  had  now  become  further  known 
to  the  public  as  a  quiet,  impressive  speaker  on  the 
suffragist  platforms.  like  many  another  idle  society 
woman,  young  Lady  Moorhaven  was  intensely  taken  up 
by  the  movement,  and  was  also  prone,  after  the  fashion 
of  the  day,  to  worshipping  any  distiiiguished  example 
of  her  own  sex  that  came  her  way. 

"  Look  at  Clara  potentating  I  "  said  Diana  maliciously 
to  Diilwyn,  in  their  distant  comer.  "  Alice  Moorhaven 
is  offering  incense  I  " 

"  And  Mrs.  Mayne  receives  it  as  piously  as  a  saint— 
what  ?  "  said  the  F.O.  youth. 

"Christmas  in  the  country—"  the  poet's  grating 
voice  suddenly  filled  the  room.     "Christmas   in   the 
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country,  did  you  sav  ?  "    W^  ««-  -  jj      . 

proudly,  round  the  roomrfL  W  fl^-^T*'  "**■• 
ot»nimp^t^Zn^T^  *88Uig  up,  year  after  year 
*n^ed  vein,,  i,  absolu'^'  ^^^^  "«»0  -  «.ose 

andl  opened  t.:^bSr,Hth*a^^'^  °"  '»-«'• 

s»^ioSL'"o„?SLc'°'Z*»dd'^,  ^r  '"^  """"^^ 
to  tea  before  toTHe  Sutehi'l^  *^  '~'"  '*«»«' 
and  closed  his  e^  r!  k.^^^  *>>«  anns  of  his  chair 
successful'  ^t Tsaf 'sS^e^  ^f  1  ^f '«'"»™.  ™- 
months.    Patronaee  L  wT    Vl   **  **«*  ^"P'*  of 

tribute  to  geT?  b^rto'irL^cfhTr?: "  ' 

^  money  in  his  necessities  was  a'^i::p^K^ 

po^;^ri^^  w:r  s^tr^T  «-•,»»"• 

he  had  flaSSd^h^l'T"'  "^fSf^on,  fa,m  whom 
protect  her  I    AnH  T^      *  """'^  ""^  been  aHe  to 

of  the  house  aleteZ?;    «*'"«''  ^"  **"  "^t^ 
•Be.  a  select  circle  of  personal  friends,  among 
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whom    Blaise    could    not    possibly  fail    presently    to 
appear! 

Clara's  voice,  beside  him,  woke  him  from  a  troubled 
reverie. 

"  Aren't  you  going  to  speak  to  me  ?  " 
"How  are  you,  Clara?— I  needn't  ask.     You  look 
very  prosperous." 

"  Do  you  think  so  ?  "  she  answered,  a  little  bitterly. 
Yet  she  glanced  down  at  her  pretty  black-and-white 
frock  with  some  complacency.  It  was  true.  She  was 
prosperous.  She  was  even  becoming  a  little  famous, 
and  she  moved  and  looked  and  spoke  with  a  certain  new 
dignity,  as  of  one  aware  of  her  own  importance.  But, 
gazing  up  into  his  face,  her  own  changed. 

"  Is  anything  wrong  ?  "  she  asked  quickly.  "  Oh  no, 
impossible  1  Magdalen  looks  radiant.  Why,  I've  come 
h«Te  to-day  just  to  feast  my  eyes  on  perfect  happiness." 

"  Ah,"  he  exclaimed,  "  have  you  forgotten  the  Indian 
theory  ?  Anything  perfect  provokes  the  jealousy  of  tiie 
gods." 

"  What  is  it  ?  "  she  repeated,  scanning  his  countenance 
closely. 

"  What  should  it  be  ?  "    He  was  smihng  now. 

"  You  are  not  yourself,"  she  said  gravely. 

"  Oh  yes,  I  am.  And  so  is  Magdalen.  Quite  her  old 
self  .—Look  round  the  room.  Don't  you  see  ?  It's  full 
of  people  who  are,  as  you  express  it,  quite  themselves." 

"  Mr.  Blaise,"  growled  Smallwood  from  the  door. 

Poor  Isidore  could  not  help  looking  fatuous.  He 
came  in  as  one  weighted  with  the  salvation  of  the  world. 
Denvers  gave  a  short  laugh. 

Feeling  all  eyes  upon  him,  the  philanthropist,  after 
bending  unduly  long  over  Magdalen's  hand,  proceeded  to 
bestow  his  elaborate  greetings  on  such  of  her  guests  as 


i-1 14 

i 

i; 


H  < 


in 

I 

Mil 
:  I'll 

i: 


U    '■■    I'll 


1  ! 


■i  .1."} 


a>*  THE  GOLDEN  BARRIER 

never  failedT^^jC^""''**^-!*  '"•^ever  slight 

"  Neither  can  1 1/''  ««al    ?f?   to  be  so  awkward." 
hi^,^  was  :^t!;rSi  ^t^'  *'  ""^  —  ™«^y  : 

wen "  '  *" '1«'^t«J  to  see  you-looking  so 

new^^«  "^^JT  ^™°»'  Wetting  his  foot  in  this 

wi^en  I  ha^e  th^^leS*^,^  i^^  '^^  -«« 
one  of  which  mieht  ca^m-f!.«  ^^^  diseases,  any 
look  well,  sir  ?Yah^  T  *"?  ^^^  '-H"*  <=«'  I 
must  insist  m,  vo^ri^J  •  •  •  yah  pah  l-Adelaide,  1 
versation  ajSt— -^^^  ™  y*"^  ^W™"""  'or  a  con- 

te/ranrtiL'^rpSr:^'"^  t^^  -•»  ^^r 

peculiar  to  the  occasion-wh^  ^"^  **  '^""er 

it  inaunbent  to^^a^^t  IT™  "^  '"  ^ 
person  nearest.  ^^^  however  inept,  to  the 

Je^H^Ji^.^*-"!-"^^  Harry  "^'^  *<> 
dutching  the  ai;ns  of  4  c~  ^^  '**'*"'•  "^ 
tea'?^'"'"  '"'*''  **  P°°'  verse-maker,  "did  you  say 

«a"'X^^:^^-P'  »'  t-e  sycophant  suddenly 
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"  Sit  still  and  I'll  bring  you  a  cup,"  he  said,  averting 
his  glance  from  that  other  glance  that  smote  him  with 
its  misery  of  craving  and  pride. 

The  poet  stiffened  himself  and  rose  jerkily. 

"  Thank  you.    There  is  no  need  for  the  trouble." 

He  swayed,  recovered  his  balance,  and  marched  away 
with  a  very  fair  assimiption  of  his  usual  jerky  self-im- 
portance. 

Blaise  was  standing  beside  Magdalen  in  the  window 
recess,  cutting  her  off  from  the  fst.  He  broke  off  in  the 
middle  of  the  speech  that  he  was  pouring  into  her  ear  I 

"Look  at  Marvell,"  he  said  in  lowered,  dramatic 
accents.  "  Look  at  him ! — I'll  wager  he's  had  nothing 
since  the  cup  of  tea  his  landlady  may  have  given  him  of 
her  charity  this  morning — perhaps  no  dinner  last  night. 
Look  at  the  eyes  of  him  you  used  to  call  your  poet,  dear 
lady.  Have  you  ever  seen  eyes  like  that  before  ?  Ah, 
I  have  I  I  know  what  it  means.  Wolf's  eyes  for  sheer 
hunger  1 " 

Magdalen  gave  a  low  cry  and  nearly  dropped  the  toy 
cup  of  iced  coffee  she  was  holding.  The  philanthropist 
deftly  saved  it :  "  Look  at  him  over  that  plate  of  sand- 
wiches ...  Or  rather,  don't  look  I  Why  should  your 
tender  heart  be  wrung  ?  He's  only  one  of  a  hundred 
others  in  this  our  merry  London " 

She  interrupted  him,  retreating  behind  the  curtain  of 
the  recess  and  drawing  him  back  with  her,  that  she  might 
speak  unobserved. 

He  hesitated  upon  the  impulse  to  kiss  the  white 
fingers  on  his  coat-sleeve,  but  refrained.  He  felt  that  the 
personal  note  might  jar.  And  Magdalen,  the  wife,  was 
not  an  altogether  known  quantity.  He  only  turned  his 
ponderous  gaze  upon  her. 

"  Alas  ! "  he  repeated,  "  what  can  you  do  ?  " 
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"I  can  and  shall  do  snm*fh.'.»     ««t 

Mp  me  to  bS^  ut  Te  avH^  "^^ '    Y°"  "»»* 
He  interrupfctd  ha       ^     ^^  **  """'y " 

berself  a  story  otLStZc^T  '^A^^'f^  ">' 
the  crust  of  charitv  «,  ♦«,  t^x       '^^       ■*''•  <J*ar  ladv 
offer  iriend."         '^  "  *°°  """«■  »  "o,^  fc*  friend  to 

Jean  were  brurnning  in  her  eyes. 
I  must  and  will  do  soBethinc  I  "  sh.  ^^ 
She  resented  this  intrusion Ttrrff  ^ °"'=« ""ore. 
tress  upon  her  joy  of  ^Lrhf^^  ^"^  '•"P*^  <«»- 
there  had  been  worn  W^iT'T!"*^-   "»^true 
*e  had  sickeneI°^''S^^  Jo^WM^veU'seyes- 

«  sandwich.  Shells  up  ^the^"^i"^''*^"*<*«'» 
beside  her.  at  the  brS  feci  H?^L°'  "^  -°»° 
at  once  strong  in  mind  ^d^v  hr°^  '°  "^  '^^ 
J^  given  brain  and  he^to^^'  ''t.'^derstood,  he 

andsuffering.  which hailS ^e  tot  Ce  *".°'  '*"^' 
touched  her.  "**  ""*•  Perhaps,  reaUy 

^  ^'^^'tiTto'TSsri^h  '^'f'  ""^^  ^^^-^ 

lifel  .  .  .      »    "8  to  '^adjust  the  cruel  inequaUties  of 

i-ipS'tLrXrsI^ir'"^*"^  <"  '^*'-  in 
his  seK-r^pect.  the'^^f'^fSd  iSTJ  ,*' f  **'«  »' 
of  your  bounty.    He  would  havelld  thf  w  ""'""* 

^o  X^rtetl?  ^'^^o^"^ 
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who  is  to  be  sold  up  next  week,  in  Grub  Street,  for  bills 
at  which  your  chauffeur  would  smile.  Or  to  start  Rosen- 
baum  again  in  the  studio  to  which  no  one  will  ever  come 
to  be  painted.  Help  does  not  he  in  the  mere  writing  of  a 
cheque,  most  generous,  most  dear  lady." 

The  rising  tears  brimmed  over.  Before  her  mental 
vision  the  image  of  the  lean  figure,  flying  past  her  at 
Hurhngham  on  the  mettled  brown  pony ;  the  image  of 
the  man  who,  only  a  few  days  ago,  had  ridden  king  of  her 
heart,  kept  recurring  :  each  time  now  with  a  sense  as  of 
something  wrong  and  troubling. 

"  But  if  not  by  n^^,  ey— then  by  what  way  ?  " 

Blaise's  glance  dei-oured  her  quivering  face. 

"  There  might  be  a  way  . . ."  he  said  slowly.  "  But  no, 
that  cannot  be  for  you.  It  would  be  futile  even  to  speak  of  it . " 

Then,  when  she  pressed  him,  would  have  him  speak, 
ordered  him  to  speak  his  thought  at  all  hazard,  he  was 
elusive,  answered  her  with  his  deep  note  :  "Ah,  have  I 
not  passed  days  and  nights  with  the  problem  ?  Have  I 
not  worn  out,  as  I  may  say,  the  very  tissue  of  my  brain, 
in  planning,  striving,  wondering?  There  might  be  a 
way ;  but  not  now,  not  yet  I  " 
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Diuing  Magdalen's  seemingly  fruitless  discussion  with 
the  Philanthropic  Reformer,  Denvers  had  drawn  Clara 
aside  m  a  comer  of  the  drawing-room.  It  was  empty 
save  for  Sir  Simon  and  Lady  Adelaide  who  were  acridly 
wrangling  at  the  further  end.  Harry's  talk  with  his  cousin 
was  short,  purposeful,  and  amicable. 

"  Let  him  understand  that  it  is  a  loan,"  he  said  in  con- 
clusion— "  a  loan  from  you." 

"  You  are  good,"  she  murmured,  with  a  misting  look. 

"  Not  at  all— practical."     He  was  brusque  to  avert 
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^t^l  a  Wt"";  ^"^  V^ "nhappy uiiie wretch- 
uui  uus  w  a  bit  ui  pure  selfishness,  o!  prudence  too  " 

secret  t"o^.^^*^T^i?*'"^y-    Wha/S^w  a  hl^e^ 

the  m«Lt  S!^i^     5  *^®  ™^  ^^°  ^<J  nothing  but 
ine  merest  Inendhness  to  give— vet  it  haH  fiii^  »,^- 

heart  with  a  sense  of  comfort  ^  ^^  **'^ 

Rir-^l^'^^'''"^*^^   ^^^   the  curtain    with    Mr 
Blaise  l-What  are  you  two  plotting  ?^     '  ^'- 

from  her  mother  a  never-failing  apDetite  for  an^^- 

ance  throughout  his  ravages.    Feeling  the  eves  nf  Vh- 
group  m  the  window  rec^upon  hiChow^v^'hf p^ 
turned  a  sav^e  glance  in  their  direction,  dropped  a  c^e 

you  ?S.ZtT-^*  '"^'  «""  *°  "'^-^^^    •■  Can 
Again  Magdalen's  eyes  were  fuU  of  tears.    "  1  can  trv  " 
she  sa.d,  and  swiftly  waited  after  MarveU.  ^' 
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t."  Jf^'.T'^  y**^  successful  ?  "  said  Clara  teasingly,  as 
shebade  Magdalen  good-bye  a  little  later  on. 

The  other's  face  was  flushed. 

"No,"  she  cried  irritably.  "He  was  absurd  and 
ndiculous.  It  was  quite  horrid !  I  asked  him  to  let  me 
be  Im  l^er  until  he  had  published  his  next  volume- 
I  »id  It  would  be  a  privilege-he  was  dreadfuUy  rude 
said  he  hadn  t  anything  to  publish.  And  when  I  asked 
hmi  to  gc  to  Teyne  Court  and  catalogue  the  Ubrary  there 
tor  me—he  flew  into  a  blue  rage  and  said  couldn't  I  see 
I  was  msulting  him  ?  "  ^^ 

•;  Poor  httle  man  I  "  said  Clara  in  a  soft,  non-committal 
voice,  and  kissed  Magdalen  without  further  comment. 
She  was  to  look  m  upon  Harry  Denvers  in  his  study,  for 
the  dieque  out  of  which  that  loan  which  was  to  save 
Mr.  M^eU  s  self-respect  was  to  proceed.  She  had  no 
^e  hei^^         *^°^^  negotiate  it  more  tactfuUy  than 

f«wLT^Tf  u^^  ^^y'  ^  "^y  *"™'"  said  Blaise, 
taking  Magdalen's  hand. 

"It's  quite  early,"  said  Mrs.  Denvers.  She  was  loth 
to  let  him  "  wend."  The  day  had  been  most  unsatis- 
lactory.  He.  Isidore,  had  been  unsatisfactory.  It  did 
not  suit  her  to  be  put  on  one  side,  herself  and  her  money 
and  her  desure  to  help. 

*  '!^*y'^®J"»«eo,"  said  he  earnestly.  "  I  must  be  alone 
to  think.  Ah,  I  see  you  cannot  rest  on  failure.  Believe 
me,  neither  can  I  rest  on  failure.  Give  me  a  Uttle  whiJ^  to 
grapple  with  difficulties ;  to  mature  my  plan  " 

"Then  you  have  a  plan ?  "  she  cried.     He  smiled 
mysteriously.    "  Come  soon  again,"  she  pleaded. 
Three  days,  give  me  but  three  days " 

"  Come  and  dine.  then,  on  Wednesday."  she  insisted. 
Rapidly  she  was  reflecting.    Harry  was  going  to  Teyne 
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S'CtKo^''*'"""^*'^^'   She  would 

»aUe,i  across  the  ™om  «nili>g*.weeUy  upTS^  Zr  "^ 

Is^  gave  her  his  sweetest  smile  to  m«»^  "^ 
^^That  I  am  to  dme  with  you  both  cm  Wednesday,"  he 

"Capital,"  cried  the  Dowager ;  "it  wiU  beUke  old  days." 


CHAPTER  V 


MR.   BLAISE'S   "POT-BOILER" 

ON  his  marriage  with  the  heiress,  Denvers  had 
resolved  to  keep  as  much  of  the  estate  manage- 
ment m  his  own  hands  as  was  compatible  with 
the  new  damis.  He  intended  to  remain  manager  and 
generd  supervisor,  merely  appointing  some  trusted 
underhng  to  look  after  details.  Periodical  visits  to  Teyne 
Court  were  therefore  a  necessity. 

And  in  spite  of  Magdalen's  complaints  at  his  absence 
her  tempers  or  her  pleadings,  he  had  held  firm ;  f oUov-nniJ 
these  hnes.  after  the  way  of  tender  firmness  he  had  laid 
down  for  himseK  in  his  deaUngs  with  his  spoilt  child  of  a 
wife. 

On  the  particular  day  on  which  his  absence  was  to 
coincide  with  Mr.  Blaise's  appearance  at  dinner,  Harry 
had  started  for  the  station  with  a  heavy  heart  and  a 
gathering  sense  of  trouble. 

Magdalen  had  let  him  go  without  the  usual  protest  • 
with  an  indifference  into  which  there  seemed  to  have 
entered  a  freakish  sense  of  resentment,  even  hostility. 
She  had  appeare  1  at  breakfast,  it  was  true-an  exception 
to  her  habitual  iazy  custom—in  compliment  to  his  early 
start.  But  he  asked  himself  whether  her  company  had 
not  been  bestowed  on  him  for  the  mere  naughty  purpose 
of  waving  her  little  flag  of  defiance.  ^  *-    r 

She  was,  ac  first,  dreamily  unconscious  of  any  attempt 
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SLZSr'Ij?^  w^  "?*;J^  P^'"*^  «to  animated 
OMcuMion  with  her  aunt,  the  master  of  the  house  was 

nuicte  to  reaU«  that  the  visit  he  had  so  ui««Sy  d^^ 

mirior'!SS:.?2Sp'^''  ^'^'•'  ""^  ^'^ 
'I  did  not  say  any  time."  Magdalen  replied.    " I 
»n^y  said.  *  Come  and  dine.'  " 

"•Veil."  said  the  elder  lady,  with  a  pleased  smile 
^it^wiU  not  matter  if  he  comes  early.    1  ^  ,„^o 

"  /I'r'l?^  ^*  "^  '^°"**  ^^'^y'"  «^d  her  niece  giavelv 
f^I  have  a  great  deal  to  talk  over  with  h^'  ^     ^' 

a^e  of  the  l>e«t,  rf  the  peace  of  his  ill-cooked  soUtaiy 

>fag^«i  stripped  a  magaane  of  its  cover  and  becme 
absorbed  in  its  contents.  oecame 

The  husband  glanced  at  his  watch. 

"  I  must  go  I' he  exclaimed,  jumpimr  up    He  cam, 
ro^d  the  table  to  kiss  his  wife.  WS?ked  up  «  ST 
and^twas  then  he  marked  the  look,  as  of  resen^menU^ 

k^T'^°'"^  **  ^"^  to-no-TOw,"  she  murmured, 
keqang  the  magazme  open  with  her  hand. 

day  SS.' ''  ''"^-  *'"" "»  *"-P*  »*  -y- 
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Lady  Addaide'i  eyes  were  upon  them  with  a  gimlet 
stare,  beneath  which  any  demonitrativenesa  was  out 
of  the  question.  He  had  once  told  himself  that  Mac- 
dalen  could  only  be  chidden  between  kisses.    He  would 

have  given  a  great  deal  to  have  been  able  to  kiss  and  chide 
her,  just  then,  with  all  the  yearning  that  was  m  his  heart. 

"  You'U  miss  your  train,"  said  Lady  Adelaide  in  her 
trenchant  voice. 

"  Good-bye,"  said  her  nephew-in-kiw  quietly. 

She  gave  him  her  hand  with  a  sidelong  gesture,  as  con- 
temptuous as  she  dared  make  it.  When  the  door  had  closed 
upon  him  she  exclaimed :  "  He  is  sure  to  miss  his  train  I  " 

Her  tone  conveyed  the  inconvenience  and  annoyance 
that  his  presence  in  the  house  that  night  would  be  in 
view  of  their  "  little  dinner." 

"You've  said  that  twice  abready,"  said  Magdalen, 
with  her  impish  air  of  gravity.  If  she  too  desired  to  be 
free  of  Harry  for  the  occasion,  she  was  not  going  to  admit 
as  much  to  Lady  Adelaide. 

'•  What  are  you  so  absorbed  in  ?  "  cried  that  lady 
irritably.  These  snubs  were  none  the  less  unpleasant 
because  she  could  not  afford  to  resent  them.  And  they 
had  been  alarmingly  frequent  of  late ;  and  it  ahnost 
seemed  as  if,  when  Magdalen's  conscience  reproached  her 
with  regard  to  her  husband,  its  pricking  could  best  be 
allayed  by  making  her  guest  feel  uncomfortable. 

"  It's  a  short  story  by  Mr.  Blaise,"  said  Mrs.  Denvers. 
after  a  pause.  Then,  as  the  other  began  to  exclaim,  she 
rose  and  went  away,  carrying  the  magazine  still  open  in 
her  hand. 

"  Magdalen  is  certainly  very  odd  of  late,"  said  Lady 
Adelaide  to  the  empty  room.  And  Magdalen  was  cer- 
tainly very  odd  for  the  rest  of  the  day. 
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•y^-herhandi^de^^'-   ^^  ««««»"»  her 

How^'z^.'  £:;'•;*  srit';'-"t„'^  *!.'  ^-^  > 

'ought  in  her  soul     ShTi!^!,  J         ^"  •"<•  ">»ay 
offering  to  to    ,^d Tl,'r\?"  "">'»»«>''  choice  and 

beauty  of  her  unique  room  I  "^  '"  "» 

COM  Ss^S^T*'^  «'"  **  "PP*'  ''»<3  of  anger  • 

yet.e^thTSS'eTAo'rLiT'r  ^  '^' 
She  picked  up  the  ml^"!^^'  °*"°"''*°'"**- 

me^cf:Kn'thn.fr^°^'''  ''"'"^  "y  »PPo».- 

their  hostess  sTiU  fa  her  ekl^' ST*^/"  '""''*^-  '<»»<> 
Si-  and  iace,  .ost^a^^I^^rtS^--- -  ^^w 
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tt  the  will  oppotite  to  her,  acroes  the  pages  of  an  open 
mpgfiinf 

^  turned  her  eyes  dasedly  upon  the  two,  as  they 
entered  unannounced  with  the  familiarity  of  dose  friend- 
ship. 

"  My  goodness,  Mag,"  cried  Diana,  "  you  don't  mean 
to  come  and  walk  down  the  Park  in  a  yellow  satin  sacquel" 

••  It  isn't  satin,"  said  Magdalen.  "  It's  cripe  nUtSore." 
But  her  voice  rang  spiritlessly,  and  there  was  a  dull  weight 
of  trouble  in  the  listlessness  with  which  she  rose  and  let 
the  book  slip  from  her  lap. 

Clara  picked  it  up,  glanced  at  it  and  dropped  it  con- 
temptuously out  of  her  hand  on  to  the  writing-table — a 
marvel  of  ivory  and  mother-of-pearl  inlay. 

"  So  that's  what  you've  been  spending  your  morning 
over  I " 

"  Have  you  read  it  ?  "  asked  Magdalen  in  the  same 
'iuU  t>ne. 

"  Yes,  my  dear,  I  have.— A  very  poor  thing  it  is.  One 
of  Isidore's  most  obvious  '  pot-boilers.'  I  may  say  it, 
since  my  principles  are  now  public  property :  if  there 
is  one  thing  more  than  another  that  makes  me  realize 
how  unfit  men  are  to  legislate  for  women,  it  is  the  way 
they  write  about  them  I  " 

"  I  think,"  said  Mrs.  Denvers  slowly,  "  that  Mr.  Blaise 
has  understood  very  well  what  he  has  written  about  there." 

"  You  don't  mean,"  cried  Clara,  struck  by  a  sudden 
thought,  "  that  he  has  had  the  audacity,  the  shameless 
audacity  to  send  it  to  you  I  " 

"  Then  you  do  think  it's  meant  for  me  ?  "  said  Mag- 
dalen slowly. 

For  a  second  the  other  woman  looked  taken  aback. 
Then  with  more  irritation  than  she  usually  betrayed, 
she  exclaimed : 
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Why.  MSdal™iS^*"^,^°* '"you  to  notice, 
say "  "crtvens— you  don  t  mean  to 

fa  dS^!  ZX'^iZ.r  'r  **^  <"»»*  '  •'  bmke 
be  a  squkbbfe  "  w,  °°  *^*«^  ««»*  appeared  to 
b«ty^4mn   to^^^H^"^?"    U^^y 

the  lovely  J^^Zt^^^'  ^  «""««'««•  «<»  «" 

What  is  the  mat^^w,'1?^'^*ye»- 
voicelessly  to  Mrs.  Jfa^e  ""'"**<'  ''*»»« 

stmStTbiSOe^^^"  ^^  ^^  latter 
set  of  them,  ta  that  naS^^n  "«f  been  writing  a 
hecalkit.  •  Studi4frS^f;  M^IT*'  "'  fomanho^,. 
of  that  kind  of  wriW  r'  "y^fF-yo-knownothing 
not  have  TJie  Awf^J-^  T  ^  SpotioTtb  would 
added  Clara,  ^T^Ztl^^T^  ^'>,«  ^  *d." 
standu.  the  least  whaTTJ^IJ'ab.^.r  "»*"'*  ™der. 

indis^tefu^S'  "-^Jr^'^^^^^y. 

across  to  the  wriZ-uble  ^^  **.'*  '  "    ^*  "^^ 

pages.  "'TheDn«lXT.M     ^'^  *°  *"™  "^  the 
Clara  saw  Mag^e^SlSf"'*  "?*•"  ^^e  read  aloud. 

She  had  felt  wSed  ^S^' *""  K'^''  **P«°ed. 
of  yea^.  the  roman^s^^„^'  *^,S°X*'^  ?'  "^ 
of  her  heart  had  had  to  be  S|r^^  It  w1^*  ^^"^ 
task,  but  Clara  was  in  evere  fih™  V  J  ""d  been  a  hard 
French  call  *<«.«^jw^9t  "'.S*"  being  what  the 
haps,  have  giv»  up^itsS^"'!"'"!  "^y-  P«- 
•-d  been  stronger  •'t^'SSlty^^^^^'^cJ 
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attack  the  happiness  which  had  been  buUt  upon  her 
own  misery  was  not  in  her.  She  had  none  of  the  spite- 
fuhiess  that  ran  hand  in  hand  with  Ladv  Adelaide's 
self-mterest,  nor  the  illicit  hopes  that  lay  .  t  the  back  <  f 
Isidore's  schemes  of  self-advancement,  'he  wish  th't 
Harry's  wedded  bliss  might  be  WTecked  in  <  rder  that  he 
might  turn,  in  his  disillusion,  to  the  woman  he  had  tirst 
loved,  could  never  have  dawned  upon  the  horizon  of  a 
sold  which  fate  had  stricken  but  not  debased. 

"  •  The  Dupe,' "  she  repeated  scornfully.  "  One  would 
be  dupe  indeed  to  be  taken  in  by  such  blatant  rubbisL  ! 
Why,  you  know  as  weU  as  I  do,  Magdalen,  the  man  is  in 
love  with  you.  How  can  you  pay  any  attention  to  this 
outpouring  of  spleen  ?  " 

"  It  looks  very  duU,  anyhow."  said  Diana,  dropping  the 
book.  But  her  bright  face  was  clouded.  She  hated  iU- 
temper,  worry,  unhappiness— and  there  was  aU  this  in 
the  atmosphere. 

"  It  is  dull,"  asserted  Clara.  "  And  what's  worse,  it's 
false.  Oh,  how  intensely  I  dislike  that  pretended  insight 
into  our  feehngs.  What  can  Blaise  possibly  know  of 
woman's  life  ?— As  much  of  that  Dupe,  that  Lydia  in 
Gtosvenor  Square,  as  of  the  poor  tramp,  in  his  odious 
•  The  Maternity  Ward.' " 

Magdalen  still  reclined  with  closed  eyes. 

"  But  what "  began  Diana  again. 

Mrs.  Mayne  turned  some  of  her  irritation  upon 
her.  '^ 

"If  you  want  to  know— I'm  sure  Mrs.  SpofEorth  wouldn't 
like  you  to— Blaise  is  writing  a  set  of,  yes,  I  can't  call 
them  anything  else,  a  set  of  revolting  sketches  by  way  of 
being  from  the  inside  of  a  woman's  mind.  The  first 
was  about— well,  a  tramp  in  the  maternity  ward  of  a 
country  infirmary.    The  next  was  called  'Your  Sister' 
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and  was  about— no.  I  don't  think  I  can  teU  you  what  it 
was  about  I  The  third  was  caUed  '  This  Bijou  Residence  ' 
and  was  about-weU.  the  tenant  of  the  Bijou  residence*! 
And  the  last  is  about  an  heiress  who  lives  in  Grosvenor 
Square— much  poor  Isidore  knows  about  Grosvenor 
Square  I  " 

"He  knows  about  Berkeley  Square,"  said  Magdalen 
suddenly.  She  opened  her  eyes  and  looked  straight  at 
Diana.  "  Mr.  Blaise's  stories  are  all  of  poor  women  whom 
love  has  betrayed." 

''  Oh  I  "  said  Miss  Spofforth.  She  grew  scarlet.  Clara 
''^^^^"^."g^t  ■  *^^  ^^^^°P's  daughter  had  been  kept  in  a 
middle-Victonan  atmosjAere  of  innocence.  But  the 
most  innocent  have  inklings  of  the  world's  wrongs,  even 
If  they  have  been  taught  that  the  mere  mention  of  them 
is  unbecoming.  "  I'm  very  glad."  said  the  young  lady 
trymg  to  turn  her  sense  of  discomfort  mto  a  joke  •  "  I'm 
glad  I  didn't  bring  Chin-chin  :  he's  very  particular  He 
never  did  like  Mr.  Blaise." 

"It's  aU  most  dreadfuUy  true,"  said  Magdalen,  speak- 
ing m  a  dreary,  uninilected  tone  that  matched  her  blank 
gaze.   "  The  poor  betrayed  servant-girl,  the  poor  betrayed 
heu-ess— the  poor,  poor  creature  cursed  with  a  great 
fortune !    Everybody  makes  up  to  her  for  her  money, 
everybody  wants  her  money-even  the  man  she  loves 
the  man  who  has  made  her  beUeve  that  he  loves  her  for 
herself  alone  !    You  say,  Clara,  that  Mr.  Blaise  does  not 
taiow  what  women  feel  in  Grosvenor  Square :   hsten  to 
this."    She  reached  out  for  the  magazine  and  sought  the 
place-"  It's  on  the  fast  day  her  husband  leaves  her  after 
their  mamage,"  she  explained,  and  then  started  reading 
m  a  crooning  voice :    "  Lydia  was  alone.    For  the  first 
ttme  tn  her  life,  she  knew  what  it  was  to  be  ahne.    He  was 
gone.    The  sun  was  dark  in  her  sky.   She  felt  like  some  poor 
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bird  with  a  broken  wing  thai  can  only  drag  itself  from  place 
to  place " 

Clara  sat  down  with  a  resigned  expression.  Diana 
said :  "  Oh,  I  say  !  "  looked  out  of  the  window  at  the 
bright  day,  and  sighed  audibly. 

"  Oh,  how  often  I  have  felt  like  that !  "  Magdalen's 
eyes  were  still  fixed.  She  still  spoke  as  if  addressing 
a  far-away  Ustener :  "  Then  this  poor  woman,  who  loves 
this  man  so  much  and  gives  herself  to  him;  and  with 
herself  gives  everything,  everything,  finds  out  that  she 
has  been  married  for  her  rrumey.  She  will  not  believe,  at 
first.  But  it  grows,  it  grows  upon  her  ;  an  awful,  irre- 
futable fact. — Listen,  Clara."  This  time  emotion  gathered 
as  she  read:  "She  was  beautiful  and  might  have  been 
worshipped  for  her  beauty  alone.  She  was  tender,  desirable 
and  precious:  one  whom  any  man  might  have  gathered 
to  his  heart  for  his  life's  joy.  She  was  witty,  fresh  as  an 
April  wind,  sparkling  as  a  mountain  stream — a  com- 
panion for  the  gods  among  men.  .  .  .  But  she  was  rich, 
poor  woman/  And  because  she  was  rich,  she  had  been 
sought,  not  for  herself  but  for  her  gold  I  Every  kiss  her 
husband  gave  her,  and  he  was  prodigal  of  kisses,  she  had 
bought  in  bare  coin." 

Mrs.  Mayne  snatched  the  magazine  out  of  her  friend's 
hand  and  dashed  it  on  the  floor.  Then  she  sat  a  moment 
or  two,  gazing  at  the  young  wife,  trying  to  turn  her  own 
thoughts  from  their  timnoil  of  wrath  to  a  rational  survey 
of  the  situation. 

She  was  quite  aware  that  Magdalen's  moods  had  never 
been  things  to  be  seriously  reckoned  with ;  especially  since 
the  foolish  girl  had  found  so  many  admirers  of  these 
same  moods  that  they  were  no  longer  quite  spontaneous. 
But  she  was  appalled  at  the  revelation  of  her  state  of 
mind ;  appalled  at  the  openness  with  which  the  revela- 
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know  I    Then  nnti,  ,  .♦-•./  *^*'''  "  ■"  "^oold 

~K>w  1    men,  with  a  stab  o£  remorse,  she  remembered 

met  .^"2!  '*  ^rr  "*"*  !'»"•'«  that  MaS^ 

orcle^  True,  she  could  scarce  have  prevented  the  eirl's 
fond  exerc«e  of  patronage,  nor  could  she  have  thoS 
that  the  nwn  whom  she  hersdf  regarded  m«e v  Ja 
dever    pushmg  young  writer  should  tmi^Slo^ 

ui  lae  appeal  to  Magdalen's  vanity— that  vulnerahlp 
pomt  I-and  despised  both  in  her  heart  '^^'^^^^ 

i^  th^^of  »trran'';t;r:Sf',« 

"^*^?.lr*^  ^^'  *""**<*  hy  the  shaft  of  irony. 
^n,  do  let  us  go  for  our  walk  t  "  ^^^  r»-  ^ 

more  interposing.   "  Won'tUl^tL  ^^o  i^^'! 

oMvi   1  ^  ^.'  *■"*>"  thought  him  rather  like  om 

«^  myseu.    Uh,  Mag,  thmk  of  my  best  yonne  man  I  " 
TT.US  adjur^J  Magdalen  got  up,  stotched  S^Z^nh 
like  limbs  and  went  sil*»nflv  i*vf«  *i,      j-  •  .   "y*"P"- 

louowea ,    and,  in  a  mmute  or  two    riaro  u^^  j 
amiable  interchange  of  conve,^«on  tetw^th^S 
on  subjects  qmte  safe  and  wholesome  s«m*l 

Magd^ensvoicearose.askir«.inaccentsofrealsouS^ 
bestt^X^tT  y""."*'  «■«  o"'  «ith  theS^- 
best?    What  do  you  thmk  ?    Caine,  fetch  me  the  C 
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with  the  black-and-white  wings.    Wouldn't  wings  look 
best  for  the  morning  ?  " 

The  listener  smiled,  relieved  and  satirical.  What 
folly  to  attach  importance  to  the  April  storms  of  a  nature 
like  Magdalen's  I  As  she  smiled,  she  sighed.  Had  not 
the  man  she  loved  put  all  his  treasure,  all  his  hopes  in 
this  frail  barque  1 


But  clever  woman  as  Clara  was,  she  was  far  from  correct 
in  her  estimate  of  Magdalen's  character.  It  was  true 
that  she  was  interested  in  the  choice  of  a  hat,  and  that 
she  found  even  deeper  interest  in  the  choice  of  a  gown, 
later  on,  for  the  dinner  at  which  she  expected  Mr.  Blaise! 
But  beneath  these  surface  emotions  a  storm  was  brewing. 
And  it  was  with  a  pale  face  and  darkened  eyes  that  she 
turned  to  greet  her  guest  that  evening,  when,  true  to 
Lady  Adelaide's  prognostication,  he  arrived  shortly 
before  eight  o'clock. 

"  I  wish  to  see  Mr.  Blaise  alone,"  she  had  said  to  her 
aunt,  with  an  air  before  which  Lady  Adelaide  submitted 
without  question. 

As  the  Philanthropist  bowed  over  the  inert  hand, 
Magdalen,  who  had  not  greeted  him  otherwise  than  by 
extending  it,  asked  him  : 

"  Why  did  you  send  me  that  magazine  ?  " 

Her  voice  was  low,  her  accent  measured.  The  man 
flung  a  startled  look  at  her.  He  had  seen  her  in  a  hundred 
charaiing  and  disconcerting  moods;  he  had  never 
known  her  in  one  so  little  meant  to  charm,  so  deliberately 
intended  to  disconcert. 

"  What  magazine  ?  "  he  stammered ;  while  a  second 
glance  guiltily  showed  him  its  grey-blue  covers  on  the  table. 

It  was  true  that,  as  Clara  had  said,  he  had  written  the 


ri  If  ■ 


I 


■N 


I'll 


ili 


I'll 


222  THE  GOLDEN  BARRIER 

story  with  a  pen  dipped  in  gall-the  gaU  which  in  certain 
natures  runs  out  of  the  wounds  of  life.    It  was  true,  also 
that  in  a  moment  of  false  confidence  in  her  present  favou^ 
he  had,  according  to  his  habit,  sent  Magdalen  a  copy  of 
the  penodical  which  contained  his  lucubration.    Even 
If  she  did  not  admit  that  the  cap  fitted,  it  would,  he  told 
himsdf.  ^ve  her  "  furiously  to  think,"  as  the  French 
have  It.    It  had  given  her  to  think.  apparenUy ;  but  in  a 
du-ection  scarcely  favourable  to  himself. 
.J^t  suddenly  reahzed  his  own  gross  breach  of  taste  • 
the  homble  social  solecism,  the  tactical  mistake  he  had 
committed.    If  he  were  to  retrieve  the  situation  there 
was  nothing  for  it  but  to  lie. 

"  Good  heavens  I  "  he  ^exclaimed,  and  the  genuine 
consternation  m  his  empurpled  countenance,  his  dis- 
traught look  and  gesture,  lent  conviction  to  his  words 

You  don  t  mean  to  say  you  have  read— that  ?  " 
Did  you  not  send  it  to  me  ?  " 

4^f  u?""^  i"^^  ^*^  ^°^^ '  ^^*  *^e«  was  a  faint  sound 
of  doubt  ahnost  of  relief,  in  it  that  he  was  quick  to 
catch.    He  remembered,  with  a  spasm  of  gratitude,  that 

LTL    ™^lif  !^^''  *^*  '^^  *^  ^^  ^^  dis- 
patched, and  that  it  bore  no  writing  of  his. 

"  Send  it  P-I,  send  it  to  you  ?-Ten  thousand  times 

tmg  I  "  ^""^  ^  ™^  "^^  ""^^  '"^  ^""^  '^"^'^  *^ 

Magdalen  sat  down,  feeling  suddenly  weak.  The 
venue  of  her  wrath  was  changed ;  yet  she  was  conscious 
of  havmg  qmte  as  great,  if  not  greater,  reason  for  anger. 
Why  should  he  not  wish  her  to  read  it  ?  How  dared  he 
thus  admit  to  having  written  this  horrible  story  at 
her,  as  Clara  had  said  ?  "  ^ 

"Oh.  for  God's  sake."  cried  he,  his  always  acute 
senses  sharpened  to  an  uncanny  perceptiveness,  "  try 
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and  understand  1  I  wrote  it  in  a  moment  of  madness.  I 
had  ceased  to  hope  that  I  should  ever  see  you  again  I 
Try  and  understand,  for  you  know  there  are  things  I 
cannot  say  to  you  now.  How  could  I  have  thought  that 
you,  rich,  puissante,  happy,  beloved— yes,  beloved,  for 
I  defy  anyone  to  be  near  you  and  not  adore  you — ^how 
could  I  have  dreamed  that  you  would  ever  even  come  to 
hear  of  this  cry  of  a  man's  agony  ?  The  cry  of  a  man  in 
agony  is  always  an  ugly  sound.  How  could  I  guess  that 
you  should  imagine,  that  you  could  think ?  " 

He  broke  off.  He  was  making  the  best  of  an  un- 
promising situation.  But  it  was  his  suppression  of  the 
obvious  question :  why  should  you  apply  the  parable  to 
yourself  ?  that  did  more  for  him  than  even  his  most 
passionate  pleading,  his  most  persuasive  inflection  of  voice. 

From  pale  that  she  had  been,  she  turned  scarlet.  All 
at  once  her  own  attitude  appeared  to  her  undignified, 
indefensible,  disloyal.  She  forgot  Blaise's  sin  in  her 
own;  or  rather  she  realized — ^for  she  had  shrewdness 
enough,  when  she  chose  to  exercise  it— that  to  admit  the 
offence  was  to  share  it. 

Besides  this  common-sense  point  of  view,  the  man's 
agitation  had  its  effect  on  her  easily  stirred  vanity. 
Poor  fellow  I  He  had  loved  her— he  loved  her  still, 
even  now  that  he  could  hope  for  nothing.  That  was 
touching.  And,  unpardonable  as  it  had  been  to  draw 
"  Lydia  "  from  her,  had  he  not  drawn  her  exquisitely  ? 
Had  there  not  been  a  wonderful  insight  into  her  character, 
whatever  Clara  might  say  ? 

And  then  there  was  not — the  thought  struck  her  for 
the  first  time  with  genuine  satisfaction-— there  was  not 
the  smallest  resemblance  to  Harry  in  the  shadowy 
silhouette  of  the  "  man  of  pleasure,"  who  was  Lydia's 
mistaken  choice. 
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She  raised  her  eyes  and  looked  thoughtfuUy  at  her 
companion ;  noticing  with  further  relent^  that  his  face 
had  gi^;jii  haggard  since  his  entrance.  She  spoke  at 
test  with  the  mnocent  gravity  which  concealed  her 
most  disingenuous  utterances. 

"I  am  glad  you've  told  me  the  truth,  Mr.  Bhdse- 
b^use  there  would  have  been  no  use  pretending^ 
hadn  t  meant  Lydia  to  look  Uke  me.    You've  ma^  h« 

lilted  l^Lf    """^  '!"  .*^^'"  ^^^  •   y°"  «id  they 
tilted  slightly  upwards  in  a  fascinating  Eastern  way/ 

W  course  as  soon  as  I  read  that,  I  knelj  at  once.  Aid 
^course  I  was  a  Uttle  amioyed  because  it's  dreadfully 
Zl!^  ^  ^  ^^'''^'  ^*^  everybody  telling  you  you're 
^ed  for  your  money.  But  now,  of  c^.  I  quite 
underatand  you  only  meant  your  heroine  to  look  Uke 

me  bccause-because "  she  faltered  prettily, "  because 

y^  happened  to  be  thinking  of  meH^st  thei-T^^^ 
oeal.    I  quite  understand." 

sii^  ^^^  ^A  *^  "^  inarticulateness  of  her 
^b,  emphaazed  by  repetition  and  incoherency, 
d^  the  position  she  wished  to  take.  The  incident 
^  to  be  dropped  as  one  of  no  importance.  !!»  ^ 
was  no  longer  to  be  regarded  as  m  outrage  upon  tte 
mtunacy  of  her  married  life.  The  resemWaSce  <rf  LydS 
mGrosvenor  Square  to  Magdalen  in  Berkeley  SqLe 
^»^ed  merdy  m  such  surface  details  as  a  f4kS^ 

S^til-"**'**""«°****y"-  Any  other  possiSf 
SS.  S  °°  *^  *°  >»  Pa^  over  aJ  delica^  as 
m.^r  5^f  ""°*  P«»ionate  declaration  of  attach- 
moit.  Magdalen  was  past  mistress  in  the  art  of  ignorine 
L  f?  r?,!  declaration  of  worehip,  where  it  suited 
^toretam  the  worshipper.   She  gave  him  an  unexpected 
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CHAPTER  VI 

A  PROSPECTUS 

HAD  the  fire  lit  though  it's  supposed  to  be  summer  " 
she  said.  "  Don't  you  like  a  sea-wood  flame,  aU 
mauve  and  blue  ?    I  wish  I  could  get  a  blue  hke 

??  1^^  ^^  '"~^*'^  ^^^^  ^^  ^o^<i  outside,  isn't 
rt  ?  Draw  m  your  chair—we  stiU  have  half  an  hour 
How  clever  of  you  to  have  come  early  I    I  told  Aunt 

Adelaide  to  leave  us  alone.    You  know "  she  turned 

those  long,  oddly  set  eyes,  with  their  deepest  expression 
of  solemmty,  upon  him,  "we  have  to  talk  about  vewv 
miportant  things."  ^ 

For  a  moment  longer  the  bewildered  man  stiU  stared 
at  her,  unable  to  find  words.  His  world  haa  been  shaken 
turned  upside  down  and  righted  again  in  the  space  of  a 
few  minutes.  He  tried  to  look  as  if  he  were  not  still 
giddy  and  breathless,  as  he  obeyed  the  injunction  to 
draw  nearer  the  fire.  But  for  the  life  of  him  he  could 
find  nothing  better  to  say  than  an  mept  repetition  of  her 
own  phrase : 

"  Of  course  we  must  have  our  talk.— Yes,  verv  im- 
portant." "^ 

"  I  can't  get  my  poor  poet's  face  out  of  my  head," 
said  Magdalen,  giving  the  lead. 

The  Philanthropist  fell  promptly  into  his  paces. 

"  Ah  yes,  yes,  indeed.  Do  you  know  that  in  spite  of 
what  I  said  to  you,  I  went  after  him  to  his  lodgings  and 
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tried  to  induce  him  to  accept  a  little  help.    '  From  one 
struggling  man  to  another.'  I  said  to  him, '  dear  comrade 
why  this  f oUy  of  pride  ? '   But  it  wr  3  merely  adding  pain 
to  pain.   His  tortured  face,  his  anger  with  me!  ...   The 
poverty,  oh.  my  dear  lady,  the  abject  poverty  of  that 
room  and  his  fierce  watching  of  me.  lest  I  dared  notice 
It  I    I  assure  you,  I  have  scarce  slept  since,  thinking  of 
him-aye  and  thinking  of  all  those  others— aU  lads  of 
talent,  of  genius.    McFein,  for  instance.    I  verily  think 
if  that  boy's  play  is  not  produced  he  wiU  kill  himself  I 
Yet  can  he  struggle,  unarmed  genius,  against  the  panoply 
of  greed  that  faces  his  every  effort  ?     Do  you  think 
there's  an  actor-manager  will  look  at  the  work  of  a  new 
author,  unless  he  can  put  money  in  it  ?    A  man  may  put 
wit,  spint,  the  very  essence  of  Ufe  into  his  work,  his 
bram,  his  blood,  his  soul,  but  if  he  pv.t  not  monev  it 
availeth  nothing."  ^' 

Mr.  Blaise  was  now  quite  himself ;  or  rather  a  httle 
beyond  himself.  His  words  flowed  with  more  than  their 
usual  exuberance.  His  voice  rose  and  fell  with  ever 
richer  harmonies.  But  he  was  making  now  for  a  definite 
goal,  towards  which  the  way  seemed  to  have  become 
unexpectedly  cleared  for  him. 

Magdalen's  face  clouded  at  the  mention  of  McFein. 
The  memory  of  the  cheque  transaction  was  not  a  pleasant 
one— none  the  more  so  because  of  Harry's  swift  success 
m  the  matter  of  the  return  of  the  illicit  hundred  pounds 
She  had  had  a  vague  if  absurd  sense  of  having  been 
mean.  And  though  Harry  had  grimly  refused  her  any 
details  of  the  interview,  she  knew  that  he  had  not  spared 
the  dramatist's  feelings. 

Blaise,  misinterpreting  the  cause  of  her  changed  ex- 
pression, made  haste  to  add : 
"  Do  not  think  that  I'm  advocating  that  anyone  should 
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rjl*  his  money  on  McFein's  success,  highly  as  I  think  nf 

?pe  S" Z'^T^y "P^ ^^' »*•   No mo^ tCk iJ 
npc  f or  the  dehcate  impressionism  of  Marvdl^JIf 

winch  I  compare,  in  verse^jl^lhat  of  Se^tl  F^ 

m  music.    No  more  than  it  is  ripe  for  DeSw  Col? 
mans  canvases,  no  more  thaTit  is  H^  hL^u 
smiled  sadly-"  „o  more  than  it  is  ripe  if  T„  ^"^^^ 
me  to  mention  myself,  for  my  ps^olS^iSo^i^* 
schemes  for  the  treatment  J  .r^7;"*°»**^-«conomic 

mojal  and  social.  ZZl  ^<^V^  ■Kl'^'^^ 
in  «h!r^'  *?*?  *^^^  ^^'  »  "We  peevishly-for 

"  -«f^  *o  be  done,  what  i,  .het^^of  d^  it  P*??*" 

Blaise  took  a  deep  breatli  and  exhaled  thesTwnrS!  L, 
promise  in  a  resonant  voice.  "  ThereTon  S!  ^  ' 
everythi.^  to  be  done.-K  the^d  doSi^sT^V^- 
be  made  to  see.  And  the  world  is  not^turi^'nl^ 
comp^ed  of  blind,  deaf,  h^ess^fe  ""-^e^,^ 
part  of  It  is  anxious,  waiting  to  be  tanrtt  I    B,!.  ,1,^  • 

S:^r°"aJ3^,!^Th'^'^'r^-'^''-^^ 
nnger  au  wm  heed— the  voice,  the  hand  of  the  ftess  •• 

Andl^BL^'^H'"^'  "-^n-P^hending^^d  Xed 
And  Mr.  Blaise,  dropping  metaphor,  drafted  his  S  , 

^e  X"ar'  ^'  "  ^-w'^P^^Ton^-  ^  " 

we  want  a  new  important  weekly  oaoer  •  t^it^  k 
one  who  not  only  knows  what  he  w a^ts^t  'knot lo^ 
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to  make  othen  think  they  want  it  too.    An  editor  who 
will  admit  new  writen  to  hii  pages,  their  only  paetport 
being  ability ;  who  will  wekome  new  ideas  and  not  be 
content  to  serve  up  day  after  day  the  0I4  outworn,  com- 
monplaces.^A  paper  which  will  appoint  honest  critics 
instead  of  log-rollers  or  conventionalists,  or  those  failures 
who  cannot  bear  that  another  should  rise.    A  paper, 
above  all,  devoted  to  the  elucidation  of  those  social 
problems  that  press  daily  more  and  more  upon  the 
thinking,  feeling  man.    A  paper  not  restrained  to  any 
side  in  politics,  not  bound  by  convention,  not  hemmed 
in  by  tradition— above  party — straight,  fearless,  acute, 
large-minded,  the  kind  of  paper  to  which  people  would 
refer  as  arbiter  on  every  momentous  occasion.    While 
keeping   its   editorials   strictly    anonymo\is,    the    best 
intellects  of  the  day  would  be  free  to  air  their  opinions  in 
its  columns.    On  the  other  hand,  the  name  of  any  worker 
of  genius,  be  he  found  starving  in  his  garret,  would  be 
brought  to  the  world's  knowledge.    To  be  approved  by 
such  a  pap'^*  ivould  be  a  hall-mark  I    To  be  admitted  in 
its  pages  a  ^  visport  to  success  1    If  poems  signed  Jerrold 
Marvell  found  their  way  a  few  weeks  running  into  my  ideal 
review,  there  would  be  no  need  for  Jerrold  Marvell  to 
choose  between  sordid  pentury  and  htuniliation.    If  my 
paper  drew  the  attention  of  its  readers  to  the  brushwork 
of  a  Coulman,  to  the  pulsing  realism  and  the  mordant 
dialogue  of  a  McFein,  their  young  talent  would  berome 
a  strength  in  the  market.    The  public,  so  long  eager  for 
novelties  in  every  other  walk  of  life,  would  begin  to  realize 
how  it  has  been  duped  year  in  year  out  by  the  effete, 

the  conventional,  the  false,  the  hackneyed " 

Words  never  failed  Isidore  Blaise,  but  he  was  literally 
out  of  breath.  And  Magdalen,  though  not  yet  realizing 
where,  in  slang  parlance,  "she  came  in,"  was  excited. 
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carried  away  by  his  enthusiasm.  Isidore  might  be 
straining  every  nerve  towards  journalistic  influence,  there 
was  no  doubt  his  true  vocation  was  the  platform. 

"It  sounds  very  wonderful,"  she  said,  as  the  man 
paused  hite-faced.  his  black  eyes  filled  with  a  fi.«  she 
had  never  seen  in  them  before.  "  Why  doesn't  someone 
start  it  at  once  P—Why  don't  you  start  it  ?  " 

P*e  light  seemed  to  go  out  of  his  face  as  he  dropped  his 
glance. 

••  Why  do  I  not  start  it  ?  "  Tragedy  vibrated  in  hit 
voice.  "  Because  I  am  a  poor  man,  dear  lady.  Because 
no  one  will  trust  a  poor  man  with  a  big  scheme.  Why 
have  I  not  started  it  ?— It  has  been  my  dream  day  and 
night  to  found,  to  edit  such  an  undertaking,  for  I  have 
heard— oh  ever  since  I  was  a  lad  I— the  call  of  those  who 
needed  help,  and  felt  the  power  within  me  to  answer. 
When  you  asied  me  the  other  day  :  '  Is  there  no  way  ?  * 
I  dared  not  answer :  •  Yes,  there  is  a  way,'  though  I 
could  have  shouted  it  with  the  sense  of  strength  and 
powar  within  me.  Now,  since  Sunday  I  have  been  seek- 
ing, inquiring,  planning,  and,  as  if  to  my  call,  there  has 
arisen  an  opportunity— -unique,  glorious  I  One  of  our 
best-known  weeklies,  mismanaged  to  idiocy,  is  to  be 
sold,  sold  for  a  song." 

**  Oh,  Mr.  Blaise  I  "  exclaimed  Magdalen,  with  a  startled 
catch  in  her  voice.  She  knew  what  was  coming  now, 
and  her  first  movement  was  one  of  shrinking.  He  shifted 
his  glance  upon  her.  The  fire  had  gone  out  of  it.  It  was 
weighted  with  calculation. 

"  Forgive  me,"  he  said,  "  for  troubling  you  with  my 
schemes  and  my  ideals  in  this  preposterous  manner.  I 
forget,  I  think,  when  I  am  in  your  sweet  presence,  how 
changed  everything  has  necessarily  become  now."  He 
passed  his  hand  over  his  brow  and  glanced  at  the  clock. 
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OT^d^.  t  """*  '"  T^  to  tl»  point  m  the  tiiT 
orwonlditbemorepradenttoleaveittiniater? 

.sl«ml!i  ,T*  •"  •■*"'"  "*«>  Magdalen,  already 
^^,,°*  ,?f  .r"  «''«=*«»«•  Then  she  aSS 
IMp?^'^'    "«"  y°»  I  want  to  help.    How  ^ 

a«ro  ^t^tL*^'"  "*1  ^.  """^y-  "  A  «*««  while 
I^mI^  ^*  y*"'  '  ^"^^  »»'  '"'ve  hesitated.  I 
shoTdd  have  come  to  you  and  said :  Dearest  lady  by  a 
strofe  oJ  your  pen  you  can  do  the  noblest  work  that  fa 

S'fi^°  ?;7r*''  ?  '^  *""•  You  cH^a  keeTthe 
sacred  fire  of  the  century's  genius  from  premature  ex- 
tmction  you  can  be  instrumental  in  lifting  ttHr^t 
umversal  b,^den  o£ mfaery.  But  now-you^^o lo^ 
««e.    n  B  a  dream— It  is  an  impossibility  I  "  ^^ 

h^^  f  v"P-  S*»"*»e  ^<^  the  hearth  one 
h^i^'t^Jf  "^^"^^ 'e»»i»«  her  foreC 'u^~ 

t^ft  t^-^°"".**  '"*  '^"*""'  -J^wood  fire,  rS 
lost  m  Its  shiftmg  hues.  Then  she  pushed  one  loi  toto 
a  new  pla«>  with  a  sudden  dedsive  Uttle  kS  ^edS 
round  and  faced  Kafae,  who  slowly  rose  i^  ^^'u^'"^"' 

papJ':''.^; ;*' ."'''  "  ""*  y°»  -"'  -  '»  "uy  the 

He  flung  his  hands  outward,  with  hfa  Eastern  gesture 

For  me,  no,  no,  dear  lady.     For  you.    Thlla^ 

would  be  yours.    Yours  would  be  the  great  w«k  w 

mine     I  should  be  merely  the  instrumeSTL  S^to 

of  yom-  far-seemg  generosity.    There  fa  no  womsmiT^ 

worK  uo  man  indeed,  no  one  but  yourself  TZToSd» 

nobly  trus  or  so  splendidly  be  trusted.    BesW^-?Cgh 

this  IS  paltry  to  you-it  fa  no  bad  investment     F^tt 

IS  the  greatest  of  our  weekly  papers  thaffa  pri™Telv 

m  the  market-the  paper  that  iL  had,  and  ftiU  M 
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greatest  inflaence  on  literature,  art,  and  politics—and 
it  is  going,  going  for  a  song  I  " 

"  Tell  me  the  price,"  she  said,  "  tell  me  quickly,  for 
here  is  Aunt  Adelaide." 

He  measured  her  profoundly  a  moment,  before  an- 
swering; then  he  said  almost  in  a  whisper— Lady 
Adelaide's  voice  was  indeed  heard  on  the  stairs  objur- 
gating with  her  maid :  "  The  goodwill  is  worth  prac- 
tically nothing.— They  ask  a  couple  of  thousand  for  it. 
Then  there's  the  plant,  the  fresh  start  and  promotion-^ — " 
he  seemed  to  be  calculating  aloud,  honestly  enough, 
whilst  two  questions  wildly  revolved  in  his  brain— How 
much  dare  I  ask  ?— How  little  can  I  make  a  start  with  ? 
His  courage  failed  him,  now  it  came  to  the  point,  to 
carry  through  the  scene  as  he  had  been  glibly  rehearsing  it 
for  the  last  three  days.  The  words,  "  For  you  a  trifle, 
a  mere  thirty  thousand  pounds,"  stuck  in  the  throat. 
"  Two  thousand  for  goodwill,"  he  repeated,  then  he 

plunged,  "  say  eight  thousand  more " 

"  Are  we  never  to  have  dinner  to-night,  Magdalen  ?  " 
said  Lady  Adelaide  irritably  from  the  threshold. 

Clad  in  her  most  becoming  gown,  the  lady  had  been 
sitting  upstairs,  impatiently  waiting  for  the  gong  which 
should  summon  her  to  interrupt  the  private  conclave. 
The  more  she  thought  of  it  the  more  displeased  and  in- 
sulted she  felt.  She  had  been  bidden  to  keep  aloof- 
made  to  feel  her  position  as  dependent ;  sUghted.  She 
did  not  easily  forgive  a  sUght.  Yet  everything  must  be 
forgiven  Magdalen.    There  was  the  rub  I 

She  sailed  into  the  room,  trying  to  smooth  the  fretful 

lines  of  her  face.    She  was  struck  by  something  unusual 

in  the  atmosphere,  and  momentarily  forgot  her  own 

grievances  to  stare  from  one  to  the  other. 

"  What  is  the  matter  ?— Have  you  two  been  quarrelling  ? " 
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mX"er;ItS^''''^'^"^  """^'  "  Mr.  Blaise  has  bee« 

"  And  w  not  BIr.  Blaise  to  say  how-do-you-do  to  me  ?  " 
inquired  Lady  Adelaide  archly. 

came  forward  with  a  deeply  apologetic  air. 
andu^^7P'^''''^^y^^^^^«"  He  felt  flustered 
As  he  bent  over  the  aunt's  hand  he  flung  a  look  of  swift 
mqmiyatthemece.  Magdalen  had  nevSseeme^tfSm 
so  mistress  of  herseM,  so  aloof,  so  baffling.  One  tC 
he  understood,  however,  from  her  next^eL.  aSd  S 

tTLtt?'-;*^^^^"^'^-  LadyAdSSdewJ^cJ 
ol^takenmtotheirconfidence.   For  Magdalen  proceeded 
m  an  ex^anatory  tone^    "We've  been  talk^  about 
poor  Mr.  Marvell.-Dimier  is  late.    I'll  ringXbeU." 
herJS  the  clinner  the  yomig  hostess  maintained 

w/      w  i  "^^^^^  ^^  '^«'»^«-    And  Isidore  had 
hard  work  to  keep  up.  with  any  show  of  his  usual  briUi- 
ancy,  the  nec^sary  conversation  with  Lady  Adelaide. 
J^J"^.'.      ^^'T^  personified,  grimly  directed  his 
Sw  fc'  ^?^f  ^^/^"°«  fro«  one  hated  guest  to  the 

^;  •  .    i^.  ^T^f  *^  ^"^  P^^"^  ^^^^  of  cham- 
pagne mto  then-  beakere.  ^^ 

i^l  Z^A  f^^.  ^^'  ^^^'^^^'  and  seemingly  indif- 
ffw  ^^^^""^  "^d  ^  more  intenselylSive  than 

m.^tf  .  ^"^^  ^""^  ^"^  *^^°'^-  She  was  revolving  Mr. 
Blaise  s  scheme,  scarcely  indeed  from  that  high  altmistic 
mter^t  he  so  effusively  assigned  to  her.  but  from  1 
mtimate.  personal,  very  feminine  point  of  view. 

toVl^    """^T^y  ^.  ""^"^  interesting  and  amusing 
to  be  the  proprietress  of  a  paper-such  a  paper  as  m 
Blaise  described.    It  would  make  of  her  a  ^wer  1^  the 
land,  a  much  greater  power  than  that  silly  Clam  Mayne. 
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How  eager  Alice  Moorhaven  had  been  to  be  introduced 
to  Qara  I    Clara  was  beginning  quite  to  pontify.  .  .  . 

It  had  always  been  a  regret  to  Magdalen  that  she 
had  no  special  talent  to  bring  her  into  prominence,  now- 
adays when  everyone  was  talented  or  famous.  She  had 
tried  her  hand  in  vain  at  verse-maldng,  painting,  the 
harp — she  had  even  ventured  on  the  first  scene  of  a 
tragedy.  But  she  had  had  sense  enough  to  realize  her 
limitations.  She  had  been  wont  to  say  of  herself  prettily : 
"  My  talent  is  to  help  talent."  And  when  those  others 
called  her  their  "  inspiration  "  it  had  been  alwa3rs  pleasant 
hearing. 

Now,  were  she  to  accede  to  this  momentous  proposal, 
she  would,  as  Blaise  said,  be  help  and  inspiration  indeed. 
She  could  dispense  her  favours  where  she  chose,  uplift 
or  cast  down — ^no  wonder  a  yoimg  mind,  always  pecu- 
liarly ambitious  of  influence,  should  begin  to  be  dazzled 
by  the  glowing  tmts  and  the  vastness  of  ^  he  prospect ! . . . 
Then,  very  soon,  others  besides  minor  poets  and  unmade 
artists  would  begin  to  flock  to  her  house.  It  was,  of 
course,  all  very  well— and  she  earnestly  desired  to  help 
the  poor  beginners— but  others,  whose  fame  was  aheady 
established,  would  find  that  she  was  worth  knowing, 
worth  courting !  .  .  .  When  she  had  allowed  so  many 
of  the  lesser  constellations  to  shine  in  her  orbit,  it  was 
after  aU  because  the  great  fixed  stars  were  as  yet  un- 
attainable. Mrs.  Denvers'  salon  should  become  notable. 
As  for  the  money  .  .  .  Ten  thousand  pounds  ?  sire  had  no 
very  concrete  notion  of  what  that  represented,  but  she 
knew  that  there  was  jdenty  of  money.  The  old  Squire 
had  never  lived  up  to  his  income,  and  large  sums  had 
accumulated. 

Then  the  thought  struck  her :  Harry  would  never  have 
spent  such  large  sums  upon  the  doing  up  of  the  town 
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thought  a  conttr^nZ'^  t^T"^ 
XrJ^k  W     *^  to  with  such  a  noble  content  <rf 

5^^"^^-e^rt^::^2 

her  S?  to  Cn^iT''^'  "^^ '^'^'«"0  hadSS^  at 

^^sTeff^  <;i7>iichrs:wnid'^^ 

worked  TO^^     cil  ^i  Ifi  "^y  ">  I^odon  "  had 

trouble  o^^Sruin^dra^X;'**^*^  fr°""  *^«'  «» 
her  hand  when^  ^^tedf     ""  *^  '^'^y'  «""  " 

same  spirit.     Yet  she  hesitated.     It  wert  a^^n.?  !? 
begged  him  to  undertake.    Gradually,  after  the  fasUon 
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in  which  such  decisions  form  themselves,  she  found  her- 
self resolving  to  make  a  test  case  of  this— what  was  it 
Bir.  Blaise  had  called  it  ?— this  "  investment  "  for  some 
of  her  loose  capital. 

As  the  meal  progressed,  conversation  languished  more 
and  more.  Lady  Adelaide  had  a  puzzled  impression  of 
not  understanding  her  niece  to-night.  She  felt  vaguely 
that  "things  were  happening"  of  which  she  had  no 
idea.  Mr.  Blaise  was  unUke  himself,  restless,  nervous, 
and— yes,  unwillingly  she  had  to  admit  it— scarcely  as 
assiduous  as  she  had  a  right  to  expect. 

He  too  was  puzzled,  and  more  and  more  apprehensively 
uncertain  of  the  result  of  his  daring.  After  the  move 
upstairs  Magdalen  became  mcreasingly  detached  and 
inattentive,  and  presently  yawned  two  or  three  times  so 
ostentatiously  that  her  guest  had  no  choice  but  to  rise 
and  annoimce  his  departure.  Then,  however,  she  vouch- 
safed him  a  ray  of  hope.  She  put  her  hand  in  his,  with  a 
sweet  smile. 

"  Come  and  see  me  the  day  atter  to-n  .tow,  at  six 
o'clock,"  she  said  regally.  "  I  shall  have  something  to 
tell  you." 


If 
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When  Denvers  paid  his  flying  visits  to  Teyne  Court,  he 
preferred  putting  up  at  the  "  Old  Place."  And  at  the 
moment  when  Magdalen,  in  LoLdon,  was  dragging  herself 
upstairs  to  bed,  warding  off  with  further  yawns  Lady 
Adelaide's  pertinacious  curiosity,  he  was  sitting  in  the 
well-worn  leather  arm-chair,  smoking  a  reflective  pipe, 
thinking  of  her.  He  had  indeed  been  thinking  all 
day. 

The  Old  Place  had  received  him  with  the  cahn  atmo- 
sphere of  unchangeableness  peculiar  to  such  antique 
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^ZVnr^  Tf  **?  "^  •''^rt  of  Albert  bisciiitg 
fJ^iJ**!?  ^y  ««*  in  the  accnstomed  iashion  •  RoUo 

Sto  oT"*^  l^f?  P""^""*"  »^  ^ 

n^-nT  S^  .^  ^"^  rt  w«,  .Iter  the  ««  of 

M«vui    xiow  sweet  all  those  weU-xememberMl  Uav 

^,^?*»yO*.'^i«edom.    He  th^t,^,!^ 
TOth  a  kind  of  longing,  of  those  evenings,  nota  vear  .bo 

^Tt^M  °f '  "^  "^  son^tto^t^i^iS 
atS.^bS„  r^      Fortwie's  wheel  had  put  the  nn- 

l^'ppy,  what  th^T?     ""  •      "  •"  ""'''  not  make  her 
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CHAPTER  VII 
THE  WORD  BEYOND  RECALL 

ON  the  morning  after  his  return  from  Devonshire, 
Harry  was  sitting  at  his  writing-table  immersed 
in  matters  of  trivial  business,  when  his  wife 
put  her  head  in  at  the  door.    He  stood  up  quickly. 

"  Can  I  do  anything  for  you,  darling  ?  " 

She  came  slowly  forward. 

"  I  just  wanted  to  talk  to  you,"  she  said,  in  accents 
that  matched  her  manner  of  approach. 

He  gave  her  a  searching  look ;  some  instinct  within 
him  warned  him  of  the  crisis. 

With  downcast  eyes  she  stood  by  his  writing-table. 
Her  g^ce  wandered  from  the  open  cheque-book  to  the 
sheaf  of  bills  beside  it.  The  ink,  still  wet  on  the  slip, 
entitled  Madame  Radegonde  Ltd.  to  the  sum  of  thirty 
guineas.  Harry  was  in  the  act  of  pulling  an  arm-chair 
forward  for  her,  when  she  hitched  herself  sideways  on  to 
the  table.  Then  she  leaned  forward  and  began  to  tiun 
over  the  stmnps  of  the  cheque-bopk.  His  eyes  widened 
upcm  her  witii  surprise,  mixed  with  an  inexplicable 
apprehension.  He  came  back  to  his  desk-chair  and  sat 
down  without  speaking. 

Magdalen  had  little  definite  purpose  beyond  a  vague 
curio»ty  in  this  examination.  But  as  she  glanced,  her 
interest  deepened.  How  methodical  Harry  was  I  Every 
cheque  had  been  connected  with  her  own  expenditure — 
as  each  stump  notified.    The  whole  of  her  extravagances 
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»  Odd  ^y.  i?:S7vSS4  '"^^  'S 

hoSe.  one  for  me^*?* '"^ '    ^  "f»-  <"»  for  the 

«*de<i  with  he^i^  ^i;;;^  "t^r"""^'  ""*  p^ 

He  motioned  tmrnO^^T  '  *"  *  "^"^  of  fact." 
"  HousehSw  s^«  ,^  "^""^  »"''  'i*'  of  the  table. 
*ach  accoift  Zt  S  iTl''  ^T'^  ''^enditure, 
left  the  book,  ^d^^^^^^-S^l^'rigW-  On  the' 
••  Do  you  keep  se^^^^^^J^"  ^^ 
then.  Her  tone  was  th^*  ^  ;/  ^^  '^  ^«  ^^ed 
He  d«w  his  brots^*.:le*r'^'=?  »T^  itself. 
veiystiU.  ^^y***"*'' and  sat  for  a  moment 

that  was  stS^^t^  C  ^l  '^'™^'  °*  '"^  *~'"'le 
cmtom  to  k^a  SZfe  sl^  ^r^^*^**'"' 
to  meet  the  w^kly  S!^  **  '^""^^  B»k 

She  interrupted  him 
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give  you  the  exact  figures  of  your  last  year's  income  i< 
you  11  wait  a  minute,  together  with  the  detail  of  how 
much  you— and  your  aunt— overstepped  it,  and  what 
stock  was  sold  out  to  meet  the  deficit.  It's  all  set  down 
here.  He  smiled  suddenly  at  her  downcast  face.  "  It 
would  not  be  unprofitable  reading,"  he  added. 

She  pushed  the  book  from  her.    She  was  frowning  in 
her  turn.  *^ 

cv^«  ^  ^^^^M*"-  Pawle  made  fuss  enough  about  it. 
—Shall  we  have  spent  more  than  our  income  this  year  ?  " 
'I  hope  not,"  he  answered,  glancing  at  the  cheque- 
book she  was  still  fingering.  Then  he  added,  and  once 
more  his  kind,  good  smile  flashed  out  at  her :  "  There's 
only  one  extravagant  lady  to  provide  for,  now." 

She  dropped  the  book  from  her  hands  and  was  silent  a 
moment,  swinging  her  foot.    A  horrible  little  voice  within 
her  was  saying :    "  But  what  about  you  and  your  ex- 
penses?   Am  I  not  still  paying  for  two?"    While  she 
was  trying  to  stifle  the  unworthy  whisper,  he  went  on : 
"  Of  course,  for  the  refurnishing  of  the  house  we  drew 
upon  stock  again." 
She  raised  her  eyes,  and  staring  at  him,  inquired  : 
'  What  do  you  mean  by  stock  ?  " 
"My  dear  Magdalen"— for  the  first  time  a  tinge  of 
unpatience  crept  into  his  voice—"  I  think  I  have  ex- 
plained the  whole  state  of  your  money  affairs  to  you  more 
than  once.   Besiaes  the  normal  sources  of  revenue  belong- 
ing to  the  estate,  your  grandfather  left  a  very  large 
accumulation   of    savings    from    income,   invested    in 
different  quarters.    That  is  the  stock  to  which  I  refer." 
"  How  much  of  it  is  there  now  ?  " 
He  controlled  the  resentment  which  the  growing  im- 
periousness  of  her  tone  roused  within  him,  and  answered 
her  in  a  dry,  slightly  satirical  manner : 
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■JIJ^^/k'*  "^  ••  ^  «w  ten  you,  tomethiiig  like 

S?rJ?Tv*'*?'"^  P*^*-    Would  you  cawto^ 
the  list  of  the  mvestments  ?  "  /«»  ««  to  eee 

Ja^J^:  ?f  Mid  slipping  oflf  the  taUe  briskly,  and  com- 

^nV"  ?"; .   *~*  '  ^°^^  ^  *o  ^^  tii  thouS^d 
pounds  out  of  it,  at  once."  ««wuwuia 

ch^sl^'^^ '"' ^"^  ^^^    He  laughed.    What  a 

.y!lJ^^4^  ""!*  ^^'  ^  y^  •'^P^ct  me  to  write  out  a 
cheque  for  ten  thousand  pounds  stndght  off  ?  " 
Can  t  you  ?  " 

>«Ilag.   broker's   buaine»-not   to   neak   oi  ^Sw 

P^m«na,y—"  he  laighed  again:  '^^t Ig"^ 

wmt  ten  thousand  pounds  before  luncheon  for?"   Se 

to*  rf  humorous  t«demess  which  was  generaUy  in  hi. 

^wl^  hs  regarded  his  child  wife  had  come  back  to 

^    S.'f  "  l*  T^t  had  been  lifted  from  his 
^•J^t  absurd,  what  horrible  fanc«s  had  not  h« 

^«I«ctedCTos»*«umnation  started  I  And  it  was  only 
^er  aU  to  mtroduce  a  more  than  usually  irrespomili' 
htrf  olly^ome  extruvagant  quixotism"  he  w^^ 
™mmt.  Ten  thousand  pounds."  he  repeated.  "  It's 
rather  a  lot  of  money,  you  know." 

-Hie  retort :  "  It  happens  to  be  my  money,"  was  risinc 
to  her  hps  when  the  sight  of  his  faci  turned  toward 
»  imsuspertmgly  filled  her  with  a  sudden  am^ 
ae  had  tod  herself  that  she  would  mZttisT^' 

t^'Z-^'Tv'T*'*^''^-  ShesatdoS^^nS^ 
taWe  agam,  this  tmie  so  close  to  his  chair  that  she  i^ 
able  to  lay  her  hand  on  his  shoulder.  "»'  ™e  was 

"  Harry  dear."  she  said  earnestly,  "  I  know  I've  a  lot 

iTr\,  ' IS""'  =P««1 »  »  "  dreadfuIly^eSi^ tay 
that  I  mhombly  extravagant.    I  am  ashaJ»ed  to  thS 
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^J!r  ^-    '"^  *^y*  *"«««  ">  «Jo  •  little 
good  with  my  money " 

a^r^^u^'  """'J^  l>e<«<i  M.d  k«ed  the  hand 

awl^°""'^;!  l!!!?"*^'!'''  '^  "*''•  "<J  d«w  he,  hand 
away.       You  have  not  let  me  explain.    I  don't  want 

^lmg8  by  mdiscnmmate  charity."    A  phraw  of  Isidwe 
Witt  a»  «mnd  of  t.    "-nie  crust  boliTht  with  d^ 

yation.     .  .   Hanyl"   The  pettishnea.  now  gave  olace 
to  mcenty :    "You  rememb«,  perhaps  yof K? 

2S^r^."'"'^*"^*'y-  HeJasstaxviS^ 
fiunt  with  hu^."    The  man  opened  his  Ups,  a.  ato 
anwer  her    But  they  were  foldS  upon  silSU  a«in 
He  looked^  to  face  had  become  Zo,t  exprS: 

a  fee^STce'"""''  ''^'^  '=°^»*- ""  ^^^  »« 
"Have  you?  "he  asked. 

♦«"^*t'     ?  fP^*®  °^  ^<^' <^e*«™ination  it  was  an  effort 
to  speak,  and  therefore  defiance  rang  in  the  word    "  Yea 
a  very  good,  interesting,  delightful  way.    The  night  voii 
were  away.  Mr.  Blaise  dined "  ^     ^ 

♦1."  ^!  '!.^-  ®^*^'^  P^^'"  ^d  Denvers.    She  resented 
i6 
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"  Yei,  it  it  Mr.  Bltiae't  pUn,"  she  repeated,  with 
lucreaMng  defiance.  "The  .  .  .  something  Review  it 
to  be  sokL  I  have  decided  to  buy  it.  Mr.  Blaise  hat 
promised  to  be  my  editor.  He  is  going  to  manage  every- 
thing for  me.  ItwiUbe— "  She  strove  to  remember 
the  philanthropist's  glowing  description  of  the  under- 
taking and  its  far-reaching  scopes;  but.  finding  that 
they  did  not  present  themselves  with  their  former  con- 
vincingness, gave  it  up  petulantly.  What  need  of  so 
much  explanation  for  the  ^sending  of  her  own  ?— "  Mr. 
Blaise  will  give  you  every  detail— if  you  want  it." 

She  did  not  realize  herself  the  offensivenest  of  thit 
last  sentence,  and  proceeded : 

"  He  will  come  and  talk  business  with  you.  whenever 

you  like "    She  paused  once  more,  for  her  husband 

again  failed  to  answer.  He  seemed  to  be  absorbed  in 
idly  drawing  some  fortification  lines  on  the  blotter 
"  Besides."  she  went  on.  "  it's  a  splendid  investment.  I 
should  regret  it  all  my  life  if  such  an  opportunity  were  to 
slip  by." 

Denvers  finished  his  bastion  trace  with  precision,  but 
a  smile  flickered  on  his  lips.  It  was  that  smile  that 
suddenly  enraged  her.   She  got  off  the  table. 

"  So  you  will  kindly  give  instructions  for  the  selling  of 
that  stock,  or  whatever  you  call  it.  I  wish  to  have  the 
money  as  soon  as  possible." 

Only  once  before  in  her  life  had  she  spoken  to  him 
like  that :  when,  on  the  steps  leading  down  to  the  lake, 
she  had  reminded  him  of  their  respective  positions— hers 
as  mistress  and  his  as  servant.  Now  the  facts  of  life  had 
singularly  been  altered  for  them  both. 

"  Stay.  Magdalen."  he  said,  as  she  turned  away.  "  The 
matter  cannot  be  dismissed  in  this  manner.  With  my 
consent  you  shall  not  spend  ten  thousand  pounds,  or  ten 
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tkouttnd  pence,  on  Mr.  filtiie't  ichemet.  U  the  op- 
P«tttnrty  ii  such  a  magnificent  one  a.  he  hw  evidently 
deKribed,  he  wiU  find  plenty  of  people  willing  to  tal» 
^vMitage  of  It  And  if  I  might\2Spe.7^e  mS^ 
•he  found  10  unbearable  returned  to  hit  lip*-"  it  would 

who  might  be  supposed  to  have  some  slight  knowledge 
of  bismess  matten-not  to  say  of  jouraSism." 

Am  I  to  understand "  she  choked.    "  Do  you 

refuse-do  you  mean  to  say  that  you  refuse  to  let  me 
have  my  own  money  ?  " 

"I  shall  certainly  take  every  step  in  my  power  to 
prevent  your  squandering  it  on  such  folly." 

^^'i!!^**!^****^'^*^*'W«y«»-  It  had  been 
always  hor  poetical  pose  to  be  bored  by  money  matters  ; 

to  play  the  Lady  Bountiful  as  one  drawing  on  a  fairil 
8t«re.  As  a  result  she  was  profoundly  ignorant  of  h^ 
nghts  over  her  own  fortune.  Could  mairiage  have  given 
^  r«dly  a  control  over  her?  A  sSddcn  doubt 
sewed  her  iMt  she  should  not  now  be  able  to  take  back 
the  powers  she  had  yielded. 

For  a  little  while  there  was  silence,  and  then  he  got  up. 
TTieaght  of  her  angry  face  pained  him.    He  would  have 

^*  j!!!  *??**?**  ^"^  ^*  »^«  ^^  "^J^  ^th  a  low  cry  : 
Don  t  touch  me  I" 

"  Magdalen ! " 

"  Don't  touch  me,  oh,  never  again.    Your  kiss  would 
xreeze  me. 

"  Blagdalen  I " 

"I  don;t  know  what  you  mean. '  said  Denvers.    He 
stood  motionless. 
"  Oh,  it's  all  so  clear,  so  simple  I "  she  gave  herself 
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deliberately  now  to  the  passion  that  possessed  her.  It 
is  the  penalty  to  be  paid  by  all  undisciplined  natures, 
that  they  are  often  betrayed  into  outrages  foreign  to 
their  better  sense  and  their  real  feelings.  "  The  com- 
monest story  in  all  the  world  I  It  happens  every  day  I  " 
Hysterical  laughter  shook  her.  "  The  poor  fool  of  a  girl, 
with  money,  who  is  married  for—for  love  I  " 

He  stood  hke  one  turned  to  stone,  fixing  his  wife  with 
eyes  darkened  in  a  countenance  that  had  grown  livid 
under  its  tan. 

"  Take  care !  "  he  said  at  last.  *'  What  are  you  going 
to  say  ?— Think  before  you  speak  !  Magdalen,  take  care!" 
He  had  begun  almost  m  a  whisper.  His  voice  gathered 
strength  as  he  went  on.'  It  now  rang  out  wamingly: 
*'  God  himself  cannot  recall  a  word  once  spoken." 

"  God  cannot  obUterate  a  truth  once  realized !  "  she 
cried.  "  Oh,  I  know,  I  know— now.  It  is  not  your  fault 
perhaps,  after  all,  it  is  the  curse  of  my  gold !  "  Tears 
strangled  her.  She  had  always  known  that  she  was  "Lydia 
of  Grosvenor  Square,"  only  that  she  had  tried  to  blind 
herself  to  what  others  saw  so  clearly.  "  Oh,  to  have 
given  everything,  everything— to  find  that  everything 
has  been  bought,  paid  for  I  Every  kiss,  every  tender 
word !— The  shame  of  it,  the  irredeemable  horror  I  " 

He  stepped  back  from  her  at  that,  flung  himself  into 
his  chair,  and  buried  his  face  in  his  hands.  The  high- 
pitched  accusing  tones,  broken  with  sobs,  torn  with 
anger  and  self-pity,  went  on : 

"I  am  beautiful,  I  might  have  been  loved  for  my 
l^eauty.  I  have  a  faithful  woman's  heart,  God  help  me, 
in  which  a  man  might  have  gathered  his  Ufe's  joy  I  But 
I  am  rich,  and  because  I  am  rich,  I  am  never  to  be  loved 
for  myself,  never  to  be  sought  but  for  what  is  not  myself  I 
I  might  be  as  fair  as  Helen,  as  tender  as  Cordelia,  but  my 
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money  would  still  be  my  most  precious  attribute " 

She  broke  off  in  the  middle  of  Blaise's  choicest  phrases, 
to  stare  at  him  with  wild  eyes.  "  Harry,  Harry  I  "  she 
cried,  in  sudden  terror  at  his  silence.  "  You  don't  speak  I 
You  don't  deny  1 " 

He  looked  up  at  her  then,  dropping  his  hands  from  his  face. 
It  was  but  a  passing  glance,  as  if  he  disdained  to  let  it  rest 
upon  her.  He  leaned  back  in  his  chair : 
"  Deny  P—No  I  " 

The  contempt  in  his  voice  whipped  her  to  a  fresh 
outburst.  Perhaps  she  was  glad  to  clamour  against  the 
inner  misgivings.  She  broke  into  that  jarring  laughter : 
"  Oh,  of  course,  you  have  nothing  to  reproach  yourself 
with.  You're  an  honourable  mai:  You're  a  man  of 
business.  You  would  not  stint  me  of  what  I  have  bought 
—you  would  dehver  it  of  the  best  quahty  possible,  your 
attentions,  your  caresses  ..." 
"Stop!" 

The  single  word  seemed  to  fill  the  room  with  its 
sound.  He  had  sprung  to  his  feet.  Before  the  wrath  that 
fulminated  from  him,  her  own  was  crumpled  up;  it  withered 
away,  a  mere  kindling  of  straw  before  a  great  fire.  The 
tears  still  standing  on  her  cheeks,  her  mouth  still  parted 
upon  an  insult,  she  stared,  and  her  heart  knew  terror. 
It  seemed  to  her  that  she  had  never  seen  anger  before. 
She  recalled  his  face  in  the  lantern  glimmer,  as  he  had 
flung  Derehall  out  of  the  boat :  it  had  not  looked  Uke  this  1 
For  what  appeared  to  her  a  long  time,  there  was  no 
sound  in  the  room  but  that  of  his  quick  breathing.  He  leant 
with  one  clenched  hand  on  the  writing-table,  and  she  saw, 
as  he  did  so,  the  tremor  run  from  his  arm  to  his  shoulder! 
He  spoke  at  last ;  his  voice,  though  hoarse,  was  controlled  ; 
''  What  am  I  to  understand  by  all  this  ?  That  you 
believe  I  married  you  for  your  money  ?  " 
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She  tried  to  answer,  to  stir  up  within  herself  afresh 
the  passion  that  should  justify  her ;  but  she  could  find 
nothing  but  blankness,  a  dusty  whirl,  a  few  miserable, 
futile,  scattered  thoughts. 

"  Everyone  has  seen  it— all  the  world  thinks  so,"  she 
stammered. 

"  All  the  world  I  "  He  caught  the  words  and  flung 
them  back  at  her.  "  I  thought  those  fine  phrases  were 
not  of  your  invention.  All  the  world!  That  is,  I  suppose, 
Lady  Adelaide,  Mr.  Blaise,  a  couple  of  common  schemers ! 
It  is  natural  they  should  think  according  to  their  minds  I 
.  .  .  But  you,  you,  Magdalen,  my  vnfe  1 " 

He  turned  quickly  from  her,  and  stood  with  his  back 
to  her,  staring  out  at  the, strip  of  fair  blue  sky  above  the 
courtyard  walls. 

"  Why,  why  do  you  refuse  me  my  own  money  then  ? 
Why  do  you  treat  me  as  if  I  had  no  right  to  anything  ? 
Oh,  when  I  think  I  asked  you  for  it  I  I  asked  you  for  it !  " 
She  choked,  and  then  went  on,  with  injury  renewed : 
"  Why  am  I  not  to  spend  my  own  money  upon  others, 

to  try  and  help  others,  when  you "  a  sob  caught  her 

in  the  throat,  "  when  you  don't  mind  buying  yourself 
polo  ponies  with  it  ?  " 

He  wheeled  upon  her.  There  was  a  lightning  flash  of 
amazement  in  his  eyes,  succeeded  by  the  extreme  of 
scorn.  The  passion  that  had  leaped  in  such  splendid  fire 
before  her  had  given  place  to  coldness  again— coldness 
behind  which  she  vaguely  divined  something  implacable, 
something  terrible.  He  sat  down  at  the  table,  drew  a 
drawer  and  from  it  took  another  cheque-book  which 
he  laid  before  her.     His  movements  were  all  very  quiet. 

"  Come  over  here."  He  did  not  even  raise  his  eyes. 
She  would  have  hked  to  resist  the  peremptory  order, 
yet  she  obeyed.    She  could  not  have  done  otherwise. 
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She  was  frightened.  "  Do  you  see  this  ?— Look  at  the 
name  inside,  Cox  and  Company — ^my  own  bankers. 
Take  it  up,  look  at  the  stumps. — You  will  not  ?  Come 
closer  then,  I  will  show  you.  See  here  :  when  I  married 
you  I  had  eight  hundred  pounds  in  that  bank.  I  am 
poor  compared  to  you ;  yes  certainly ;  but  I  am  not 
destitute,  Magdalen,  I  need  depend  on  no  one.  I  have 
an  income  of  my  own.  I  Uved  on  my  salary — ^the  salary 
you  gave  me — I  have  been  economizing,  investing  all 
these  years.  I  sold  stock  to  buy  those  ponies.  Read  this: 
*  Captain  Fortescue,  Three  hundred  and  thirty  pounds.' 
I  had  a  fancy  to  have  a  Uttle  play  in  my  life  again,  after 
so  much  work.  I  have  always  liked  a  deal  in  horseflesh — 
I  know  I  shall  turn  over  a  httle  money  on  them  after  I 
have  ridden  them — I  choose  to  explain  all  this  to  you — 
Oh,  but  you  must  look." 

She  beat  over  the  yellow  cheque-book,  cowed  by  his 
tone  and  look  as  he  slowly  turned  over  the  stumps  with 
his  forefinger.  They  were  docketed  as  methodically  as 
those  she  had  investigated  for  herself  a  little  while  ago. 

"  Hurlingham  Qub  (stable  expenses).  Morris  and 
Barnard  (cigars).  Cogswell  and  Harrison  (cartridges). 
Then,  with  an  indescribable  sinking  of  shame,  she  read : 
"  Christie,  Manson  and  Co.  (Italian  writing-table),  ninety 
guineas.  And  then  again,  "  Warings  (white  bearsldn  rug)." 

"  Oh,  Harry  I  "  she  cried. 

He  closed  the  half-empty  cheque-book  suddenly ; 
drew  the  other  towards  himself  and  tore  the  written 
cheque  out  of  it. 

"  That  is  the  last  cheque  I  shall  write  out  for  you,"  he 
said,  as  he  pushed  it  across  the  table. 

She  stared  at  him,  uncertainly.  She  had  gained  her 
point,  she  supposed,  and  he  was  giving  her  back,  thus 
ungraciously,  the  control  of  her  own.   But  she  was  not  so 
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sure  that  it  was  going  to  be  comfortable.  Suddenly 
something  she  saw  in  his  face  brought  back  the  sensation 
of  unreasonmg  fear.    He  answered  the  look. 

I  warned  you."  he  said.   "  I  warned  you,  Magdalen.- 
Hush  you  have  spoken,  it  is  for  me  to  speS  now- 
You  have  accused  me  of  marrying  you  for  your  money. 
That  IS  what  you  think  I  mairied  you  for." 
She  interrupted  him : 

f  J'l^^^i  "''' ''°  I  ^  ^^  ''^^  ^«^  i*-   You  manied  me 
for  love,  of  course  I  know  that." 

R,!l  y?f  ,^^^ong-  I  loved  you,  oh  yes.  I  loved  you  I 
But  I  did  not  marry  you  because  of  that.  I  married  you 
because  I  pitied  you."  He  rose  as  he  spoke  and  went  on. 
bs  voice  deepemng:  "That  is  my  way.  It  has  been 
my  folly  and  my  bane  all  my  life,  that  I  cannot  bear  to 
see  a  helpless  creature  in  danger  and  not  try  and  help  it. 
I  mamed  you  because  I  was  sorry  for  you,  afraid  for  vou  • 
because  your  vanity  and  your  money  and  your  fcilish 

advl^t^  "  ^'"  '  P''^  *"  '^'"y  ^^'^^'  ^^^^  glib 

h,-^-  ^i?°l?S^^  *°  ^^'  ^*^^-  She  had  a  vision  of 
him  m  the  Old  Place,  with  the  blind  homid  and  the  one- 
^ged  jackdaw.  She  thought  of  his  stableful  of  sorry 
beasts ;  of  Mrs  Green,  so  stupid  and  cross  that  no  one 
else  would  employ  her ;  of  the  half-witted  garden  boy 
who  never  could  be  taught  the  difference  between  flowers 
^d  weeds.  It  was  true:  that  was  his  way  I  Humiliation 
seized  her ;  anger  rushed  back  upon  her.  She,  Magdalen 
to  be  mamed  out  of  pity  I  >     -e     c*i, 

''  It  is  not  true  I  "  she  cried. 

'•  It  is  true,"  he  answered  her  steadily.  "  You  have 
not  often  heard  the  truth,  since  your  grandfather  died ; 
you  have  not  hked  to  hear  the  truth ;  but  you  must  hea; 
It  to-day.  from  me.    I  did  not  marry  you  because  of  my 
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love.    I  would  never  have  married  you  for  that.    When  I 

mamed  you  I  made  a  sacrifice " 

'*  Sacrifice  I  "  she  exclaimed  shrilly. 
A   "i^^'  *?®  sacrifice  of  my  pride,  of  my  independence.— 
And  I  made  a  mistake— I  made  a  mistake."  he  repeated 
heavily.    "  I  thou^M  to  save  you  from  those  aboutyou 
who  were  working  your  ruin.    I  have  failed :   I  cannot 
save  you  from  yourself."    The  fire  began  to  glow  in  him 
agam.        What  did  I  want  with  your  money  ?     Ask 
yourself  that.    Do  you  think  this  luxury  with  which  vou 
are  surrounded  appeals  to  me  ?    Do  you  think  that  I 
have  bartered  my  life  to  you  for  the  better  brand  of  wine 
that  I  can  drink  out  of  your  cellar,  the  grandeur  of  living 
in  Berkeley  Square,  of  having  twenty  servants  about 
when  I  can  do  with  one  ?    You  were  so  sure  that  I  must 
be  hke  the  rest  of  your  chosen  friends,  and  making  my 
profit  out  of  you.  that  you  did  not  even  take  the  trouble 
to  find  out.-Hush,  Magdalen.  I  say  it  is  my  tune  to 
speak  now  I    You  shaU  understand  what  it  is  you  have 
accused  me  of.    What  greater  shame  can  you  cast  at  a 
woman,  than  to  say  she  has  sold  her  love  ?    Why  you 
would  draw  your  skirts  together  from  the  contaminkting 
touch  of  any  such  poor  creature,  who  had  sold  herself 
were  It  for  bread,  were  it  for  life !    How  much  greater  is 
the  shame  cast  upon  a  man  I    You  have  dared  accuse  me 
of  selhng  my  manhood,  of  trafficking  in  caresses  I    You 
have  dared  think  that  any  of  the  love  I  gave  you  with 
so  lavidi  a  heart,  could  be  bought— bought  with  your 
nuserable  money  I" 

"  Oh,  Harry,  don't,  don't " 

She  was  thoroughly  ashamed.  She  would  have  given 
years  to  have  blotted  out  this  hour  of  foUy.  Tears  were 
rwaning  down  her  cheeks ;  she  felt  her  lips  quivering ; 
she  knew  that  she  was  a  piteous  and  appeahng  spectacle,* 
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and  yet— wonder  I— there  was  no  movement  in  him 
towards  her,  no  softening  of  his  glance,  or  of  his  voice. 
She  supposed  that  he  wished  to  humiliate  her  still  further, 
make  her  apologize,  sue  for  pardon.  He  might  be  more 
generous,  more  understanding. 

After  he  had  stopped  speaking  there  was  a  long  silence. 
She  pulled  a  handkerchief  out  of  her  belt,  wept  into  it. 
But  so  far  from  coming  to  her  he  turned  to  those  odious 
cheque-books  again  and  began  sorting  and  selecting  from 
different  drawers.    The  sense  of  tension  grew  unbearable. 

"  Harry—don't  let  us  quarrel  I  " 

*'  Quarrel  I  "  He  cast  down  his  eyes  as  she  bent  to- 
wards him,  for  it  was  true  that  the  sight  of  her  tear- 
stained  face  filled  him' with  indescribable  misery.  "  Is 
that  all  you  see  in  what  you  have  done—a  quarrel  ?  " 

"  Oh,  Harry,  don't  go  on  like  that  I  "—She  had  not 
the  faintest  realization  of  what  was  passing  in  his  mind. 
Her  fit  of  temper  was  over,  she  thought  it  was  high 
time  that  his  should  be  over  too.  She  was  tired,  she 
wanted  to  make  up.  She  could  not  conceive  anyone 
resisting  her,  if  she  wanted  to  make  up.—"  What  does  it 
matter  who  said  what  ?  I  was  cross;  but  you  were  cross 
too.    Dear  old  Harry " 

She  wanted  to  sit  on  his  knee  and  put  her  arms  round 
his  neck.  A  moment  he  sat,  as  if  turned  to  stone,  while 
she  pressed  against  him ;  then  he  got  up  and  put  her 
from  him— put  her  from  him  almost  roughly. 

"You  don't  understand,"  he  said.  "You  have 
poisoned  the  wells." 

He  went  out  of  the  room,  without  another  word.  She 
stood,  staring  after  him.  Her  lips  began  to  tremble,  her 
eyes  to  fill  again.  A  wave  of  self-pity  overwhelmed  her. 
He  had  pushed  her  away  from  him  ...  I  He  had  pushed 
her  away  when  she  wanted  to  kiss  him  I    Nothing  could 
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excuse  that-no  impulsive  word  of  hers  could  ever  have 
justified  that  I  ...  The  haU  door  clanged.    She  knew 
he  had  gone  out.    At  the  bottom  of  her  heart  there  was 
miserable  apprehension,  and  this  increased  it.    He  was 
^eadfully  angry  I    She  remembered  his  white  face,  and 
the  haggard  odd  look  he  had  given  her ;   and  the  odd 
words  he  had  spoken  :  "  You  have  poisoned  the  wells  !  " 
What  had  he  meant  ?    She  glanced  at  the  table  and  saw 
the  scattered  papers  lying  about  it  and  the  half-puUed- 
out  drawer.    That  he  should  have  left  this  disorder  was 
so  unUke  him  that  the  creeping  anguish  of  fear  within  her 
mounted  a  Uttle  higher  still. 
"He  is  most  dreadfuUy  angry,"  she  said  to  herself  again. 
But  as  she  looked  at  the  cheque-books  a  new  thought 
struck  her :   Mr.  Blaise  would  be  coming  to  receive  his 
answer,  and  she  had  not  after  aU  drawn  the  matter  clear. 
She  hfted  the  cheque  to  Madame  Radegonde  and  folded 
It.  pondering.    The  last.  Harry  had  said,  he  would  ever 
write  for  her.  .  .  . 

Of  course,  he  could  only  have  meant  that  she  must 
m  future  manage  her  own  affairs  and  do  as  she  liked  with 
her  own— that  was  because  he  was  so  angry.  Would  it 
make  him  quite,  quite  furious  if  she  were  to  proceed 
without  further  consulting  him  ?  A  moment  she  wavered. 
She  took  a  step  towards  the  chair,  meaning  to  sit  down  and 
write  a  line  putting  off  the  philanthropist's  visit,  but 
the  next  moment  her  capricious  mind  veered  to  a  fresh 
wind. 

Harry  had  said  that  he  had  married  her  out  of  pity- 
Pity  I  He  regarded  her  as  a  child,  as  a  fool,  the  prey  to 
every  schemer!  Were  she  to  give  in  to  him  now  it  would 
be  to  admit  the  truth  of  every  slighting  accusation.  .  .  . 
No.  no  !  She  would  show  him  that  she  intended  to  manage 
her  own  affairs  and  choose  her  own  friends. 
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CHAPTER  VIII 
THE   BIASTER  GOES 

DENVERS  did  not  retitfn  for  lunch.  It  was  the  first 
time  that  he  had  failed  at  a  meal  without  letting 
her  know.  Magdalen,  after  vainly  trying  to  cheat 
the  discomfort  that  hung  about  her  by  extravagant 
shopping,  came  home  and  attired  herself  in  her  latest 
r^t-gown  for  the  dazzling  of  Mr.  Blaise.  She  was  irritable 
with  her  maid ;  and,  looking  in  the  glass,  became  discon- 
tented with  her  own  appearance.  On  the  landing  she 
crossed  a  footman  laden  with  bandboxes,  and  remembered 
with  loathing  the  unnecessary  hats  she  had  just  ordered, 
which,  on  second  thoughts,  she  was  sure  were  hideous. 
There  was  one,  at  twenty  guineas,  with  a  feather  so  im- 
mense that  it  was  destined  to  act  as  a  boa.  She  could 
not  conceive  how  she  could  have  chosen  anything  so 
stupid  and  ostentatious. 

When  she  went  down  to  the  morning-room,  where  sue 
intended  to  receive  Mr.  Blaise,  she  was  further  annoyed 
to  find  that  the  four  standard  wistarias  had  not  arrived. 
The  room  appeared  to  her  unendurable  without  them. 
And  when  the  visitor  was  announced,  ohe  turned  a  bored, 
not  to  say  inhospitable  face  upon  him. 

At  the  sight  of  it.  his  heart  sank.  "  It's  all  up,"  he 
said  to  himself ;  and  as  he  took  hold  of  a  light^chair  to 
sit  down  near  her,  his  hand  trembled  so  much*  that  he 
feared  she  would  notice  it.    But  Magdalen  was  all  ab- 
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sorbcd  in  her  own  grievances.  She  turned  her  discontented 
eyes  to  stare  at  the  blank  space  where  a  wistaria  should 
nave  stood. 

"Everything  is  going  wrong  to-day !"  she  was  saying 
to  heraelf.  And,  under  the  surface  of  vexation,  there 
was  the  horrid  gnawing  anxiety.  Hairy  had  not  re- 
turned. 

Mr.  Blaise,  whose  fortunes— never  at  lower  ebb- 
hung  upon  this  rich  woman's  whim,  had  here  one  of 
those  mspirations  which  Fate,  or  some  subUe  intuition, 
not  mfrequenUy  vouchsafed  him  in  his  moments  of  need. 
Dear  lady,"  he  said.  "  there  is  no  need  for  you  to 
speak.  In  very  truth  I  am  here  to-day  to  say  to  you 
that  I  have  come  to  realize  that  I  have  asked  of  you  too 
much.--Too  much  of  your  generosity,  too  much  of  your 
trust  m  me  I  Forgive  me.  I  was  led  away  by  your— 
your  incomparable  sweetness,  your  wonderful  under- 
standing. I  had  a  sudden  vision  of  what  you,  you  alone 
would  achieve  as  the  Queen,  the  moving  spirit  of  so  great 
ascheme.  Common  sense  has  been  at  work  upon  me  since  • 
I  have  sadly  fallen  from  my  soaring  heightsof  enthusiasm  '* 

He  smiled  indeed  sadly,  while  the  dense  black  eyes 
wlach  no  ray  of  light  ever  kindled,  were  watching  with 
a  desperation  every  shade  passing  upon  her  face. 

She  sat  gazing  down  at  her  folded  hands,  listening.  He 
saw  the  bored,  almost  sullen,  expression  give  way ;  saw 
that  his  words  at  first  surprised,  then  touched' her; 
that  sympathy  for  him,  even  pleasure  in  his  company' 
was  coming  back  to  her—Clearly  he  was  on  the  right 
track.  He  drew  the  quick  breath  of  a  man  who  feels 
the  relief  from  oppression,  and  proceeded : 

"  I  have  been  taking  myself  to  task  very  seriously  I 
assure  you.  '  It  is  almost,'  I  said  to  myself,  '  as  if  you, 
Isidore  Blaise,  had  been  taking  advantage  of  this  most 
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gracious  and  disiaterepted  lady,  of  her  wonderful  thought 
for  others,  her  wonderful  forgetfuhiess  of  self.'— Oh,  I 
know  that  you  would  exonerate  me,  but  I  must  not,  I 
cannot  let  you  put  yourself  in  a  position  which  so  many 
might  Uame  I  I  will  bring  my  scheme  to  some  hard 
business  man  "—his  smile  became  accentuated  in 
pathos^"  who  may  think  of  the  profit,  whose  keen 
money-making  glance  may  see  that  the  chances  out- 
weigh the  risks  I  ...  For  it  is  useless  to  deny  that 
there  are  risks." 

He  paused.  This  was  his  utmost  stretch  of  daring : 
were  she  to  take  him  at  his  word,  now,  he  had  indeed 
burnt  his  ships.  , 

But  with  this  last  phrase,  ICr.  Blaise  had  very  success- 
fully baited  the  trap.  Never  had  his  astuteness  better 
served  him.  He  was  humble  and  straightforward; 
he  did  not  hint  at  the  restraint  of  marriage,  nor  otdiquelj' 
taunt  her,  as  on  former  occasions,  with  the  difference 
between  Mrs.  Denvers  and  Miss  Tempest.  Already  his 
attitude  of  deference,  his  words  of  admLration,  as  reveren- 
tial as  they  were  ardent,  had  been  as  bahn  to  her  wounded 
spirit.  Now  this  withdrawal  of  his  appeal,  the  admission 
of  possible  risk,  seemed  to  her  so  strong  a  guarantee  of 
good  faith,  that  she  flushed  with  a  sense  of  triumph. 
"  If  Hairy  were  here,"  she  thought,  "  he  would  see  that 
all  my  friends  are  not  schemers." 

"  Mr.  Blaise,"  she  said  nobly,  "  I  have  told  you  that 
my  great  desire  was  to  help.  I  have  not  changed.  You 
have  shown  me  the  way.  If  there  is  risk,  I  will  take  the 
risk." 

The  solemnity  of  this  utterance  was  slightly  marred 
by  the  fact  that  she  said :  "  If  there  is  wisk,  I  will  take 
the  wisk." 

Mr.  Blaise  fell  on  his  knee,  caught  her  hand  and  kissed 


THE  IfASTER  GOES  255 

it.  Itwtiperhtpf.m»piteofitf.floiirtth.oneofthemoit 
spontaneous  actions  of  his  life. 

"I  worship  you,"  he  said  with  fervour. 

Ifogiklen  had  been  wishing,  a  moment  before,  for  her 
husband's  presence :  had  Denvers  been  on  thi  sccmT 
there  was  httle  doubt  that  Mr.  Blaise  would  have  gon^ 

Derehall  had  gone  overboard.~But  Magdalen's  instincts 
were  quite  acute  enough  to  perceive  that  the  philan- 
thropist had  very  accurately  described  his  own  feelings  at 
the  moment.   She  had  no  objection  to  being  wor8hS)ed 


As  ^  went  up  to  dress  for  dinner,  life  appeared  to  her 
dirtinctly  more  pleasant  and  interesting  than  a  few  hours 

t^i  •,      *^  ^^^  remained  discussing  the  details 
of     their  plan  "  ;   and  every  phrase  of  his  seemed  to 
place  her  more  securely  on  her  pedestal.    She  was  to  be 
the  leader  of  a  great  work,  the  centre  of  a  thrilling  society 
the  adored  patroness  of  every  genius  in  the  kingdom! 
wer  quarrel  with  her  husband  had  receded  into  the  back- 
ground.   It  IS  astonishing  how,  according  to  our  moods 
the  ei^t  which  had  seemed  about  to  crush  us  will 
suddenly  become  unimportant.     She  had  arranged  a 
Uieatre  party  for  that  evening,  and  Clara,  ^  two 
^fforths  and  Mr.  DiUwyn  were  dining  with  her  early 

Among  her  many  faults,  Magdalen  could  not  count 
that  of  mconstancy ;  she  was  faithful  to  old  friends,  and 
in  a  soaety  avid  of  perpetual  change,  feverish  with 
emulation,  she  was  content  to  keep  to  her  own  circle  and 
^hcd  ^*^^"^  **>  ^y  stranger,  however  high- 

She  had  just  finished  dres^  when  Harry's  clean, 
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qukk  treftd  caught  her  ear  from  the  adjoining  room.  It 
confirmed  her  optimistic  mood  that  he  should  have  re- 
membered and  returned  in  time  for  her  early  dinner. 
She  dismissed  her  maid,  and  still  seated  at  the  dressing- 
table  where  she  had  been  selecting  jewels,  she  called  out 
to  him  to  come  to  her. 

After  a  perceptible  pause,  he  opened  the  door  and 
entered.  He  was  still  in  his  grey  morning  suit.  She 
turned,  smiling.  She  was  conscious  of  looking  particu- 
larly attractive :  the  misty  blue  of  her  draperies  and 
the  green  enamel  band  studded  with  pale  sapphires  in 
her  hair,  she  knew,  became  her.— But  the  smile  froze 
on  her  lips. 

He  was  looking  at  her.  not  harshly,  but  with  an  air  of 
great  sadness,  and  as  from  a  distance.    And,  behind  the 
sadness,  she  felt  something  of  decision,  of  rdentlessness, 
of  finality.    Terror  sprang  upon  her. 
"  What  is  it  ?  "  she  said. 
"  I  had  forgotten  the  theatre  to-night." 
Her  spirit  rebounded  at  the  everyday  words. 
"  You  have  plenty  of  time,"  she  said  eagerly—"  they 
won't  be  here  for  another  half-hour." 

"  Half  an  hour "  he  pondered.    "  Can  you  give 

me  half  an  hour  ?    Well,  it  ought  to  be  enough.    There 
is  not  much  left  to  say :  everything,  really,  was  said  this 
morning." 
Her  heart  began  to  beat  faintly. 
"  Aren't  you  going  to  dress  ?  " 
"  Is  it  possible,"  he  said,  "  that  you  think  things  can 
go  on  as  usual  between  us  ?  "    He  came  a  step  nearer. 
"  Have  you  not  given  another  thought  to  what  passed 
to-day  ?  "  ^^ 

"  I  don't  know  what  you  mean,"  she  faltered.    Then, 
like  a  child  :  "  Don't  frighten  me.  Harry  I  " 
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riL^  V""^  '^  *P*»^  like  that,  his  anger  died 
Sr^X^  "T*i  ^^  ''^'  ^  tendemesX  h^ 
th^tened  to  overwhehn  everything  else.  But  he  hS 
^  *^e  whole  day  lacing  the  problem,  and  he  hL^o 
come  to  a  decision,  not  in  resentment,  not  in  wo-  i  *ed 
^  butslowly.  ineWtably.  tragically.'  out  S^^.;;:!, 
Mgfiol  her.  If  ever  there  was  to  be  a  chance  <or  their 
jomt  happmess.  now  was  the  moment  to  ^%.  h 
And  did  you  think."  he  said  at  last?\nd  he  s.oke 

husband  ?-When  you  taunted  me  with  having  marrio.l 

impossible  for  me  to  hve  under  your  roof,  to  be  served  b^ 

JZZZT'  *'  ^*  ^  '^  y°^  p»y  forlyorSSi^J 

i^ble  for  me  to  hold  you  in  my  arms,  to  Idss  you 
^^he^  grew  scarlet.    That  was  why  he  had  pushed  her 

A-1  ^  y°"  ™«^  that  you  are  going  to  leave  me  ?  " 

"  5!;^*'t^'*'^""*^  "^^^^^  ^^•'y  <>«»«'  ^notion. 

ch*na<!r  T       **^.  r*^  y°"  ^    The  facts  remain  un- 
changed.—You  are  rich  and  I  am  poor  I  " 

Stammcringly  she  began  to  protest   He  bore  her  down 
catching  up  each  halting  phrase : 

"  Yes,  now— now  you  say  you  did  not  mean  it  —Now 

you  say  that  you  had  not  understood-that  yoL  Liri^^ 

lon'ilnT'  ^""^^y  y^".  *"^*  "^*-  B"*  tJ»«  n«rt  time 
you  M^t  something  and  I  think  it  my  duty  to  prevent 

^oph^ts  makes  an  insinuation,  the  doubt  wiU  come 
b^.-Oh.  I  say  It  WiU ! "  he  lifted  his  hand  as.  once 
more,  she  mtemipted  in  violent  protestation.  "  I  say  it 
will,  since  such  a  doubt  could  once  enter  your  thoughts 
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Next  time  I  opposed  you— and  if  I  remained  I  should  op- 
pose you— it  would  come  again.  Why,  the  very  first  moment 
I  ever  thwarted  you,  the  day  of  our  arrival  here,  the  rift 
began :  it  has  gone  on  widening.    You  do  not  care  for 
your  aunt,  her  presence  is  anything  but  a  pleasure  to 
you,  yet  you  deUberately  encourage  her  to  remain  on, 
against  my  wishes,  in  the  house  where  I  am  supposed,  after 
all,  to  be  master— lest  she,  or  anyone,  should  say  that 
you  were  not  as  free  as  before  your  marriage  I    And  that 
is  the  root  of  the  matter :  you  are  not  as  free.    No  man 
or  woman  can  be  as  free  after  marriage  as  before.    There 
can  be  no  peace  where  there  is  a  clashing  of  wills.    For 
myself,  I  will  not  live,  a  C3^her,  beside  a  woman  who 
expects  her  husband  to  be  but  the  chief  of  her  courtiers." 
She  sprang  to  her  feet. 

"  You  mean  to  abandon  me  then  ?  "  she  panted. 
Her  soul  was  whirled  in  a  storm  of  contrary  passions. 
She  was  hurt,  insulted,  terrified  and  made  furious  all  at 
once  by  this  man  whom  she  loved. 

"  Abandon  you  ?  No."  Then  steadily  fixing  her  he 
spoke  the  words  that  he  had  rehearsed  a  hundred  times  that 
day :  "  Live  with  you  now,  sharing  your  riches,  that  I 
will  not  do.  But  wherever  I  go  there  will  be  a  home  for 
you.  It  will  be  a  poor  one,  compared  to  this.  You  will 
have  to  give  up  your  luxuries,  you  will  have  to  depend  on 
what  I  can  give  you— but  it  will  not  be  penury.  If  you 
will  come  and  Uve  with  me  ander  my  own  roof,  my 
wife-^ — " 

"  You  are  mad— you  are  mad— you  are  mad  I  "  She 
repeated  the  words  with  an  ever  increasing  excitement. 

He  had  made  a  movement  as  if  to  stretch  out  both  his 
hands  to  her,  but  dropped  them  by  his  ad«  and  turned 
away,  saying  dowly : 

"  Good-bye,  then,  Magdalen." 
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Oh,  Harry,  Harry  I  " 

He  stopped,  and  wheeled  round  quicklv    Th^ 
light  in  his  eyes  •  u«u  qmcuy.    There  was  a 

hen.,  see  the  cloud  rui  «<tUn  W  H,T  ^  ?"*  '^''^ 
enveloping  her  anT^SSg^'tSli'^^ 
young  face  grew  harf       ™8  °"  <>"*  from  hun.    Her 

threshold  he  spoke  agato.       **'^-*»"«-    F"""  the 

"  I  shall  write  to  vou  "  h#»  taiA  «« «„ 
found  our  home    aZj^  '     ^  soon  as  I  have 

shXh^^^hl  ^'^'^^^^^y^^co'ne  to  it.  Magdalen  I 
^i,^    ^«  P-"^  again,  "you  wiU  find  me     : 

at^J^K^^^T"*  ^^"  '^'^'  Magdalen  staring 
at  herself  unseemgly  in  the  elass  ^iSwl  ^^^^ 
clenched  teeth :     ^^  ""  ^^  ^"^'  »id  between  her 

"  I  hate  him  f-^Let  him  go  I  " 

S:itron'^S£^^^^ous^'^it! 
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My  goodness 1 


Diana  stopped  and  stared. 
Magdalen's  voice  was  harsh/ 


"  What  is  the  matter  ?  ^ 

"  You're  not  pamted,  are  you"?  "  cried  the  frank  Miss 
Spofforth.  "  I  say.  Mag,  you  know,  you're  looking  too 
splendid  I   It's  not  fair  on  the  rest  of  the  world." 

"  Come  along,"  said  Magdalen,  laughing.~She  hoped 
Harry  heard  how  gay  and  natural  was  that  laugh.—"  It's 
rather  late,  isn't  it  ?  " 

She  slipped  her  hand  over  Diana's  plump  bare  arm, 
and  ran  with  her,  still  laughing,  out  of  the  room.  It  was 
astonishing  how  much  it  helped  her  in  her  burning  sense 
of  injury,  to  know  that  she  was  "  looking  splendid." 

Clara  and  Teddy  Spofforth  were  waiting  in  the  drawing- 
room  ;   both  were  struck,  even  as  Diana  had  been,  by 
their  hostess's  brilliant  looks.    But  Clara,  with  an  in- 
tuition which  the  jovial  brother  and  sister  did  not  possess, 
glanced  uneasily  and  anxiously  at  the  over-scarlet  cheeks 
and  over-brilliant  eyes.   Magdalen  was  noisy  too,  laughing 
at  nothing ;    unhke  herself.    The  special  charm  of  her 
personality  had  always  been  its  delicacy,  its  subtlety,  its 
almost  shadowy  loveliness,  a  nymph-like  quality  which 
gave  something  ethereal  even  to  her  naughtiest  freaks. 
Magdalen,  this  evening,  all  chatter  and  dazzle  like  the 
most  advanced  of  her  modem  sisters,  presented  a  new  and 
disquieting  problem.    Clara  felt  calamity  in  the  air,  and 
kept  watching  the  door  for  her  cousin's  appearance. 

The  long  June  day  was  falling  to  its  loveliest  hour  of 
rosy  sunshine.  The  open  windows  of  the  vast  room  gave 
pleasantly  upon  the  great  trees  of  the  square,  and  the 
very  sound  of  the  traffic  that  poured  in  seemed  to  have 
gathered  into  itself  some  gay  element  of  summer,  some 
joy  of  life. 

Mr.  Dillwyn  was  announced — ^by  a  footman— and,  in 
the  little  clamour  with  which  Magdalen,  efficiently  aided 
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by  Diana,  surrounded  his  arrival,  the  caU  of  a  calMiiustle 
rose  pioctiigly  from  the  doontep  below.     Magdalen 
broke  off  in  a  sentence,  and  turned  quicklv 
"  What  was  that  ?  "  ^        J 

Clara  alone  noticed  the  haggard  look  of  the  eyes,  the 
quivennghp.  ^    ' 

"  ^A  !?*  «^"»«body  wanting  a  taxi."  said  Diana 
movmg  briskly  to  the  window.  "  I  say !  It's  Smau' 
wood  !-You  haven't  forgotten  you've  Mked  us  to  dinner 
have  yon,  Mag  ?  "  "m«cr, 

"  I  expect  somebody's  going  out."  Magdalen  tried  to 
^  m  her  most  indifferent  voice.  But  her  heart  was 
bcatmg  so  fast  it  seemed  to  take  her  breath  away 

One  portmanteau— two  portmanteaux."  announced 
the  gu-1  from  her  post  of  observation.    And  titen   in  a 

e^^./°'"'v  "™y'  ''''  ^^P*=^  Denversl''  ste 
go^n^y."  ""'"  ^'"'^  *°''  "^  ^^P*^  ^^"-«  ^ 
"  I^dn't  I  ?  "  said  Magdalen.  "  How  st«>id  of  mt  f 
Yes  he  s  gomg.  I  don't  know  where.  I  don't  know 
for  how  long."  -^-vw 

Clara  roM  involuntarily.    Both  the  young  men  kicked 
at  the  tips  of  then-  immaculate  pumps.    Thea  Dffiwvn 
turned  airily  to  Diana,  who  stiU  stood  open-nwrtlied 
staring  at  her  hostess.  «—»«««, 

"  JoUy  evemng.  isn't  it  ?  "  For  the  life  o<  hi«  1» 
could  think  of  nothing  else  to  say. 

"  You  will  have  to  put  up  with  me  alone  this  evening," 
Magdalen  cried.  "  Oh.  I  forgot."  as  the  door  <^ 
and  Lady  Adelaide  appeared  in  splendour,  "  and  Aunt 
Adelaide,  of  course.-How  tiresome,  we  shaU  be  a  woman 
too  nwrny  I  We  shaU  have  to  draw  lots,  or  something " 

She  harcUy  knew  what  she  was  saying.  Anything  to 
keep  the  sobs  that  were  rising  in  her  throat  from  breaking 
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out  and  dagnuang  her;  Why  *d  Ckia  look  «t  her  lik« 
that?  Why  did  those  sl!iq)id  boys  tiOTithek  eyes  away? 
The  thEobfaing  of  the  taxi  at  the  door  seemed  to  beat 
into  her  brain.  It  was  nmviqg  away  now,  growing  ftunttr 
and  fainter,  lost  in  the  London  roar.  She  put  her  hand 
out  to  clutdi  the  side  of  the  great  Florentine  table  behind 
her. 

"  Aunt  Adelaide  I  "  she  cried  wildly,  while  the  room 
swayed  round  with  her,  "  we've  a  ticket  to  spare,  do  you 

think  Uncle  Simon Do,  somebody,  ring  the  bell !— Are 

we  never  to  have  anything  to  eat  to-night  ?  " 

Smallwood  appeared  before  SpofEorth's  finger  had 
reached  the  wall.  His  wrinkled  face  was  twisted  into  its 
most  forbidding  expression. 

"Dinner  is  served,  ma'am,"  he  announced,  fixing 
upon  hii  mistress  a  gaze  that  had  something  piteous  in 
its  deep  reproach. 

"  But  where  is  Captain  Denvers  ?  "  asked  Lady  Ade- 
laide, bewildered. 

It  was  the  old  servant  ^o  answered  : 

"  The  master  is  gone." 

"  Yes,"  echoed  Magdalen  in  a  hi0i  clear  voice.  "  The 
— marter— is  gone  !  "  She  felt  giddy  no  longer ;  fierce 
and  desolate  no  longer ;  only  hard  and  cold. 


BOOK   III 


CHAPTER  I 
A   NOOK   IN   OLD  GRAY'S  INN 

CLARA  MA  YNE  dismissed  her  cab  at  the  Holborn 
gate  and.  stepping  through  its  arched  passage  into 
Gray's  Inn.  left  behind  her,  with  almost  startling 
suddenness,  the  roar,  the  rush  and  turmoil  of  the  crowded 
highway.  She  walked  slowly  and  gazed  about  her  with 
curiosity,  for  it  was  the  first  time  that  she  had  penetrated 
into  any  of  these  peaceful  backwaters  of  London's  mighty 
stream—the  ancient  Inns. 

The  October  sun.  towards  the  setting  hour,  lay  cokilv 
yellow  on  old  brick  and  stone.  Life's  fever,  she  thought 
seemed  to  have  forsaken  this  place ;  and  then,  with  a 
pang,  she  asked  herself  why  Harry,  of  aU  men  she  knew 
the  most  mstinct  with  vitality,  had  chosen  it  for  his 
sohtary  dwelling. 

Since  that  June  night  of  the  theatre  party— a  night  she 
could  not  think  on  without  horror— she  had  seen  next 
to  nothing  of  Magdalen,  and  what  she  had  seen  was  dis- 
concerting. Harry  she  had  not  met  again.  But  she  had 
had  two  letters  from  him ;  the  one  briefly  announcing 
that  he  would  be  away  for  some  time  and  that  he  would 
let  her  know  his  permanent  address,  the  other  (received 
the  day  before)  inviting  her  to  come  and  see  him. 
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"  I  have  found,"  he  wrote,  "  a  funny  old  set  of  rooms 
and  would  like  you  to  inspect  them.  Also,  for  other 
reasons,  I  want  to  see  you." 

Anxious  as  she  was  about  him,  and  deeply  disturbed  by 
the  disaster  to  his  happiness,  she  had  longed  for  this  meet- 
ing. Yet,  as  the  moment  approached,  she  half  dreaded 
It.  Pensively  she  crossed  the  old-world  courts,  where 
Mttle  companies  of  peclang  and  strutting  pigeons  hardly 
fluttered  from  her  advance  and  closed  again  behind  her  • 
traversed  silent  passages  with  here  and  there  a  gUmpse 
of  some  munemorial  tree,  rising  high  and  wide  in  an 
adjacent  walk,  tiU  she  reached  the  designated  square. 

On  the  western  side,  stm  slowly  pacing,  she  came  at 
length  to  the  open  stairway  he  had  named  m  his  letter ; 
and  here  she  hesitated  a  moment,  gazing  at  the  different 
names  on  the  wall,  untU  the  words:  "captain  den- 
VERS,"  newly  painted  in  fresher  white  upon  a  denser 
black  than  the  rest,  seemed  to  leap  at  her.  As  she  went 
up  the  wide  stairs,  each  tread  sounding  unusually  loud 
on  the  bare  boards,  she  strove  to  get  hereelf  weU  under 
control.— Above  all  she  must  show  no  emotion,  she  told 
herself :  Harry  was  proud  and  would  resent  syn^thy. 

On  the  topmost  landing  she  stopped  to  breathe  a 
moment,  then  pulled  the  old-fashioned  bell. 

This  was  an  attic  set.  she  noted,  and  wondered  if  his 
were  direly  tightened  purse-strings.  .  .  .  Could  that  be 
why  he  had  drifted  hither  ?    Poor  Harry  I 

He  opened  the  door  himself,  and,  at  first  sight  of  him, 
aU  her  tremors  vanished.   He  looked  so  natural,  somehow 
strong  and  self-confident  as  ever ;    his  greeting  was  so 
cordial  I    The  good  smile  of  old  warmed  her  heart. 

"  Come  in,  come  in  I  "  he  cried.    "  I  am  glad  to  see 
you.      The  clasp  of  his  hands  told  her  he  spoke  truth 
and  so  did  the  ring  of  pleasure  in  his  voice. 
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mdehght  and  astonishment.  Tlie  room  was  S)MeM 
h««th  Mue-tUed ;   the  Mr  was  frag^it  with^S 

M  oeeswax  and  turpennne— that  polish  that  had  »iv«, 
so  mcompa«ble  a  gieam  to  the'age-darkw^wOT^ 
J^^  ot  the  centuryK,ld  planelrees  rJZJ-^y 
across  the  purview  of  the  windows.  Thev  were  «>S 
b^wn.  bathed  in  the  evening  light  a^?  tlfaS^ 

cidl^vLSX^Hofa^r-v;;^'"* » "r"^ 

inthetree-t4s!BkeW™d^  ^a„-,^'^'  '"';"'  ""^ 
ShenanJ?;.^      .    ^         And  how  good  it  smells  I  " 

*^Sd^^jf?"^'^'''"°«^<»*'y-  Here 
ame  fc^^  .i  ?  *™"*"" '^  """^  *en-  They 
^  ton  the  old  house-salvage  from  the  ship  that 

h^  gOM  down  wtfh  Hatry-s  fortunes  on  his  fatWs 
S  ^  «»Id,  even  further  back  in  memory*  hfve 
rf^,^  J^."!.*^  "P*^-""  '«<"»=  of  thai  ho^ 
hoJr  TJ^  ,l««l^been  the  real  home  of  her  chil^ 

^it  ^^^^^°^y  '*"  "P°°  ""  «♦  the  thought 
ttat  It  shodd  be  bss  fate  to  have  this  second  wreck  in 

h»  hfe ;  and  quickly  upon  this  came  the  realiza^  f i" 

rf  urpnse.  that  he  had  settled  himself  here.  Sas  much 

^^Z''  '*//'"™  *°  "'^  y"^  ^«  were  out  of 

IWcerted,  she  sought  vainly  for  some  pleasant  yet 
between  them.    Then  the  sight  of  a  sheaf  of  chiysanthe- 
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mums  and  beech  leaves,  flaming  in  a  copper  vase,  gave 
yet  another  swing  to  her  mind.  How  he  had  prepared 
for  her  coming  I  Her  heart  began  to  beat  quickly.  She 
felt  almost  faint,  and  put  out  her  hand  for  a  chair. 

"  No,  don't  sit  down  yet,"  he  said,  man-like  all  un- 
notidng.  **  I  want  to  show  you  the  rest  before  the  hght 
goes  down.~This  is  my  bedroom— not  much  to  see  here. 
But  I  Hke  a  camp-bed  and  barrack  furniture  :  it  puts  me 
m  mind  of  the  old  days.   I  should  always  use  the  big  room 

for  dining— kind  of  living-room,  you  know,  but " 

They  were  back  in  it  as  he  spoke ;  he  crossed  it  and 
hesitated  a  moment,  his  hand  on  the  handle  of  another 
door.  "  I  have  got  two  sets  of  chambers.  reaUy— the 
whole  third-pair,  you  know,  as  they  call  it.     So  I've 

been  able "  he  paused  again  and  flung  open  the  door. 

Clara  gave  a  gasp  as  she  crossed  the  threshold.  Her 
first  mipression  was  as  if  from  this  London  haunt,  she 
had  walked  into  the  bedroom  of  a  country  manor-house. 
It  took  her  an  appreciable  moment  to  realize  that  it 
was  the  twin  room  of  that  which  she  had  just  left ;  the 
same  green  trees  kwking  in  over  the  same  deep  window- 
«cats;  the  same  ancient  pandling,  the  same  carved 
chimney.  But  here  all  was  white.  Even  the  boarded 
floor  had  been  enamdkd  nHiite,  and  was  strewn  with 
white  far  n^  The  «^  notes  of  cotour  were  in  the 
fairtly  tinted  brocade  ci  curtains  and  bed-spread  and 
m  the  bowls  and  vases  of  flowers  kvisUy  set  on  dressmg- 
tables  or  chimney-piece— an  exquisite  casket  awaiting 
the  jewel  it  was  to  shelter ! 

While  some  outer  sense  was  noticing  every  detail, 
Qara's  innermost  self  was  struggling  to  cwitrol  the 
keenness  of  the  pain  that  had  seized  her  after  her  brief 
moment  of  fflicit  joy.  No,  the  flowers  had  not  been  for 
her  I    Her  coming  or  going  was  nothing  to  him.    Her 
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k»dy  We  was  to  gain  no  hint  of  sweetneis  in  helwM  the 
m«  die  loved  to  bear  his  loneliness-^cSSILly 

^nc^d^Z'rf.'^v'^l;^"*^^"'*-  Amount  Si 
wond«;ed  whether  there  had  been  a  secret  reconciliation 

^t  y,^  yj^  couple  had  taken  to  meetingTtTe 

Knir^ '"'*?  "^^^^  °^* '»^*-  It  wouldT  quite 
m  Magdalen's  vein.  But  no.  to  associate  such  chS 
and  undigmfied  doings  with  Hany  was  impossiWe.    E^^n 

beJin  ^u  I  r*^*  "^^  ^""^^  ^«-'  "  *hat  she  has 
been  in  Berkeley  Square  since  Saturday." 

^  Clara  forgot  her  own  trouble.   She  wheeled  quickly  upon 

irliZ^;  yj\don't  mean "  she  exclaimed,  as  a 

tonng  of  his  extraordinary  plan  began  to  break 

He  answered  her  astonishment. 
'  ^**~',  "***"  ^*'  ***  come  and  Uve  with  me  here 
^faga'' '*'''''' ^^  ^"^^*^y-    "I  wrote  Tow'; 
"WeU?" 

-yet/^  has  not  answered.    She  probably  will  not  answer 

He  led  the  way  back  into  the  living-room,  and  pushed 
a  diair  towards  the  hearth  for  his  ^est.  The  t^^ 
laid  on  a  low  table  near  at  hand ;  Vcopper  kettfe  ^ 

rfil'r  'cf^  *"'"^^  *^^  ^^^  '•  ^^  P"?^on1he  10^ 
In  sdence  Clara  watched  him  kneeling  by  the  fiS 

pc»rm  the  bubbhng  water.    Then  she  broke  out  • 
Hairy  you're  mad  I    Mad  tc  think  of  such  a  thing  I  " 
He  sat  back  on  his  heels  and  glanced  up  at  her  w^h  a 
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transient  look  of  trouble :  those  had  been  Magdalen's 
very  words  on  the  day  of  their  quarrel.  Then  he  put  the 
lid  on  the  teapot,  the  kettle  back  on  the  tripod. 

"  It's  the  only  solution,"  he  said. 

She  felt  the  finality  in  his  tone,  even  while  she  ob* 
jected: 

"  But  it's  no  solution,  my  poor  dear  boy  1  How  could 
you  think  such  an  absurd  plan  could  wotk  ?  " 

He  now  sat  down  in  the  arm-chair  opposite  to  her. 

"  Of  course,  I  can't  expect  you  to  see  things  as  I  do," 
he  said  thoughtfully.  Then,  in  another  tone,  quickly, 
as  if  more  to  himself  than  to  her :  "  It's  got  to  work  I  " 

"  But,  Harry  I  "       » 

He  was  on  his  feet  again : 

"  How  do  you  Uke  your  tea  ?— No  sugar,  I  think  ?  " 

"  Harry "  she  said  again.    His  hand  trembled  as 

she  took  the  cup  from  him.  Something  in  her  look 
moved  him  to  a  confidence  he  had  not  thought  possible 
to  make  to  anyone,  but  he  still  hesitated. 

"  You're  a  good  woman,  Clara,"  he  said,  with  seeming 
irrelevance,  and  then  :  "  One  of  us  has  got  to  give  way," 
he  went  on,  and  added  after  a  pause,  "  and  I  can't." 

Clara  absently  sipped  her  tea,  her  mind  working  at  fever 
heat.  This  quarrel  must  indeed  have  been  grave  to  have 
driven  her  practical,  level-headed  cousin  to  such  extremes. 
Unexpectedly,  he  answered  her  unspoken  thought : 

"  It's  the  cursed  money  I  Tiwyve  turned  her  head 
over  it.    She  suspected  me,  accused  me " 

He  broke  of!.  Clara  stared  up  at  him,  her  eyes  filled 
with  a  softness  that  very  few  evei  saw  there.  This 
was  scarcely  news  to  her— well  did  she  remember  the 
scene  in  the  white  boudoir ;  but  Magdalen's  tempers  and 
moods,  they  were  part  of  herself,  it  was  folly  to  notice 
them.    Beneath  it  all  there  was  in  the  child  a  good  heart 
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*nd  a  loyil  one.    She  said  as  much  aloud;   he  inter- 
rupted her: 

"I  cannot  be  doubted  by  my  wife-even  as  a  mood. 
1  must  never  find  myself  in  such  a  position  again." 

Clara  placed  the  cup  on  the  floor  and,  rising,  came  to 
ftand  beside  him,  the  better  to  emphasize  her  remon- 
strance : 

"  Bat,  Harry—this  is^what  shall  I  say  ?-the  theme 
of  a  ballad,  not  of  practical  life.  This  is  medieval  1 "  She 
laughed  m  spite  of  herself.  "  Magdalen  owes  a  duty  to 
her  position,  to  her  estate  as  wcU  as  to  you.  You  do  not 
expect  her  to  dispossess  herself  surely  ?  My  dear  boy 
Lady  Adelaide  would  instigate  a  lunacy  inquiry— I  " 

"Sit  down,  Clara.  No,  I'm  not  a  lunatic.  There  is 
nothmg   extravagant    in   my   intentions.      Magdalen's 

estate  shall  not  suffer.    But  it  comes  to  this "  he 

straightened  himself  and  gazed  beyond  her,  ahnost.  she 
thought,  as  if  the  vision  of  his  wife  had  risen  before 
him.  "For  her  sake  I  consented  to  share  her  riches. 
But  after  what  has  occurred  she  has  to  share  my 
poverty."  He  smiled  and  made  a  gesture  towards  the 
sun-ounding-"  this  sort  of  poverty-for  the  present. 

Afterwards "  he  paused. 

"Yes.  afterwards,  Harry.  After  this  lesson,  this— 
forgive  me,  dear  boy— this  comedy,  how  wiU  you  be  any 
better  off  ? "  ->  j 

"/shall  be  immensely  better  off.  In  the  first  place,  I 
shall  be  so  m  a  sense  you  do  not  mean  by  your  words. 
I  am  already  very  much  better  off  pecuniarily  since  I 
took  this  decision.  I  never  was  in  such  abject  poverty, 
you  know,  as  Udy  Adelaide  and  that  poor  girl  of  mine 
bwicved."  His  voice  took  an  indulgent  not  to  say  a  tender 
inflection.  "  I  had  a  littic  capital  left,  after  the  smash 
up.  and  had  more  put  by.  at  the  time  of  our  marriage ; 
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and  there's  a  fellow  or  two  who  believe  in  me,  and  between 
us  we  have  started  an  enterprise — yes,  Clara,  you  behold 
in  me  the  promoter,  the  manager  of  the  '  Ceres ' — an 
agricultural  insurance  firm  built  on  up-to-date  lines. 
It's  going  to  be  a  success.    In  fact  it  is  already  a  success." 

"  In  three  months,"  she  said  doubtfully.  He  corrected 
her : 

"  No,  it's  older  than  that— I  started  it  the  day  after 
our  engagement— and  now  it's  begun  to  pay."  And 
meeting  the  fresh  amazement  in  her  gaze,  he  proceeded, 
in  the  same  quiet  maimer :  "  Why,  surely  you  ought  to 
know  me  better  by  this  time !  Did  you  think  I  should 
ever  be  content  to  be  dependent  on — on  anybody  ?  In 
a  little  while,  a  very  httle  while  I  think,"  his  eyes  bright- 
ened as  he  spoke,  "  if  things  continue  as  they  promise, 
I  shall  be  able  to  meet  my  wife's  inconvenient  riches  with, 
oh,  not  wealth  to  wich  hers,  but  sufl&cient,"  he  paused 
again  and  his  voice  dropped,  "  sufl&cient,"  he  said  slowly 
and  almost  reluctantly,  "  for  no  one  ever  to  be  able  to 
tell  me  again  that  I  find  profit  where  I  love." 

Here  he  fell  into  silence ;  and  the  firelight,  leaping  on 
his  set  face,  showed  her,  who  watched  him,  that,  after 
all,  he  had  changed.  In  this  moment  of  deep  thought, 
the  animation,  the  look  of  determined  vigour  had  vanished. 
She  saw  that  the  fine-cut  face  she  loved  was  thinner, 
looked  older ;  that  the  lines  of  endurance  had  deepened, 
that  there  was  a  new  sadness  about  the  mouth.  "  Oh, 
he  has  suffered !  "  she  said  to  herself,  and  anger  against 
the  flighty,  irresponsible  spoilt  child  of  fortune  who  had 
brought  havoc  in  this  strong  life,  seized  upon  her  almost 
with  a  sense  of  ph}^ical  burning. 

"  So  you  see  I'm  not  so  mad,"  he  resumed,  breaking 
in  upon  her  tumultuous  emotions.  As  he  smiled  he 
looked  young  again  and  full  of  hope.    A  pang  seized  her, 
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lest  he  should  fail ;  yet  at  the  same  time,  deep  down  in 
the  recesses  of  her  soul,  was  there  not  a  mean,  unacknow- 
ledged wish  lurking  ?    No.  no.  she  could  not  admit  that 
If  such  a  thought  could  rise  it  was  something  to  walk 
over,  to  stamp  out  of  hfe.    Impulsively  she  cried  : 

"  If  I  can  help !  " 

"  Perhaps  you  might."  he  pondered.    "  But  above  all 
pas  de  zele,  Clara  !-But  I'm  neglecting  you  shamefully! 
What— no  muffin  ?    A  cake,  then." 

He  had  provided  a  coUection  of  that  kind  of  con- 
fectionery which  revolts  the  soul  of  woman,  however  it 
might  delight  the  schoolboy.  She  took  the  smaUest  pink- 
sugared  atrocity— she  would  have  eaten  a  plateful  had 
she  thought  to  please  him.  He  pulled  the  tawny  curtains 
across  the  now  misting  window ;  Ut  a  shaded  electric 
lamp  and  came  back  to  the  arm-chair  opposite  to  her. 
The  ta^k  drifted  pleasantly,  vaguely.  But  just  towards 
the  end  of  her  stay,  he  reverted  to  the  question  always 
uppermost  in  both  their  minds. 

,  '.' P®^®'^  ^  ^o^  <leal  in  my  favour,  just  now.  I  am 
buildmg  on  that  paper,  that  thing  of  Blaise's,  you  know 
Men  and  the  Hour."-She  stared  at  him  a  second,  not 
understanding.  "  I  mean,"  he  laughed.  "  it's  bound  to 
go  smash.  And  before  that  happens,  Magdalen  will 
want  someone  to  help  her." 

"But  Blaise  may  ruin  her  I  "  she  exclaimed,  practical. 
He  retorted  cooUy : 

"  Oh.  her  fortune  wiU  take  a  good  deal  of  ruming. 
There's  too  much  money,  anyway." 

She  shifted  to  another  objection. 

"  Magdalen's  very  proud.  Do  you  think  she  would 
come  because  of  failure  ?  " 

"  So  am  I,  very  proud."  he  said.  The  words  had  a 
hard  ring. 
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She  did  not  answer,  but  sat  watching  his  face  onc< 
more  as  he  stared  into  the  fire.  All  at  once  she  saw  i 
change,  and  an  expression  of  extraordinary  tendemesj 
spread  over  it. 

"  There  will  be  another  reason,"  he  said,  "  besides  th( 
outside  troubles,  that  will  bring  her  to  me.     She  wil 

come  to  me  in  the  end,  because  she  wants  me ' 

he  paused  again,  "  wants  me  everyway." 

As  later  on,  when  she  had  risen  to  go,  they  stooc 
together  on  the  stair  landing.  "  I  am  glad  you  Uke  m} 
rooms,"  he  said.  "  It  was  old  Mr.  Pawle  who  gave  me  th< 
idea  of  Gray's  Inn.  He  believes  I  want  them  as  offices  foi 
the  '  Ceres.' "— Denvers  gave  a  little  laugh.  "  Certainlj 
he  did  not  realize  it  was  for  that."  As  he  spoke  he  pointed 
to  the  lintel  of  the  door,  where  Clara  read  with  astonish- 
ment the  inscription— which  she  had  failed  to  notice  on 
entering,  and  which  was  more  explicit  than  the  one  at 
the  stair  entrance  :  "  captain  and  mrs.  denvers." 

"  My  dear  Harry  I  "  she  exclaimed  involuntarily,  while 
to  herself,  "How  sure  he  is  of  her,  in  spite  of  every- 
thing I  "  she  thought.  ^ 

His  last  \rords  as  he  took  leave  of  her  at  the  gate  were 
wistful  yet  still  secure : 

"  She  won't  find  it  such  a  bad  place,  will  she  ?— Not 
Mayfair,  of  course,  but  there  can  be  nothing  trivial  or 
depressing  in  an  old-world  haunt  like  this.  I  think  it's 
the  kind  of  funny  old  nook  she  could  be  happy  in." 

Clara  Mayne,  safe  in  the  cab.  cried  aU  the  way  back  to 
her  lonely  flat  in  Victoria  Street.  My  God,  my  God ! 
How  happy  could  she  have  been,  in  "  that  funny  old 
nest  "—with  him ! 
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''ELL.  I  call  it  just  dreadful,  and  so  does 
Chm.chin.-Chin.chin  says  he  would   n^t 

But  then^'^  'KtffoTH^'  '^'^'^^^  "^^  *^*' 
ffco  ♦«    *  u.  ^  ^pofforth  rose  from  her  seat  hv 

quMter  muffin,   and  possessed  herself  of  that  ladv's 

you  know,  he's  a  K?tle  LL^,r  '"*  '^'"' 

vi.Sr^.yThrou^clX:'^''"   "**^  ""» 

^rB^'  ^-"'•.x?"-^  Kir 

I  In.  ^  !  ^  ?°  P^^"^^'  "^^^^  Jeave  him  alone  !    In  fact' 
It  s  not  even  as  if  she  were  a  suffragette."  ' 
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"  Shockin',  shockin'  I  "  interposed  the  Bishop's  wido 
If  an5^hing  could  rouse  the  placid,  benevolent,  eas 
loving  lady,  it  was  the  burning  question  of  fema 
emancipation.  She  shook  her  head  and  looked  mo 
extraordinarily  like  the  late  Queen  Victoria  th£ 
ever. 

"  Mag  isn't  a  bit  of  a '  gette,'  you  know,"  her  daughtei 
high-pitched  tones  were  proclaiming.  "  She's  a  real  ol 
fashioned  kind  is  Mag.  Can't  get  on  without  a  ma 
without  lots  of  men.  Wants  to  be  worshipped  all  tl 
while,  like  a  medieval  lady.— No  h?.rra,  mamma !— She 
awfully  in  love  with  Harry,  you  know.  She  liked  awful] 
having  him  to  take  care  of  her  and  all  that ;  and,  if  yc 
ask  nte,  she  is  just  pining  for  him,  now.  And  I'm  sure  I 
is  badly  wanted  in  Berkeley  Square.— Ready  for  numb< 
three,  mamma  ?  " 

"  With  a  little  more  sugar  in  it,  my  dear  " 

Mrs.  Mayne  sat  silent.  Her  face  was  troubled.  St 
h?.d  come  for  no  other  reason  than  to  consult  upon  tl 
very  topic  under  discussion  with  these  kind,  everyday 
common-sense  people,  who  were  not  only  Magdalen 
relatives,  but  among  the  few  disinterested  friends  th 
heiress  possessed ;  and  yet  now  that  she  was  here,  sh 
was  at  a  loss  what  to  say. 

It  was  a  month  since  her  first  visit  to  Harry's  "  nook 
in  the  tree-tops— she  had  been  there  many  a  time  there 
after — and  events,  though  moving  round  Magdalen  wit] 
a  rapidity  that  was  startling  enough,  so  far  seeme( 
to  foreshadow  nothing  in  the  shape  of  the  desired  solu 
tion.  Magdalen,  feverishly  engaged  in  endless  futihties 
now  excited  hostess  of  extravagant  entertainment 
now  deeply  concerned  patroness  of  necessitous  unrecog 
nized  genius;  harassed,  wrangled  over,  almost  bulliec 
at  times  by  those  who  the  next  moment  were  ready  t< 
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Dear  me."  said  Mrs.  Soofforth    •■  if 
state  of  aSairs.  I'm  sure      I  n?^  '  "  ""^  "^ 

somethin- ought  to  ^Z,'    i  ^™'"'  ^^"^  »'"''  Di»na. 
aU  about.  Jfo  M^jaTel  "  '  '"'"  ""^ '"»  "l"'  "'s 

Clara  hesitated.  To  dismu  *i,. 
pride,  and  the  singular  rS^uttn^  ZTf^"^  '1  ""^'^ 
was  an  impossibiUtv-a^,  IT  •  ^  ^^''^  *•»«. 
atmosphere  PoThI^  ,*^'."  '"^  Mid-Victorian 
ably  lUve  ieen^a^"""^'*  ""'*""y  '^'^  "«Wet^ 
Diana  came  to  the^ue        ^"°"*  """*^<=-    «« 

Laily'^dk:?d;.L'?;r"i::i°"'  ^  «  «^- Blalse  and 
anyone  out  of  ^h"^  ^Z^7l^°l  T^  *°  <W™ 
»P«ak  of  all  the  less^Tj  -Z  L  ":.  ^^ '  ^ot  to 
youand  I  won't  fo^  t?atl2f '^1^^'  ^^■^■ 
sl'all  we.  my  Plincee  ?  rj,  f  ri,-  "*  day  ma  hurry, 
in  such  a  ra'bWerh^  ^^^.^^r'^"^^ 
creature  called  McFein  rio^o     li    !  '—There  was  a 

piecJ.      My  S   is^nf  ^^  *.''«y  ^-Jd  tear  him  in 
y    oeiiet   is-and    Chmnihin's    too-they're 
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quarrelling  over  her,  just  like  common  low  doggies  ov< 
a  bone.  Then  think  of  Lady  Adelaide — did  ever  anybod 
see  anything  like  her  new  clothes  ? — and  her  httle  theati 
parties,  and  her  little  suppers  at  the  Carlton,  and — wel 
we  know  who  pays  for  that  also,  don't  we,  Chin-chin 
Mag's  money  must  be  just  pouring  out — what  with  h< 
and  Mr.  Blaise — have  you  noticed  his  new  fur-lined  coa 
Clara  ? — and  his  new  philanthropic-literary  what's-hii 
name  .  .  .  the  paper,  you  know." 

"  I  won't  allow  it  in  the  house,"  said  Diana's  moth< 
with  great  severity.  "  Teddy  brought  in  a  copy  on 
evening,  and  I  was  shocked.  Quite  shocked.  There  ws 
an  article  in  it — er — er — ^about  marriage  and  the — tt 
race — (the  children,  you  know,  dear)  most  indelicate- 
most  impious  1 " 

"  That's  Eugenics,  ma,"  chuckled  Diana. 

"  I  don't  know  what  they  call  it,  my  dear,"  proceede 
the  Victorian  lady  with  increased  severity.  "  But  a 
I  can  say  is,  that  I  really  felt  it  an  effort  to  shake  hand 
with  Mr.  Blaise  the  other  day." 

"  Ah,  you  didn't  read  the  leader  on  Divorce,"  Dian 
winked  at  Clara.  "  That  was — oh  yes  it  was,  yo 
know !  " 

Mrs.  Spoflorth  grew  flustered. 

"  I  strongly  object  to  your  even  glancing  at  sue 
things,  Diana." 

"  But  it's  Mag's  own  paper,  ma !    And,  as  far  as  I  ca 

make  out "     Miss  Spofforth  took  a  sweet  biscu 

from  the  table  and  squatted  on  the  hearth  to  tempt  h< 
pampered  dog :  "  Come,  Chin-chin,  we  needn't  troub 
about  divorce,  till  we  are  married,  need  we,  my  liL 
bachelor  Plincee;  as  far  as  I  can  make  out,"  she  pr( 
ceeded,  glancing  up  with  shrewd  eyes  at  her  visito 
"  very  few  people  do  read  it,  anyway.    Teddy  says  the 
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'^llLi:t^,--^^y  «  ">«  "«■"».  ">«  that 
"  Diana— rotten  !  " 

you-re  littery  and  aS  that™  CouS  ir  "  "TT 
understand  how  unb^omin'  it  fe  0^4/70 1!^  h" 
husband  out  o{  the  house,  by  this  sort  of  thin^    It*^    ^ 

^D°;rrh;?ir/-"^^-"^^^^^^^^^^ 

"Oh    I  ^JL    •      ^ ^' " ''^'y S"^ husband." 
laugh^a\r-at"thr^oU«r''"-r'Jr-     ^'" 

been  to  see  his  rooms.    And  she  said  •    •  H™! 
ve«y  intewesting.    TeU  me  aU  atutl^tm  ■   M^Zt 

-^Sd^!=^-^-\:„- 

itlcfS^aJl^i'^-*  ^"^Jad'Sn  1^^,'Vl 
loojcea  at  me  as  if  she  w*»r«»  ♦«,«.  ,,«^ u  '^**' 


«< 


as  if  she  were  two  years  old 


cKn 


We  know  that  look  too,"  put  in  Diana,  dancing  Chin 
on  her  lap.  "  and  we  aiwo,^  *..i  »_  ../ "»°cing  Lhin 


lap,     and  we  always  feel  as  if  we  could 


little  bitmg  when  she  puts  it  on—And  what 


do  a 
did  she  say  ?  " 
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••She  said  "-again  the  rueful  laugh  shook  Clara- 
un   but  we  are  doing  such  wonderful  good  I    Wha 

f  m'fil!"-*"!'  **^."*  "L°"*y'  '°  ^°"«  ^*  ^"«  can  h«lP.  jus 

ii  ^l"  *^''  '*^'  **^  ^^'^^  °^  «*^««Je  and  failure  I ' 

Mrs.  Mayne  took  off  Magdalen's  lisp  very  cleverK 

much  to  Diana's  delight,    filt  Mrs.  SpJffoAh  remlS^i 

plation""^^^*^"^  ^'''^^^^^'  ^"  distressful  mental  contem 

"And  then    yesterday."  Clara  resumed,   "I  spoto 

u^     «i'^-  ^"^  ?^"  conside.-ible  disa^eement  betweei 
Isidore  Blaise  and  some  of  liis  staff.    And  I  felt  sure  thai 

wi^nof "lir  ^^?  ''"^  '^'  nev.'spaper  proprietorahij 
walked  out  of  the  room." 

"  My  I~That  was  a  clincher."  said  Diana. 
«rr«r^i,    T'"  v"""™"^**^    M"-    Spofforth,    leaning 

stncken.  hwitating  tones,  "do  you  think  there  is  any 
reason  reaUy~I  mean  any  dreadful  cause-for  vour 
co^'s  having  left  his  wife?  Do  you  thini;  thS 
a^hmg  between  the  unhappy  child  and  that-that 
abominable  Mr.  Blaise  ?  " 

litl^nlT"^  '*,  'F'^^^J^^^-    "  Chin^hin  is  a  moral 

little  dog.  and  he  says  he  can't  possibly  listen  to  such 

improper  conversation.    He'll  have  to  leave  the  room  " 

My  dear  IW I  "  Mrs.  Spofforth  was  much  agitated. 

stLlTn   "^  ^  *^'  ^^^^-^'"^  ^^^'  ^^-  Mayne'under- 
stands.  I  d  never  say  anything  indelicate.     But    just 

?n  J?;?  i"^""""'  **''  ^"  "^  ^^'  a"<i  uncomfortable. 
And  Adelaide  s  no  use." 

.J-ur'i  ^^  '"^'"  """^^^  *^«  irrepressible  Diana.  "I 

think  It's  Lady  Adelaide  that's  gone  on  Mr.  Blaise—'' 

Diana,  do  be  quiet  I  "  said  Mrs.  Spofforth  irritably. 
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Clara  smiled,  rather  wanly ;  tb*.  conversation  touch.A 

he  said,  mth  a  certain  rebuke  in  her  manner'  ^^  Bu  l!^" 
^paused  and  wen,  on  slowly :  "  r„  ^.^'^  s^^:^nt 
Xd     "1  V"|f* '"do"  Blaise."   She  paused  again  and 

^vrf.t°cV*'."'^<'y  Adelaide  either."    * 

was  a^iS^  "iSf  J  "y  ^  """'«"'<'•»  ~'-3in.    And  I 
was  at  school  with  her.    I'm  sure " 

Diana  interrupted  this  testimony  to  Udv  Adelaid.'. 
character  with  cheerful  ruthlessne^-  ^  A'Je^d" 

s^'  i^v  i^^°*  '*^'''*  Magdalen's  as  bad  as  she 
^;ir  .*"*'e'  y°"  **  ■»«•  »he's  just  burning  to  a 
reconahation.    Something  must  be  done,  aTrnf  Z! 

UU  pve  a  dumer.  and  ask  them  both.    Oh  yes,  they^U 

waZ!-'"jTA   '^^  ^'*"-     "»"*  she's  capable  of 
wallMg  out  of  the  room  as  soon  as  she  sees  him.'- 

Not  a  bit  of  It,"  said  Diana  decisively     "  None  of 
you  know  how  to  manage  Mag.    It's  t^'^easiestT^' 

SSl^d  tW  ^  **  '^^r*  '■"  '""*  t«"  ^  she's 
S  k  m^ht^V*"'''"**-  P"*"!"  "  is  aU  for  the  bes.. 
as  It  might  look  very  odd.    Then  see  if  she  does  not 

a::  "td  it*  V  ?V'  ~'^'  -  shallt  ATyoit 

S^ce,^s^em<^'".^T"-'"^""'  "t'  ^"^ 
Adel^de.''  '^^^       °*  <=°™^  *e  "o"  t  have  Lady 

M^  '  ^  -..'^'  ""y  ^^  *°  ^  POOf  Simon,"  said 
Mrs.    Spofforth   reproachfuUy.     •■  I   think  Adelide  is 
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treating  him  most  unkindly.    I  hear  he's  gone  to  live 
chambers." 

"  Not  that  Magdalen  hasn't  asked  him  to  stay  to< 
Diana  assured  her.  "  But,  like  Captain  Denvers.  he  cai 
stand  the  company— Yah,  pah  I  " 

Having  elicited  a  prompt  and,  as  Clara  had  foresee 
a  favourable  answer  from  Harry  Denvers,  to  the  invit 
tion  to  meet  his  wife  at  dinner,  Diana  proceeded  to  h 
task  of  securing  Magdalen's  presence.  She  determini 
to  undertake  it  in  person,  but  to  her  surprise,  found  th 
there  was  no  need  for  any  of  the  diplomacy  she  hs 
planned. 

Magdalen  was  pale  and  heavy^yed;  greeted  h. 
hsUessly  and  allowed  aU  Diana's  preliminary  attemp 
at  cheerful  conversation  lo  drop.  Then,  in  her  om 
brisk  way,  the  girl  plunged  into  her  errand. 

"  I  say,  Mag,  we've  asked  your  husband  to  dine  o 
Tliursday,  and  we  want  you  to  come  too.  It's  a  long  tin 
wnce  you've  met,  ain't  it  ? "  she  added  ingenuously. 

A  tide  of  colour  rushed  to  Magdalen's  face.  Dian 
held  her  breath,  awaiting  the  explosion.  But  then,  a 
she  told  herself  afterwards,  it  was  always  the  unexpecte 
that  happened  with  Mag. 

"IwiUcome.  Oh.  I  will  come !  "—And,  as  Diana  ros« 
an»ous  to  depart,  lest  any  further  words  should  spoi 
such  a  satisfactory  state  of  affairs,  the  heiress  flung  he 
arms  round  her,  and  pressed  a  kiss  upon  her  fresJ 
cheek. 


By  special  request,  on  the  night  of  the  dinner,  Clarj 
arrived  early.    Miss  Spofforth,  with  a  flushed  face,  alone 
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L*.'!ar.^*i::;'?;:T'  *".  '•""'y  engaged  in  moving 
S,r„.i,         *"'  "P°"  ^  occupation  was  she  that 
wthout  other  greeting,  she  seized  her  guest  by  the  arni 
and  dragged  her  across  the  room 

whirel  tatinH  •,'r''  '"""T"  **•**  » '^"'y  ™"«'  '   That's 
mt  5Mt     rol^  reconchation  to  take  place.    On  that 

^«nrofl  yousTl^^iT  '^'  •"  -r-t.-Quite 
-,..v       ""•  y°"  «ee.— Aren  t  the  chairs  soft      And  that 
ctiduon-melting I     Its   Chin-chin's    favourite      And 
took   ,mt  a  bunch  of  rose,  on  the  httle  Uble.    And' 

^  With"  •  We<Z'-""f  •.  y?;'~  "°'  '-"'"K  '-"he 
S«  i^'.Yw^i  °"  "  '  ""'y  ""■*  ••«'?  "coking 
vL_^„  i^^  '""y  can  resist  that,  do  you  ?    And 

^^T^L''?  v^°*  *''»'  J"""'™  8°'  to  do  ?  You've 
got  to  be  at  the  piuio,  M,d  play  sSmething-some^toe 
very  lovey-dovey.    And  Teddy  i,d  I,  and  si^3 

^Z  "S  "T  '  «*"*  "'W:  Don"  ^^h  "k 
I  ve  thought  out  everything  ?  " 

thlii*^  ^°"''?>.'  ''*"  P''-"  >*'<>  Clara,  and  patted 
thephunparo.    Diana  chuckled  excitedly.  "^ 

)»•♦  •r/'^w,*'"'*.  *"°*  *"■  Come  to  the  fire.  I  say 
^■.  1?""^'^;°'" '  °°"'*  "^<>  Chin-chin's  growls- 
he  s  OTly  afraid  we  shaU  move  him  away.-NaS 
httle  jtew-boy  I "  This  address  was  merely  ,Lnthe««l 

P^^^^aI  L^'^??!'*'""-  "I«y-<loyouknow," 
tf^^^.      !  ■^°'^  '"''y  confidentiaUy,   "  I  believe 

n?md  Aunt  Adelaide.     In  fact  I  think. "  said  Diana 

SSfh^l  a'S,'^"-  :''';'  P-ious  glad  .0  c^e 
Whout  her  l-And  I've  ordered  such  a  nice  Kttle  dinner  I 

gum  m  the  book.    It  amus«  mamma,  on  a  wet  day. 
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^l^rL  *T  '  *^'  *°  "^  '*  *°  y°"-  Now,  atten. 
uweonto-eh?  PtgeoHs  aux  olives  I  What  do  vo 
ttaJc  ma  wanted  ?  a  VoUau-Vent.  because  the  cook  d« 
^S^  IT"-  ^"*  J  '*'''  =  '  No.  ™.  there',  been  to 
Zf»..^r^,*'~'"  *^  «'•"'•«  "'"siness  already 
A^thm  the  cook  said-oh.  my  goodness,  you'd  neve 

«  la  FtnancUre  '—such  an  allusion  I  " 
Although  Diana  jofced,  it  was  clear  that,  character- 

.^rfi''.,       ""  ^"yinced  o{  the  importance  of  eacl 
Kem  m  her  reconciliation  feast 
Oara  hughed.  and  the  girl  went  on  eagerly : 

A  lit«  /°"  ^  ^^  '^"^"^  «"'■  (^'^Pi  go  round. 

fidSf. •'""'''*  °"  **"*  P'«*  °*  *oast,  so  cMy  »d  co": 

si.Ill!o^°*^  appearance  of  Mrs.  Spofforth,  and 
^uhaneously  a  img  of  the  bell,  put  aA  end  ti  any 
further   pnvate    conversation.      Diana    smuggled    her 

t^°::^th  ^'  "f '  1"^  ^^-^^  Presentl^^te,^ 
turned  mth  an  air  of  elaborate  detachment  to  Vreet  her 
Magdate.  came  in  with  slow  step,  her  eyes  feS  m^ 
on  some  distant  object.    She  was  aS  in  wlu^e  a^  loo^eS 
unusu^y  slender;    rather  fraU,  indeed,  mth  a  vivM 

hSie°LS?°Tr  *^  ***"  *"*  eave  her  almost  a 
d^i^f„  H         '*''  nevertheless,  how.  in  spite  of  her 

a^-rt^'^^^  «?"'  *•"  y°""«  "^  was  instantly 
aware  t^t  her  husband  was  not  yet  present ;  she  marked 
fl»  quick  br«.th  of  relief .  f  oBowed  by  a  shadow  of  St? 

r„  !^  1^  ;  ''**  ''''*^'  *o  m^t  him."  was  her  thought 
In  the  Irttle  fuss  which  Sir  Simon's  entrance  now  «a^: 
sioned.  Diana  pulled  her  fiercely  by  the  sleeve,  w^^?^- 
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'•Clara,  Clara,  look  I    Do  you  see  what  she's  got  on  ? 
My  dear,  it's  her  wedding-gown  I  "  5  r 

Mrs.  Mayne  gazed  at  Diana's  smiling  face,  while  she 
was  conscious  of  a  stab  at  her  own  heart.    Yet  she  wanted 
Harry  s  happiness~oh.  she  wanted  it  with  aU  her  strenrth 
m  spite  of  that  traitor  m  the  camp ! 

"  ^?Y  1®  <^<^How  de  do—How  de  do  ?  "  Sir  Simon 
was  distnbutmg  impatient  greetings  untU  he  suddenly 
recognized  his  niece,  when  he  drew  back  his  two  extended 
fillers  and  glared  at  her  for  a  moment  without  speaking. 

So.  It  s  you,  IS  it  ?  "  he  snapped  at  length.  "  Whereas 
Adelaide,  hey  ?  " 

"Aunt  Adelaide's  gone  to  a  rehearsal  with  Mr.  Blaise 
uncle.  ' 

'•  Ah.  yah  pah.  yah  pah  I  I  am  extremely  displeased. 
I  have  not  seen  Adelaide  for  four  days.  I  might  be  dead 
and  buned  for  all  anybody  cares." 

"Captain  Denvers,"  announced  the  neat  parlour- 
maid. '^ 
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CHAPTER  III 

A   FRUITLESS  ARMISTICE 

"Y  dear,"  said  Diana  after  dinner,  as  she  ai 

Clara  paused  on  the  landing,  before  follow! 

.Magdalen  and  Mrs.  Spofforth  into  the  drawin 

room      wasn't  Sir  Simon  a  blessing  ?    There  he  stoo 

sputtenng  and  yah-pahing,  and  it  quite  covered  i 

that  dreadful  moment  when  Captam  Denvers  came  in 

the  room -Did  you  see  how  he  stood  in  the  door,  ; 

It  he  had  been  brought  up  short,  and  just  devoun 

Magdalen  with  his  eyes  ?  " 

Clara  nodded.    She  had  seen. 

"He  looked  as  white  as  a  sheet,"  proceeded  Diar 

mictuousty,   "  I  could  have  shaken  Magdalen,  when,  wit 

that  kind  of  struck-silly.  wondering  air  of  hers,  si 

)ust  said  :     How  do  you  do  ?  '  and  turned  and  did  just  tl 

same  to  Teddy  I    But  still,  she  did  put  on  her  weddini 

gown—that  must  mean  something,  don't  you  think  ? 

XT  u\  *  ^°^  ^*^*  ^^^  means."  said  Clara  slowh 
Nobody  could  ever  quite  gauge  the  intention  undc 
Magdalen  s  actions.  She  was  capable,  the  elder  womai 
thought  bitterly,  of  having  donned  that  bridal  finery  jus 
to  taunt  the  man  to  whom  she  had  vowed  herseM  in  it 

And  how  do  you  think  the  dinner  went  off  ?  "  in 
qun-^  Di^a  wistfuUy,  after  a  little  pause.  Her  mem 
had  faUen  flat,  she  thought.  Captain  Denvers.  who  hac 
been  sitting  between  her  and  Clara,  had  eaten  scared) 
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anything,  and  Magdalen  had  not.  as  far  as  Diana  could 
pereeive.  uttered  one  single  spontaneous  word,  in  spite 
of  Teddy's  unwonted  efforts.  ^ 

J^?l'  Ti?  ^^'^"  "^^  ^*^*  ^^y'  "  »*  ^o'*'*  be  your 
th^l^*  ^T  ^''"*  «°  "S^*-  And.  after  all.  I  don't 
think  It  looks  so  unpromising.     We  must  manoeuvre 

^dalen  mto  her  comer,  hadn't  I  ?  so  as  to  be  ready  for 


i^X^^^""  "^""^^^  ^^"^^  "'*^*^^y  ^no'^gh  to  be  piloted 
to  the  desired  spot.     She  sat  down  and  stared  at  the 

?«^.     !w  ^^^  ^"^^  ^°^  ^^^'^  ^'^'  ^*h  an  air  of  indiffer- 

w!'  K  5  ,  Z^  ^l^*  ""^^^  *^«  d«^  Spofforths  would 
have  had !  That  she  was  sure  that  thSe  must  be  a 
^Huguenot     and  a  "  Black  Brunswicker  "  somewhere 

h^J^^  unpromising  beginning  the  parlourmaid 
handed  coffee,  and  Magdalen's  refusal  afforded  a  better 

Mf.Vi''^^  !  u  ^^^^  ^^"*'  "*^°S  her  fragrant  cup. 
Magdalen  let  her  head  drop  wearily  back  against  the 

vaunted  cushions.  "  No.  it  k^ps  me  awake.TvTblen 
sleepmg  so  badly."  c.     i  ve  oeen 

"  You  ?— Oh.  that's  horrid  I  " 

With  one  of  her  abrupt  changes  of  mood.  Magdalen 
sat  up  and  fixed  her  companion  with  feverish  eyes  : 

I  don  t  know  what's  the  matter  with  me  !-Do  you 
toow.  this  dress  is  simply  falUng  off  me.  I  haven't 
worn  It  since  Chnstmas.  Don't  you  think  I  look  hke  a 
scarecrow  ? 

"  I  think,  my  dear,  you're  a  very  foohsh  woman." 
IJut  fate  again  intervened  between  Mrs.  Mayne  and 


u  I. 


1 1 


\m\ 


u 


\i 


\i  -m 


I    ! 


286  THE  GOLDEN  BARRIER 

her  wcU-meant  endeavour.  The  trim  parlourmaid  caj 
flouncing  up  behind  the  screen  with  a  letterTa  tS 
which  she  presented  to  Mrs.  Denvera. 

"  A  messenger  boy  has  just  brought  this  for  vou  mai 
TTieyVe  sent  him  on  from  Berkeley  Square  KiT 
his  order  to  wait  for  an  answer,  he  iys  " 

Magdalen  seized  the  letter  from  the  salver,  and  witho, 

iS  "^"  V  °P^  '' ''   "  ^^^^'^  "°  answ;r/'  le  s^ 
imtably.    "  You  can  tell  him  so." 

J^A  1°''  ti®  accustomed  to  this  kind  of  thing.  I  see 
said  Mrs.  Mayne  pointedly,  as  the  maid  with<^ew 

tore  o^  r'  ""'  ,*^  P'^f" '  "  ""^^  ^^^^n.     Sh 
aropi.tAi  the  sheet  from  her  fingers 

I  ve  been  long  m  the  profession,  and  I  have  got  goo^ 
expenence  of  its  worries."  ^     ^^ 

air^^^'n^'^^  K  ^r""  "^'•"     ^^6^^^°  leaned  bad 
agam  and  watched  her  companion  pick  up  the  note 

Clara  glanced  first  at  the  signature— Herbert  Rn«.« 
baum-^d  then  at  the  last  shfet.  ""'^""'^^  ^^^^ 

"  I  am  quite  sure,'  "  she  read  under  her  voice  .slrim 
ming  the  words.  "'  it  is  not  with  your  ap^Ve^n 
^th  your  cogmzance.  that  the  editor  ^  MenZiTZ 
l^fom  treat  me  in  this  unfair.  ungentfelS^ 

manner I  will  caU  on  you  to-morrow  at  one  o'clock 

•  .  .    I  recognize  no  authority  but  yours  '    Va  n^ 

t:;'^t^tT.  '  W*'  ^^^  *^^  n^ive  on  MagcL'en. 
to«e.      that  you  had  anything  to  do  with  thit  Uttle 

fai'ntW^'  '^?fl  ?"  /*'^^   °^  '"^'"   ^d  Magdalen 
faintly.        And  he's  Art  Critic  on  my~on  the  Daoer 

and  he  wiU  drop  in  at  lunch-time-L  crit^izT  mv 
wme  and  objects  to  meeting  Mr.  McFein."  ^ 
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"  A^rf^'^Lf^i^*  ?"^^  "*"*  '^'^^^  a  note  of  sarcasm. 

And  Mr.  McFem  drops  in  at  dinner-time,  and  criti^ 
thecookmg.  And  Isidore  Blaise  drops  ii  at  ^TSS 
and  cnticizes— your  husband." 

Magdalen  sat  erect. 

"  How  dare  you  ?  " 

But  Clara  smiUng.  laid  a  hand  on  her  arm. 

vn?L      1  *  i    ^*  ''  "^y  profession.    Dear  Magdalen 
you  have  let  these  people  get  beyond  you.    Thev^re- 
sume  on  your  youth,  and  your  inexWicnUand— "^he 
paused  and  proceeded  in  a  lower  voice,  but  emphaticaUy 
on  your  unprotected  situation."  ^ 

Magdalen  had  listened  with  downcast  eyes.    Presuming 

3"tL7Hr'rr"^"^^'  WasitLin^m^u^ 
words  that  Harry  had  warned  her  ?  But  at  the  last 
ph^  the  anger  and  desolation  which  had  haunted  her 
in  secret  ever  smce  the  breach  came  over  her  with  fr^h 
angujsh.  It  was  by  her  husband's  own  td  that^e 
was  left  tbm  unprotected. 

"  I  can't  imagine "  Clara's  voice  broke  in  on  her 

troubled  thought.    "  I  cannot  understand,  of  aU  tte  .^ 

Magdalen  turned  sharply; 

Jl\  '^°".'*  ^*P«ct  you  to  understand.    My  desire  was 
to  help,  without  inflicting  the  insult  of  charity  tho^^ 

recognized  intellects-^and "  ^' 

..  "You  need  not  finish,  my  dear."  interrupted  Clara 
toe^^^T—"^    '^'    I^i^°^«'^  doing  from^begimiing 

tnrl^  wi  ^"""^  ?^^°°  '  "  ^"^Sdalen  interrupted  in  her 
turn,  hotly.  It  was  I-I.  myself,  and  if  you  want  to 
know  what  started  me.  it  was'  the  sight^^TevIr 
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forget  it  ?— of  Jerrold  Marvell's  famished  face  that 

^Y] "   She  broke  off;  in  the  defence  of  her  wou 

vanity,  she  had  forgotten  for  the  moment  that  the 
man  who  had  been  the  initial  reason  of  her  philanthi 
enterprise,  had  been  the  one  of  all  her  prot^^s  whon 
had  failed  to  benefit.    In  vain  she  had  written.    In 
Blaise  had,  at  her  order,  hunted  up  his  old  haunts 
his  few  associates.    Marvell  had  evaporated  like  a  n 
ing  mist.    The  Editor  of  Men  and  the  Hour  had  no 
slip  so  good  an  opportunity  and  darkly  hinted  at 
"  Tragedy  of  too  late  I  " 
Clara  supplements  the  pause,  saying  with  a  smil< 
"  I  think  Harry's  method  was  the  best." 
"  What  do  you  mean  ?  " 

"  I  mean,  my  dear,  that  while  you  are  spending  t] 
sands  unsuccessfully— except  in  so  far  as  Mr.  Blaise 
a  few  others  are  concerned— Harry,  with  twenty  pou 
discreetly  administered  through  me,  has  been  the 
strument  of  mending  the  rift  in  the  lute  and  the  forti 
of  your  poet— as  you  were  fond  of  calling  him." 

"But— but "  the  other  stammered.     The  bl 

rushed  over  her  face  in  wave^.   "Harry?  How  did  Hi 
come  to  have  dealings  with  Jerrold  Marvell  r  " 

"  Oh— he  just  saw  the  little  creature  wanted  help 
he  helped  him,  the  right  way.   And  what's  more,  we  fo 
out  Jerrold's  relations— quite  nice,   respectable,   p 
perous  shopkeepers  in  Cardiff— and  he's  been  preva 
upon  to  go  back  to  them.   And  now  he  is  living  in  posi 
affluence,  is  taking  up  national  pohtics,  has  written  s< 
odes  on  the  Spirit  of  Old  Cymru,   which  is  going 
round  of  the  Chapels." 
"  I  never  hea^d  a  word  of  it,"  said  Magdalen  faintly 
"  Of  course  not,  it  was  all  in  the  halfpenny  pres 
but  you'd  never  have  recognized  'Little  Davy  Evi 
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Their  eyes  met     In  r,I»™-. /^  I*"*   "»8^en  slowly. 
;;  Ves!  H^-  JS  I^^:  l:^^  ""^  ^  '0  bum'. 
You  see  a  good  deal  of  my  husband  then  " 

teristic  of  the-  wom^tro'SSToT^dTr^h  'T^ 
bread  out  of  words  •  ••  Y«  tTT-  •  ?  *"  ^  ^^y 
sometimes  and  we  have  a  S',t  •  .^^  v'  *"  '^^mooa 
working  toTwS  fr  '  V  ^^  :  ""^  *'"°  ^  «^  he-s 

lonely  people "  ^®  ^'e  two 

Magdalen  suffocated. 

"How  touching  I  "  she  sneered. 

in  aa^*  ''^'^  *^'  '"PP^^^  P^i<>«  rose  overwhehningly 
down-MagdCy^Jet^yi^  ^^  """'"S" 

^-^t  down"i^rsraiis.*i^e°'rront^- 

She  pressed  her  hand  on  Macdalen-«  i™«.  .    i 
seated,  even  as  she  rose  h«seK^  Vh?^      ?  \°  ^^^  ^^ 
admit  Sir  Simon.foUo^d  Sv^a^^a^t:'^"!!'  *° 

I^yDianatmedtheLmSer^SS^.'"*- 
Here  you  are.  at  last  f    M«  ,«  h,„-^„  ..-^"  , 
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aren't  you.  ma  ?  You  needn't  despise  us,  Sir  Sii 
We  play  quite  nicely,  we  never  revoke— -do  we,  Teddj 
No,  Captain  Denvers,  we  won't  victimize  you,  I  k 
you  hate  bridge— so  does  Clara,  so  does  Mag.  C 
do  play  us  that  lovely  thing — the  what-you-call-'e 
from  Hoffman's  Tales,  or  something.  What,  Sir  Sim 
Not  Uke  music  to  your  bridge  ?  That  shows  you  n 
tried  it.    It  is  so  stimulating." 

"Yah— pah  I"  Sir  Simon  stood  on  the  hea 
rug,  muttering:  "Set  me  down  to  play  bridge  ^ 
women  !— Bridge  to, music  I  Never  heard  such  a  thi: 
Then,  rubbing  his  head,  his  mind  shpped  away  to  ano 
grievance.  "That  parlourmaid  brushed  me  with 
frill  of  her  bib  every  single  time  she  passed  I  Yah — ^ 
—Petticoats  I  " 

"  Don't  mind  him,  ma,"  murmured  Diana,  as  she  d 
the  bridge-table  before  her  parent's  chair.  "  He's  get 
just  a  bit  dotty  -^nd  doesn't  know  he's  thinking  alow 
Chairs,  Teddy  I — Now,  Sir  Simon,  it's  not  true,  you  ki 
petticoats  are  quite  nice." 

She  outdid  her  usual  noisy  leadership,  trying  to  d 
attention  away  from  the  husband  and  wife  in  t 
screened-off  comer.  Denvers  had  given  one  delibe] 
look  round  and  crossed  the  room  to  Magdalen. 
"  May  I  sit  down  beside  you  ?  "  he  a^ed. 
"  Why,  of  course."  Her  detached  manner  matched 
formal  question. 

Clara  struck  the  first  chords  of  a  dreamy  Schumi 
piece. 


For  a  time  there  was  silence  between  the  two  wl 
minds  were  so  full  of  each  other.  Then,  under  covei 
the  music,  the  man  said : 
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•nade  liie  so  tiring      '^~"  *"  "J^  '<>  Wet  that 
the  hotel.    Do  vou  r^^momi^*!,    i -V^^  '*°'"®  ***c^t  to 

walk  home  t^tt^  .■-  ^^  *<^*"  **•  you  and  I, 
M^dalen  started  and  sat  erect. 
Home  I  "  she  echoed. 

i  CXdrcaTnTaifa,"'^'''"^*"^*- 

heSKa^?i^:.srs:'r£otat''r 

emotions  that  der^^ '.  J^^^  **  *"™°a  of 
the  paUor  of  iS^L  [hf  I  *'"'5'i*^*  »«««  of 
"He  does  LTi  iS-'         ''"™^  ""Joor  of  his  eves 

smfle  began  to'^t^mbrTute;"'  *™"""'="*-   ^ 
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I       ! 


Then  he  spoke  again : 

"  Listen.  In  the  heart  of  London  there  stanch 
ancient  building  between  an  old  square  and  an 
garden,  and  it  is  as  quiet  as  Teyne.  The  rooks  buil 
the  trees.  There  is  a  set  of  rooms,  high  up,  where  a  i 
has  built  a  kind  of  nest— and  there,  day  after  day,  n 
after  night,  he  sits  alone,  waiting  for  someone— sonu 
who  has  not  yet  come — ^waiting." 

Never,  not  in  the  first  days  of  their  courtship,  not  c 
in  those  first  days  of  theu*  happy  marriage,  had  he  w( 
her  with  look  and  vpice  as  he  did  now.  Her  heart  ] 
violently.  The  yearning  for  him  that  she  had  never  I 
able  to  stifle  came  over  her,  almost  to  faintness.  He  v 
on,  traitorously  backed  by  Clara's  passionate  harmon 

"  Listen,  Magdalen  I  There  are  panelled  rooms, 
there,  and  deep  window-seats  from  which  yov  can  ] 
right  into  the  tops  of  the  trees.  And  London  and 
roar,  the  fever  oi  it,  seem  miles  away.  And  there's 
room,  all  white — and  the  other  is  all  tawny  in  the  i 
light.  And  every  day  this  man,  this  dreamer,  this  watc 
fills  these  rooms  with  flowers.  To-day  there  are  yel 
roses  in  the  white  room— waiting  for  you." 

"  Oh,  Harry 1 "     She  could  not  speak  ano1 

word,  afraid  of  bursting  into  tears.     He  bent  dosei 
her  from  the  low  chair. 

"Of  course,  there's  not  much  time  for  dreaming 
the  day,  I'm  working  very  hard.  But  hard  work  m 
spoilt  anyone's  life.  It's  the  coming  home,  just  onl} 
wait — ^that's  hard.  You  know  what  a  cold  thing  an  em 
nest  is.  Oh,  that  nest  of  mine  would  be  so  warm — ^w; 
as  love  could  make  it,  if  love  would  come  to  it  1 " 

She  felt  her  will  weakening,  felt  herself  drifting  a^ 
on  the  tide  of  his  passion.  But  the  music,  falling  si] 
for  a  moment,  and  the  loud  wrangle  among  the  brie 
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SdT;  T^  ^  *?  "^^y'  *<>  ^^  chums  of  her  own 
pnde^  to  the  conventions  of  her  world. 

Magdalen—"   His  voice  had  the  note  of  nleadinir 

nfln  k'  **  ^^  "™*  *^'  «^™«  "»  overpowtt^i^Z 
of  afl  he  meant  to  her.    They  loved  each  o^  Th^ 

L  J^r  '1^  ^*^""*  ^  ^*^^'-    Sli^fchl^r^nLdy 
as  if  they  stood  on  a  pinnacle  together  all  mj«^^ 

«de«^„,  having  l.U^  away  I^'t'^^'^'TrC" 

J"t,1*n'  P"<'*'!°^«  ««»i»t  love,  it  m>  aUleTdwJh 
•tniggle  betwMi  them.    It  would  have  been  sw^Tto 

^  IT^^°^J"  eyes  and  let  h««lf  ^^o  iT^ 

ta^^o.^^ ''ST^.r""?'-  She  clung  to  Z 
rare  rocic  of  pnde.  She  could  not  lace  the  fall  tato  thou 
deptta  of  humjhation.  What  he  demanded  of  Cco^ 
not  be  accomphshed  sacredly  and  quietly  betwe<M^tl«.n, 

1^  ,^"* '  '^  ''"'"eht  of  Blaise ;  she  heard  the 

M^aaien— -  he  said  agam.  Ah,  it  waTuSair  of 
h«n^  He  M«s  usmg  the  weapon  of  love  to  deal  he^a^ 
wound.    Then,  as  m  spite  of  herself  her  whole  hli^ 

Z":^  l^  *T^'  «"  *"«•"  "<«.  Why  S^d^ 
not  turn  the  tables  upon  him?  Why  should  she  not  to 
ber  turn,  use  the  cry  of  that  tendeiiess  that  Med  C 
the  a,g,m»nt  of  the  tears  so  hard  to  keep  b^kFlt  ^ 
no  sacnfice  she  wanted  of  him,  unless  to  foreive  wh™ 
one  worships  be  a  sacrifice.  ^  * 

"Listen  you,  Harry,"  she  cried,  and  now  Clara', 

^Zrt  th  """f  ™T"'"y-  ^"""eed  sides  ITcamrto 
support  the  pathos  that  trembled  in  her  voice  "Do 
you  not  think  that  I  too  suffer,  being  aloiT  My  ^ 
house  B  gapmg  for  you  I    I  have  bec/too  proudto  »k 
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you  to  come  back  to  it,  but  I  do  now  I  Listen.  Hi 
It  has  been  to  empty,  lince  you  left  I  There  tie  t 
echoes  in  it  I— No  matter  how  I  try  to  fiU  it  with  pec 
iff  ahmy  me,  me  alone  I  Sometimes  in  the  even 
I  feel  quite  frightened— I'm  so  alone  I  " 

In  the  shadowy  half-light  of  their  comer,  she  i 
through  the  mists  that  spread  over  her  own  gase,  1 
his  eyes  suddenly  lightened  upon  her,  much  as  t 
had  lightened  on  that  afternoon  when  Lady  Adeb 
had  taunted  him  with  not  working  for  love  and  he 
betrayed  himself  in  a  single  glance  of  fire.  She  tremb 
upon  a  conviction  bf  triumph ;  but  his  next  act  j 
amazed  her,  then  dashed  her  panting  joy.  He  d 
from  his  pocket  a  small  gilt  key  tied  with  a  ribbon,  i 
held  it  towards  her. 
••  Take  it,"  he  said. 

She  let  him  put  it  into  her  hand  and  unresistingly  i 
her  fingers  over  it. 
"  What  is  it  ?  " 

"  Can't  you  guess  ?  "  he  whispered.  "  The  key 
love  1  The  key  of  home  I  That  home  high  up  am 
the  trees  and  lost  in  the  heart  of  London,  where- 
Do  you  know  what  is  going  to  happen  to  the  watchei 
those  rooms — ^to  happoi  very  soon,  Magdalen  ?  < 
evening  he  will  hear,  as  he  sits  listening  and  waiting 
the  footfalls  on  the  wooden  stairs— the  beloved  footfa 
at  last,  at  last !  The  steps  will  come  out  of  the  sile 
and  hesitate  before  the  door,  falter  and  stop,  and  tl 
there  will  be  the  sound  of  that  little  key,  trying  to  1 
the  lock,  the  key  will  turn  and  the  old  oak  will  groan  i 
the  man  will  start  to  his  feet.  And  there  he  will  stj 
perhaps,  rooted  to  the  spot,  in  an  agony  of  expectatic 
and  she  will  cross  her  husband's  threshold— his  Ic 
his  wife !  He  will  open  his  arms  to  her,  and  take  ! 
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J^them  and  hdd  her,  never  to  let  her  go  from  them 

He  was  Iming  dose  to  her,  speaking  these  words  into 
lier  ear,  m  broken  sentences.  It  seemed  to  her  as  if  the 
low,  urgent  accents  were  falling  upon  her  soul.  Un- 
c«osciously  dutching  the  key.  she  sat,  unable  to  do  more 
than  t  hold  herself  back  from  him.  She  knew  that  if 
she  turned  her  head  by  a  fraction,  he  would  kiss  her. 

and  that  If  he  kissed  her The  insidious  voice  went 

on : 

•*  Magdalen-come  back  with  me  to-night  I  Come  to 
^husband  s  home,  love,  and  let  everything  else  go 

"  Oh,  Harry  I  "  she  interrupted  him.  pleading  against 
his  pleading,  crying  out  against  him  to  her  own  heart- 
Come  you  home  with  me  I  How  can  I  go  away  to  you  ? 
Harry  Harry,  forgive  me  I  Don't  let  me  go  back  again 
alone  I  Oh.  Harry,  it's  so  dreadful  to  go  into  the  empi  v 
house,  alone ;  to  go  up  the  stairs  alone  ;  to  :.far  evexVl 
thmg  shut  up  and  the  door  chained  and  to  know  that  I 
wndiut  in  alone  I    And.  Harry,  to  go  into  our  room- 

aie  thought  her  heart  would  break  as  she  said  this 
so  hard  a  thing  was  it  for  her  woman's  pride  to  say.  The 
tears  overflowed ;  and  from  what  seemed  to  her  the  depths 
of  her  humiliation,  she  made  her  supreme  appeal : 

"Harry— the  house  is  waiting  for  the  .  .  .  masiker !  " 

She  dropped  the  key  and  held  out  her  hand.  But  he 
did  not  take  her  hand :  only  stooping,  he  picked  up  the 
key  and  once  more  laid  it  in  her  palm. 

"  That  is  my  answer !  " 

His  voice  choked,  the  sense  of  his  own  hardness 
catching  him  by  the  throat.  She  turned  cold  as  i.  an 
icy  wave  had  broken  over  her. 
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wa.'  n^X-C^otef  .■?  '^*  ^  «»«•  "  ^ 

live^de  you  in  yJL  w^^^  ""^  '"  -y»d 

n>en  you  have  oo/  forciven  m»  I    i.. 
generous  enoush  to  foreive^Fn^*      Ah,  you  are 

"   She  stopped    fSLLm  IT  '"°™"*  °f  ' 

It  seemed  to  hiftat^^  sh»™  .  ^^  ''*«^  '°  l** 
was  burning  lite  hV^  c^  tT."  °'  1"*  r'"*"*  "K 
in  her  ear^she  hea^d  S^pt''"/""'-  ^'^  *e  bl 
"  Forgive  P-pZvZlthl^J  ^  '  «^*  ^^t^"' 
ofthat.   ItwasthJ?Zr~    .     ***  "^^  any  quest 

Would  yoi  rt  t  tte  fi"  f  t7d^''  ""'  ^°"«'^» 
vindicate  it  ?  "  °  ^P'*^  me  if  I  did  i 

wiSV^i-^„;^*  "j^.^l-Ptly  ceased,  and  th, 
rang  jeeringly :       ^'  ^^  "  ""^  *">"  the  card-tal 

"Now  ifs  all  up-we-re  done  fori" 
her^fSl^"'^  *° '•" '^»-    ^  tears  had  dried  c 

diately  ensu^  amon^tS  n  ,  "^^^  *"<*  *»»« 
n»nl"  Shed«n^p^&  ,.7»"'«  a  cru< 
my  face  before  the  wS^  ^°"  ''^t  *<>  ^a) 

out  her  hand,  sajl^        *  *  *°  ""•  Spofforth,  helc 
"  Good-bye." 

cut'^h^rt^as'irS^/S'  te""*"^  *°  ^"  «"'-  -as 
Magdalen,  and  Uien  excha^  ""f- °"?'^*'^'' S'*"^"  at 

C-ara.   ^nvershadrt^Ted^r^^lie^^': 
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c  •m?"'e  °°*  ^^"^'  ™y  d«ar?     It's  quite  earlvf" 
said  Mrs.  Spoiiorth.  vaguely  discomfited.  ^  ^ 

Yah-pah-yah  I  "  exclaimed  Sir  Simon      "  Sunn^r  i 
P^  I  _  At  her  ttae  of  ^e.  Adelaide™*!.,  nXl 

"  Good-bye.  Uncle  Simon.-Good-bve  Diana  ••    M,. 
dalen  presented  her  forehead  indiflereSty  tT^relat"^" 
and  then  swept  out  of  the  room  with  Teddy,  w^wS 

^^7f%^™-nrrrra5^'.,;t 

reanimate  her  stricken  party.-"  Ma's  verv  t«^,  =fc  • 
made  ««t  UtUe  mistake' ar^'t  y^rmaT"  ^"^  *" 
Jfc   LTSv""^-  •  •   •  I'™  sure,  Sir  Simon " 

bJJtoi-t^irtLr'-    ''-P-toP-'hagooddeal, 

you  "S'si^""  °>ind  him  ma.  He  does  not  mean  it-Do 
m^^  1  J-  ™  I  '*  '  J"='  *  tw™8e  of  one  of  those  twelve 
mortal  diseases  he's  always  tellin|  us  about  I  " 

»™     .:  r*"''  '°  •*"  «>«  t^n^O"  o<  her  anxietv  anv 

"fiween  nis  knees,  stanng  mto  space.    He  did  not  t.,m 

httaTedTotat  "^."^'^  ^""^  fori  mom:^  ^ 
Hesitated  to  speak,  so  set  and  stem  was  his  face     ShA 

stret^ed  o^t  her  hand,  but  di.w  it  back.  Ij^nlyt 
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foli*?^  "*,  '^'«-  »°t  discussed,"  he 

•™8ouig.  I  nave  a  bit  of  work  to  finish  t<wueht' 
or^<5r^L°'^*y«-  Whether  itXh 
ae^^*^?'^  ^'""O  ""t^i-JO'    Misunderstar 

"Don't  wory  about  me.    I  can  wait." 
kev  Jllfr"*  ^'^y-  ^  '«>*  '«™«:k  aga'       the  i 

hers   V       '^•uV *•    ^'•y  Adelaide  is  sure  to  h 
wni  beau  that  s  necessary.  Good  night,  and  thank  you 

SL^S^  '  K*^  ""y'  ^y  y°»n8  *»n^." 

JJuna  summed  up  her  mipression  of  thTevening 
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CHAPTER  IV 
FOOD  FOR   REFLECTION 

MAGDALiilN  had  in  reality  by  no  means  promised 
o  go  on  to  the  Carlton ;  Lady  Adelaide,  diarmed 
.hr.^  u       .  r  ^"^  "*^*«^  ^'^^^'  ^d  mmiistakablv 

X„    k"^*"  *°  'T^°  '"^  ^^^^  fi"^  ^*h  Mr.  Blaise 

When   however,  after  what  seemed  to  Magdalen  an 

unconscionable  time  of  waiting  in  the  ante-room^h?saw 

between  the  double  doors,  it  was  in  the  company  of  twS 
warns.    She  had  a  faint  smile  of  amusement  o^^lZ 

Swt'"^  fl^t  ^^^y'^  ^'""^ '  ''  ^^  evident  that  tl^ 
mvitation  had  been  issued  against  her  wiU ;    the  un- 

d^ed  gu^t  w^  Ambrose  McFein.    Her  smi^e  became 
accentuated  as  she  addressed  her  relative : 

'Aren't  you  glad  I  was  able  to  get  away.  Aunt  Adelaide  ? 
j-You  did  ask  me,  didn't  you,  Mr.  Blaise  ?-How  de- 
^htfu^  to  meet  you,  Mr.  McFein !  How  did  it  all  go 
off?    I  mfrightfuUy  interested."  ^ 

The  dramatist  gave  her  a  pale  smile. 
I  think  it  promises.-Yes,  I  think  it  promises  fair." 

He  passed  his  degenerate  hand  over  his  flaxen  brushed- 

r^i  I  1  ^f^^  *°  ^^^  '°^*  "^"slin  stock  and  heavy 
roU-back  coUar.  with  which  it  was  his  pleasure  to  em- 
phasize  his  futurist "  appearance.  It  was  one  of  the 
odd  results  of  Mr  Blaise  and  Magdalen's  wonderful  scheme 
that  Ambr^  McFein  should  have  become  a  dandy  of 
the  most  offensive  description. 
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strnZV^^"  »»i<>  Blaise  in  his  deep  tone 

SfeSi^*'' ■^"'f '^°'^y=  tl.ere^a 
h«  W"  "^  ^~  ttey  had  met  a  few  hours 

fJlJ?"^^  ''**  ^°"'  "■*  y°"'"  she  was  savine  , 
forced  arnness.    "  The  dei  <!nr>ff„rfi,.      ""J™?  ' 

usuaUy-weU,  SpoSorthy     Oh  Un^<;-    "  ""'" 
Aunt  Adelaide.    Ifei^'  Js  V^^f  J™?"  "^ 
against  you  for  restiSn  \f  ^""^u^:,  "SsT  ' 

^h^^n      •     T'*  '  *°"^<'  "ot  have  spoUt  my 
njght  unpn^ssion  of  our  play.    I  want  it  aSTto  Z 

l>v^f''»°^'  °"  f^  ^'^"^  ^«  hand  from  H 

K^vS^Thl^tl^.  X^^'  ^I 

pened.— What  ?  ^^^^         Something  had 

intoXt^c-st;;^.:s:r'j-  ^  *^  - 

afforded  food  fnr^Ifl  supper-room.     Circumstances 

^^-lin^l^tSHhe'TfailaSaTttVh' 
and  other  mdications  of  prosoeritv    Ri.ic!' 

?thTs^Xttn?hi^iHl!r-- 

food ;  the  echo  of  the^  in  ^U^^.  °'  *™  "^  " 

had  rai?:s;^:/r,::t!:i^ «--- - 

nXTnZtl^.r'l  ^y-  -^-o'-tly  upon  1 

mtterofThrchc^r^  w'^k"'^'^''  "^'"^  » 
not  availed  toTelve  tl^  sW '^''"^"'  ^^^^o^'ty ' 

in  pi^?"^;tciled  7:r  "^  f  -■  p^""-"- 

F     «.  J     ne  exclaimed,  cuttmg  across  Lady  Adelaid 


>  tones.    He 

in  his  clasp. 

was  a  subtle 

hours  ago  at 

^ying  with  a 
5  more  than 
1  was  there, 
g  an  action 
hts  I—What 
me  then  ?— 
ilt  my  first- 
to  burst  on 

om  Blaise's 
i  only  just 
»  had  hap- 

hey  moved 
tances  had 
pite  of  the 
le  Albany, 
eyes  were 
f  the  Hour 
was  in  his 

as  if  she 

ipon  her. 
•n  in  the 
osity  had 

on-flower 
Adelaide's 


FOOD  FOR  REFLECTION  801 

rather  patronizing :  "  ReaUy.  most  interesting."  •'  Did 
you  not  say  you  wanted  the  wonder  of  it  to  burst  upon 
you^^to-moxTow  night  ?-It  wiU  create  comrit^'So 

"  ^J^^^^  comment,  probably,  as  aU  fine  work  must 
A  cajnte  ad  cOcem  abundat  dulcibus  vitiis."  quoted  Blaise 

Sat  M.S^  .^*^'^  '^'^°^'^"®'  ^^"  a^e  as  he  was 
that  McFein  was  innocent  of  the  poorest  latinity.    "  But 

Euge  /  we  diaU  stand  by  you-we  shaU  stand  by  you— ' ' 

McFem  bent  over  his  consommi  en  tasse  with  an  un- 

pontifical  .  .  when  everyone  knew  the  paper  was  a 
S  :fri  ^T  TNevertheless.  the  dramatfst^ed  not 
yet  openly  dende  the  editor.  After  sipping  the  ven^ 
te  of  his  cup  and  then  pushing  it  from  him   ^^ 

^tl^t^a^^T"'^' '''  ^^^'  ^°"*'  ^^"*^"*^^  ^--« 
hand^wfd.'^*"  ^'"^  "'^-^^^^  ^^  ^methmg  in  a  second- 
"New— -I"  echoed  Lady  Adelaide.  "You  are 
certamlythatf"  She  glanced  at  him  with  disfavou?  "l 
can  t  get  over  your  last  act.    It's  made  me  feel Yes 

v^'y^'  ^'  ^  ""!f  ^^hampagne,  thank  you.  thank 
you.--You  know,  my  dear."  she  addressed  Magdalen 
after  restonng  her  shattered  nerves  by  emptyW  the 

he^t^'pfr;"^'"  ^°^'  "^y  ^^'  Mr^  Skein's 
h^^f'  ^^^''^'^'  »s  a  morphine  maniac.  She  dies  in 
homble  agonies.  Literally  dies  for  the  want  of  the 
drug,  while  Armiger.  the  man.  you  know,  toying  with  the 
subcutaneous  what-you-caU-it.  the  horrid  litfle  squirt 
remams  callous  to  her  supplication.-Well,  just  a  teeny 
drop  more,  dear  Mr.  Blaise."  ^ 

"  Is  that  the  story  of  Flowers  of  Passion  ?  "  asked  Mag- 
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oalen,  tuming  her  inlantfle  «»  «.^  .1.  ^ 
She  had  roused  herself  ^ii.*^  ^^  **  *! 
•poke  with  U?e  ^  from  a  mood  of  abstracti, 
thoughts  a^„a^  'Pnghthnes,  of  one  who 
a  morphine  mwi^'i'  »h,-  i.  !  "*""  '^°  ^  »  Ph] 
Did  you  ev«T^«  m^'*'^'"*'«^«*y««« 
make  you  f^et?^f  moiphme?-!,  it  nice?-I 

*ouid  not  xcs*  :^  Zr^'""""  ^^^ 

experience  which  T  h,?    T,-     {*'  "  my  work,  t 

wiJh  second^^d  emotiCs'^Yes*'"''"*^-  J  ~^« 
very  Stimulating  ««/*  •  ^®®'  P«»^nally  I  f 

colTsta;^1:f'Sf4S:{^°-y'"t«nsifyin6."    ^e  fix, 

"Imj^'s^^ddX'Ti"^'^*"''"  <=^«^ 
is  to  be  luHed.   Don't  1«^' t  '^— What  one , 

Blaise  stSed  from  an  ^^k""'  *&•  Kaise  ?  " 
^^  anea  from  an  absorbmg  contemplation  c 

We?'l!£lI^^^«J:  "  \<^Sree  with  neither  of , 
to  deal  with  nf^S^*d!l^t''«»'^t  brace  oun. 
by  shutting  our  ey^to  ^'  "f^*|»-»ot,  dear  I 

*0  yoX'tt  Sn^  *,^^^i----e-W 
^  "It  was  quite  a  fSy^^^^-^-^"  Simon  ?  • 
A  gleam  of  maUce  swan/  i^vl  '  P^^^ere  pauj 

Blaise  to  her  aunt  S?,m^''f*yf  She  looked  fi 
and  Chra.  and-H^^-*^"^  ''^       "  *»»  J-^t  Ted 

out  "°^  ^r^dinS.'"* '  "  "*"  '""y  A"*^*.  shak 
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"  WJat  do  you  mean,  Aunt  Adelaide  ?-0f  course  I 
t^lr'MT?'    We  had  qmte  a  long  talk."    She 

t^^^  f'^"":  ^"'*  *  Pl^y  '"■^ti'-e.  about 
^^^  ""^  "^  *'«'  *«««  «<>  disagree,  and  ar^  quite 
pl^  to  meet  each  other  at  dinnei^es."         ^ 

It  would  not  be  so  very  new,"  sneered  the  dramatist 
H  th«e  was  a  being  to  whom  his  acid  soul  devoted  pct 

^i''"^  K  °'  *°  ."r"'.  "°*  ""  '°»8  *«»■  »  his  starvation 
K '^  M  '  ^!r' '  ^^ '"  New  York  who  always  made  ud 
her  bndge-table  out  of  her  husbands."  ^ 

Mr.  Blaise's  hands  were  trembUne  as  he  oondmH 
over  the  unexpected  turn  of  events,  i  that  ^  tSat 

Y.;^i,  if :,  •  ••  ^«y  had  met.  and  they  had  t^ed. 
ul^ft^^^  P""*  "8**"'  that  was  obVious.  rC 
agreed  to  disagree,  m  her  own  words,  but  aU  the  woman 

let  wr  H*?"^-  J^'  ^  °''™'^  *«>•  And  rZ 
let  her  hand  he  m  his  and  had  not  even  known  that  he 

quarreUed,  who  had  brought  this  fever  heat  intoher  pulses 
ttewger  and  pam  into  her  miseeing  gaze.    The  mW 

Im  "™^,f -r'  ,f!  '«'*•  '""  "O"^  0*  t»»n>^ 
word  of  it It  all  spelt  danger,  danger. 

J^:,  ®f*  ^^^  °»  escorting  the  Udies  back  to 
Berkeley  Square,  Magdalen  having  dispensed  with  her 
car,  mu<*  to  Lady  Adelaide's  annoyance^  ^e  Sd  thS 
he  chauffeur  had  a  cold  on  his  chest,  and  that  itH^ 
feelings  if  anyone  else  drove  her. 

"He  puts  it  on  for  you,"  cried  her  aunt  as  a  nar 
ticularty  disjointed  taxi  started  noisily  alo^  ?all  m^ 

Magdalen  did  not  shift  her  indifferently  t^ieTproSe 
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to  answer    It  was  quite  likely  that  people  "  put 

wW  T^  •  •  •  «^^«P*  onC'  and  he  would  have  n 
what  she  would  give  him.  neither  love  nor  inoney 

S^.    ♦L  ?    ^'^y  "*  ^^'^^  unknown  part  of  L 

Taui^MT'''^  ^"^^'^  ^  **  *^«  windows, Ind 
so  quiet  that  one  might  fancy  oneself  at  Tevne 
«ien  she  thought  of  her  own  griat  house,  of  i& 
and  dMolation.    And  her  heart  turned  sick     W 
mess  she  had  made  of  everything  I 
But  what  doe»  my  lady  say  ?  " 
She  started-her  aunt  tapped  her  arm  :  "  Magda 
Mr.  Blaise  is  speaking  to  you."  ^ 

J!u^^  ^T  ""y  ^^y  ^y  ?  "  repeated  Mr.  ] 
tTthefde^^'^'^^'^^^^^^y-    "What  does  sh 

h  J  ^^i  '^^^I  "  M^g<Jalen  had  not  heard.     V 

d^il  ?  ^  'i''  ?  ""^^^  deligmful  idea,  don't  you. 
dalen?    Much  nicer  than  going  to  any  of  tho^  pai 
^^  Oh  much."  said  Mrs.  Denvere.  at  random. 
A  first  mght."  Blaise  went  on  explaining   "is 

I^m?il,^fi  r'^  ''"*.  ...  and  we  secure  the  drama 
He  nught  fight  shy  of  a  public  place,  af  .er  his  triui, 

of  coi^."^'"''*  contemplate  anything  but  a  trimi 

Magdalen  stared  out  of  the  window  again. 
Just  as  you  like,"  she  said 
.li^°*^^  "mattered,  anyhow.    As  well  that  as  anytJ 
else     Of  course  they  were  speaking  of  the  ^mL 
that  monstrous  play  to  which  sheTtood  g^thl^' 
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m-phine  naaiw-ho*  homble  I    Why  had  dus  done 

hj^  b^  on  the  look  out,  for  the  door  was  instantly 

io,!12l;  ''"^-''"  ™""  «"  'h«  Philanthropist 
)^y.        The  ancient   retainer  terrifies   me.   you 

ste«  «^wi'l?  "T**-  •"*  "^^^  ^  ffi"«d  up  the 

Sen^raUy  particular  in  tiiTS'an?  ^a?^.;^ 

^;^«^Ldrar» 

rLZT   *   i    ^     i""*  '*™''-    He  would  walk  to  his 
X^Ld^  Z^  to  the  opp<«ite  pavement,  a  J^ 

t«LHWm!S?  ^^*  f  *^*  *»*>*  0*  the  trees  de- 
tached  himself  and  moved  swiftly  towards  the  north  Jde 

sL^tZ^it.^/'?^  '"^  *"«  figme^thout 
speculation,  after  the  fashion  of  a  preoccupied  brain  • 
but  even  as  he  set  foot  upon  the  ascent  of  HarHmhe 
brought  himself  up  short.  ^        '    * 

V^  '^^  ^  exclaimed.  "  that  was  Denvers  I  " 
mJfed  tlTti?*"''*"  '""Jiftakably.    How  often  he  had 

^viien:;cfe.e^:!^y  r^  ^^  -^^  ™  «^ 

the^^dThT*  f  ^°y^  'P'*"6  ^  =»™i«  *°rthy  of 
the  mmd  that  formed  It.    "  He  mistrusts  her  does 

:U^S:"°*;.  "^r-'-e-oo-'outfors^^S 
agauibi  ner.  .  .  .      And,  dancmg  axter  this  idea, 
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conviction  «».  th.T^  iS^l^  tjff JId' 

mignt  be  fatal  to  his  desires.     But  now  wha* 

Denvers  himself  he  had  found  an  uncTscious  a^a 
— Denvers  was  jealous   iealoua  of  hi™     rSr     u 

^n^  dumer-party  ...  where  they  had  "^^^ 
"™Pwa     ...  to  he  m  wait— and  spy  I 

he  l^H  h""^"'*^.''"*''-   Ah.  had  he  only  know 
^  St^^atX'^^er-'^"- ^--^ 

was  the  psychological  moment  of  his  hfe   the  mom. 
to  seize  and  craso  I  w-  *u    ^x    ,   !      ™®™ 

had  had  to  wSf  fo  M«;h.i      .^"""^v*  *^*  *^^  ^«««'' 
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CHAPTER  V 
BILLS,   LETTERS-AND  A  CONCLAVE 

AFTCR  a  tormented  night.  Magdalen  slept  late 

husband  ^H  ^  -^If  "'""^  ^"''  separation  from  her 
reTunSl  tl  T"*^^^  *"""^  *^«  ^^  "foments  of 
teisS^  9H  f  *•  ?f"'  "P^"  ^«''  ♦his  "coming,  in- 
^hf:  ^^^  *™^*^  languidly  in  the  bed.  and  dticed 
with  distaste  at  the  letters  pili  beside  her  trav  w^!f 
new  bothers  would  they  contain rHa^  JS^^^^^ 

^ghM.e'^blL  """"Z^^''  ^^  "^'^^-^^  ^  I- 
nignt  I    The  blood  rushed  to  her  face  as  she  recaU  J 

not  twLk^l       """^  ^''  correspondence.    She  would 
not  thmk  of  It  any  more.     No  one  was  ever  to  miess  t W 

rtu^'  ^^'  "^^  '*^''  *^^*  ^^^  l^adleggKt 

Dut^.  «?H    l?l  ''P''*  *^"  ^*  l^*t«''  i^tinctive^? 
putting  aside  that  superscribed  with  Blaise's  orS 

^t^^^'^^^^Sr^phy:   she  was  quite  s^'thK 

M^'ti^l  t^r  ""^  '*^  ^^^  would  have  notJ^  '^ 
nuaTatmg  to  communicate. 

Tie  epistle  she  had  lighted  on,  however,  was  not  destined 
to  m:oncJe  to  with  existence.   It  was  from  Mr  pfX- 

"  With  regaid  to  h  r  demand  for  a  further  sum  of 

r^  ^^Itf'i  P°""<^-  '"  >«  '^'"^d  out  of  st^r  he 
requested  to  be  aUowed  to  investigate  the  nature  rftte 
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new  security  in  which  the  purposed  to  invest  t 

and  if  she  did  not  see  her  way  to  concur  with  thi 

caution,  he  would  feel  himself,  to  his  great  n 

obUged  to  resign  aU  further  management  of  her  ai 

He  could  not  recondle  it  with  his  sense  of  the  ol 

tions  devolving  upon  him  by  the  late  Bir.  Teroi 

confidence  in  his  firm,  to  be  a  party  to  such  rec 

drawing  upon  capital,  as  he  had  been  asked  to  faci] 

dunng  the  last  three  months.    He  would  have 

glad  to  have  had  the  opportunity  to  explain  his  i 

of  view  in  person,  but  understood,  from  Mrs.  Den 

last  communication,  that  her  engagements  did 

allow  her  to  make  an  appointment  for  the  purpos 

Irritably  Magdalen  flung  the  sheet  from  her  fin 
Very  well,  then,  she  would  have  to  engage  anc 
sohcitor-that  was  aU.  Certainly  she  was  not  goin 
be  hectored  by  the  pompous  old  man  I 

She  now  caught  up  Blaise's  letter. 

•    "J^^^  i^?^  Maecenas."    began  the    Philanthrc 

m  his  playful  way.  but  what  he  had  further  to  say 

not  at  aU   playful.     It  was   discomfortingly  serf 

however  Hghtly  he  tried  to  treat  it.    He  was  not  » 

to  spoil  the  evening's  happy  meeting  by  dull  taU 

business ;   therefore  he  preferred  to  write  that  wl 

It    had   become   his   duty  to   communicate.     Swi 

there  had  come  upon  them  one  of  the  experiences 

afl   joumahstic    enterprise— il/«»   and   the   Hour 

threatened  with  a  libel  action.— Now.  he  was  given 

underetand   that    injured   feelings   could   be  assua 

^a  few  thousand  pounds,  in  the  way  of  comprom 

On  the  other  hand,  an  action  might  be  a  very  us< 

advertisement  to  th-m.     "  Alas,  dear  lady,  this  is 

age  of  advertisement  1 " 
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„1P^  ^'      moaned    the   newspaper   proprietreM 
"  this  tt  dreadful  I    What  shaU  I  do  ?  "        P"'''™*"**' 

Two  or  three  thcmsand  again ...  and  Mr.  Pawlethreaten- 
mgto  resign  ahready  because  of  last  week's  demand :  that 
five  thousand  upon  which,  shehad  been  told,  theprosperous 
development  of  Men  and  the  Hour  absolutely  deVendSi^ 

r.flL!"*"*'''^  ""^  ^^"^  P***  **'^°^«  »P«n  '*>e  gloom  of  her 
reflections-^  memory  of  the  mornings  when  she  would 
gather  together  everything  that  looked  like  a  business 
letter,  and  thrust  the  bundle  into  her  husband's  hands- 
thwe  strong  brown  hands  I  Would  it  not  have  been 
worth  the  sense  of  abdication  to  have  had  the  daUv 
bothera  so  comfortably,  so  effectively,  so  safely  lifted 
from  her  shoulders?  Then,  upon  this  thoughJ^  came 
anoth«r,  swift  and  stabbing :  how  convenient  it  would 
be  to  be  able  to  write  back  now :  "  Dear  Mr.  Blaise  vou 
must  apply  to  my  husband  !  "  '  ^ 

Vexed  to  find  her  resolve  thus  repeatedly  betrayed  in 
iier  own  mmd,  she  sought  distraction  in  the  perusal  of 

!of  'w  J  ^^  r™^''  **"*^^*-  ^*  ^*«  not.  however, 
calculated  to  allay  the  feelings  of  self^onvicted  foUy 
the  uiesistible  regret,  the  unbidden  yearning. 

Mr.  Herbert  Rosenbaum  was  surprised  and  grieved 
to  have  been  informed  that  there  was  no  answer  to 
his  letter  dehvered  by  hand  this  evening.  He  did  not 
thmk  that  he  was  exceeding  the  bounds  of  reason  in  his 
request  that  some  notice  should  be  taken  of  his  com- 
plaint ajid  that,  seeing  the  urgency  of  the  matter 
he  should  receive  Mrs.  Denvers'  reply  before  to- 
morrow afternoon. 

J'^'^vr'}^^  "^  ''"'^  *^^*y-  Magdalen  could  not 
lor  tne  life  of  her  remember  what  Mr.  Rosenbaum'g 
gnevance  was.  nor  what  she  had  done  with  the  letter 
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T^ktf'lS^'lr.'J!'^^^^""""^"*-    She  sighed  impatie, 
lalk  of  his  not  being  unreasonable  I    How  could  she 

swer  a  letter  she  hadn't  read  ?    And  whaT  w^ the  ! 
of  an  editor,  anyhow  ?  ^^®  * 

The  next  was  signed  by  a  name  unknown  to  her 

c^tic  Ta/^"'"'  ^^' "'^d^^tanding  that  the  post  of 
cntic  ofjl/^n  and  the  Hour  would  shortly  be  vac 

t^'^^ca^^^Xr  *°  "'"^  recoUectio/h^ventu 
to  recaU  himself-to  exercise  her  influence  with 

closely  written  pages>-K:aught  such  words  as  "  cab^' 

unfair  treatment ';  and  the  phrase,  "  yo^  weU-i^o 

and  generous  discrimination  "-crushed  the  ^heef,, 

L^eirt1,'.""f  ii  ^*"  ^^-  ^^-^^'^  letter  Ma  o" 
^e  felt  that  if  there  was  one  creature  more  irritad 
than  another,  in  an  irritating  world,  it  was  the  Z^d 
stood  and  strugghng  genius  ™  tne  misund 

It  wss  ahnost  a  relief  to  turn  to  WooUand's  biU  R 
even  she  hardened  spendthrift  as  she  wal  gasped  at  ^l 
total  ^  It  was  not  possible,  no,  it  could  nit  S^that  s 

had  been  paid  up  to  Jmie-ah,  those  happy  daj^  whfnj 
had  not  even  had  to  write  a  cheque  I  ^ 

f.n^  ^  '*r  ^^"^^*  ^^'  ^y«  •  Mauve  ostrich  boa- 
ten  pounds  ten.  A  feather  boa  I  Why  she  nL 
dreamed  o  putting  such  a  thing  round '  her  tS 
She  hated  feather  boas.    Mauve,  too  I       °  ''^'^  ^'^^^^ 
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It  was  too  bad  I  She  wot:l^  net  have  it !— A  phrase 
ot  Harry  s  leaped  into  her  ^ecoUection  .  '  I  wiU  not  have 
your  generosity  so  abused  hri  you  should  go  on  giving 
merely  because  you  have  drcad^  given  so  much  I  "-- 
This  was  not  even  giving— it  was  taking  ! 

She  rang  the  beU  violently,  and  demanded  a  pencil. 
Yes,  she  would  mark  every  item  that  was  not  of  her  own 
ordermg,  and  then  confront  her  aunt  w'^h  the  document 
Thr^  dozen  Saxe  gloves  !-She  never  bought  gloves  at 
WooUand  s.  One  mauve  sunshade— rose  quartz  handle- 
five  guineas  1    It  was  beyond  everything  I 

When  the  maid  returned  with  the  pencU,  she  had  also 
a  letter  m  her  hand. 
"  Just  arrived  for  Madame." 

Magdalen  recognized  Diana's  scrawl— which  would  have 
d^aced  a  Board-school  infant.  Goodness  knows  what 
Diana  wanted  now !  Magdalen  thought  resentfuUy  of 
Diana's  recent  abortive  interference  in  her  own  private 
affairs,  and  was  about  to  put  the  envelope  aside  unopened 
when  she  felt  that  it  contained  something  hard,  and 
curiosity  impelled  her. 

As  the  gilt  key  with  the  green  ribbon  dropped  out 
she  sat  staring. 

"  Darling  Mag,"  wrote  Diana,  "  Captam  Denvers 
says  this  was  dropped  by  you.  I  hope  Smallwood 
let  you  (and  Lady  Adelaide)  off  with  your  lives  if  you 
had  to  ring  him  up.  ..  ^^^^  j^^^ 

"  Yours. 

"Di." 

"Tiens—la  jolie  petite  clef!"  said  Celine,  with  the 
tiiendly  famiUarity  of  her  race. 

"  Take  it  I  "  cried  Magdalen.  "  Put  it  in  an  envelope 
to  return  it.    It's  a  mistake.    It's  not  mine." 
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But  as  the  French  girl  was  proceeding  to  obe 
mistress  changed  her  mind : 
"Give it  to  me  I  "  she  exclaimed. 
She  clutched  the  key  and  fell  back  on  her  pillow 
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celeb^r?*p       ^*'^?'*  °"'=*  ^'  ^y  "»  editor 
celebrated    Review,    Mr.   Blaise    had    establishec 

m^enal  sanctum  as  well  as  his  privaS  r^^ 

7^1  A^-  ^?y  Adelaide  knew  that  she  woul 

tLt  hr  1^  ''^^  I^*-  She  considered  the  m 
that  brought  her  of  sufficient  urgency  to  insist  ,,^ 
audience,  in  spite  of  the  doubtful  ewT^^'^ 
personage  m  charge  of  the  ante-room. 

loi^'siTthoX""'  ''*'"  waiting  long-unpardon 
ioi^.  She  thought— m  a  narrow  back  chambCT  ofl 
^eater  apartment  through  the  folded  door  rf  whi 
murmur  o^^  men's  voices  reached  her  mfully  Ye^^ 
black  marble  dock  on  the  mantelpiece  had  ticked  off 
twenty  mmut^  from  the  time  of  her  enton«  wi 
foUowmg  on  the  sound  of  a  closing  outer  ^'^ 

IT^^'-c^.  '-^  '^  ^Pl^ce.'^  He  w^ 

"  Thank  heavens  I  "  exclaimed  the  lady.    "  I  thou 

you  were  never  coming—!  "    She  brokl  off.  co^l 

of  the  imtability  of  her  tones,  and  start^  ateh 

accenteat  once  plaintive  and  affectionatT^  '•  W 

Blaise-^ear  Isidore,  I  know  this  is  the  forbiddeHft 

noon,  but  I  am  quite  distracted."  ^°™a«»en  aft 

Again  she  paused,  unpleasantly  struck  by  his  count 

ance  which  expressed  the  utm  Jt  dejectS^.    Ev^ 

luxuriant  hair  looked  as  if  distracted  fingL  iTb^ 
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ploughing  its  waves.    The  gaze  he  fixed  upon  her  ad- 
mitted her  for  a  moment,  as  a  comrade  in  misfortune,  to 
depths  of  doubt  and  apprehensions ;    then  the  usual 
neavry  curtam  of  opacity  once  more  shut  her  out. 
What  IS  It  ?  "  she  exclaimed  breathlessly. 

A  sickly  smile  distended  his  lips. 

"  Dear  lady-what  is  what  ?-Come  in,  I  am  heart- 
broken that  you  should  have  waited.  But  an  editor- 
Duty,  duty !  " 

She  saw  that  he  hardly  knew  what  he  was  saying,  and 
her  heart  beat  quickly  as  she  followed  him  into  the 
sanctum  and  took  possession  of  the  red  morocco  arm- 
chair he  pushed  towards  her. 

rllTtif^'f li"^  "^f  ^  undisturbed  now,"  he  said,  as  he 
closed  the  folding  doors. 

.x.^^ Z^J-^""^  ^"^  ^^  ^'"^^  ^^^'  w^en,  as  if  struck  by  a 

thought,  he  crossed  the  room,  opened  the  door  into  the 

passage  and  said  a  few  words  to  the  attendant  without. 

I  have  now  denied  myself  to  everyone,"  he  said,  coming 

back  to  her.       Everyone-and  now,  dear  lady "  hi 

stopped  as  if  unaware  that  he  had  not  finished  his  phrase, 
and  his  veiled  glance  swept  by  her  to  the  writing-table 
Where  it  rested  upon  an  envelope  that  lay  on  the  blotter 
face  downwards.  ' 

"  What  is  it  ?  "  asked  Lady  Adelaide  again.  AU  her 
ultimate  hopes  were  so  bound  up  with  this  man's  success 
or  failure  that  anything  so  profoundly  disturbmg  him 
must  hold  menace  for  her  also.  A  moment  the  Philan- 
thropist hesitated  ;  then,  without  rising,  he  swung  back 
on  his  Chan-,  so  as  to  reach  the  letter-saying,  as  he  did  so : 

1  am  absurdly  over-sensitive— but  the  fact  is " 

he  paused  and  moistened  his  dry  lips,  "  I  have  just  now 
received  this  communication." 
"From  Magdalen?  " 
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In  spite  of  Its  careful  artificial  bloom  her  face 

wittered  as  she  put  the  question.  ^ 

oo  unexpected  is  its  tone,"  he  went  on—"  I  n, 

so  wounding 1  But  read  or  yo^  "    He  A, 

sheet  from  the  envelope  and  gav^r^er         * 

JrJ^'Z  ^;  B'*i«."-«l>e  had  written.     "  W 
bore!   Hadn't  we  better  give  it  aU  up  ? 

"  Yours  sincerely. 

Lady  Adelaide's  hand  trembled.  "  "" 

He  n^ded""  "'^"^  *^  '"^'^  '"^  P^P*^  ?  " 

a1°'''  "'*  /"possible,  she  doesn't  mean  it     SI 

to  haSTho  ^"  ^^  '""P*''-   ^»y  "o  attenSon. 
m  half  an  hour  you  can  talk  her  out  of  this     She'« 

whatr:  ^T*  ""'""^^"'^  »<»•  by  the  way  i 
what  I  m  here  to  consult  you  about,_not  that  I 
to  bnng  you  mto  it   but.  if  she's  beiiav^t     h 

?^s"iuterribtyrpltt^,?°™*'^  o"  ^°"  '^'- 

ti™°"m  *'"""'  '*"'"'''^<'  o^^-  ««h  other  in  her  a/ 

^wST"  "^ """  ''^  «°  P»oe  the  roo.^        ^ 

What  was  your  scene  about  ?  "  he  asked  h»u;. 

few  moments  before  her  arm-chair  '  ^*" 

His  hands  were  in  his  pockets.    He  stared  down  at 
^oomy-eyed  under  the  shock  of  hair-for  thrmol 
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♦K '??  scene  ?-Oh.  very  much  the  same  as  yours.  I 

••^.  ell      T,?^"".*^  *^*^^  ^"*°  ^  ^"^«  °^  bitterness. 
TJe  siUy  child  has  turned  on  me-on  me  I    Oh.  for 

notlung   nothing  at  aU.     Some  siUy  mistake  in  a  bill. 

I-the  fact  IS— -"    Her  voice  shook  now,  to  match  her 

trembling  hand-"  she's  ungrateful,  oh.  ungrateful  I     I 

have  been  led  into  expenses,  a  style  of  hfe  quite  beyond 

3  wT^A  ^''^"."P.Ty  ^^^'^  *°  P^°*^t  ^^''  to  stand 
by  her  I  And—.'  She  stopped  suddenly.  She  had 
the  reserve  of  her  class :  she  would  not  let  that  sob  of 
fury  escape  her. 

For  an  appreciable  time  Blaise  stiU  stood,  brooding 
over  her.  it  seemed,  and  over  their  desperate  situation 
his  hands  still  m  his  pockets.    Then  she  heard  him  draw 

dSon  ^^  ^^™^  ^^"^^  *°  ^  ^*^*""  ^"^  ^P°^^  ^^*** 

"  I'll  fight  the  action,  then." 
"  Fight  the  action  ?  " 

J, "  ^^"~*^®  ?^^  ^c*io°'  since  she  won't  compromise. 
It  wiU  be  an  advertisement,  anyhow.  By  God  I'll  fight ! 
She  cannot  prevent  it  ...  and  she'll  have  heiseS  to 
tnank  for  what  she  may  have  to  pay." 

Lady  Adelaide  shot  a  startled  look  at  him.  Here  was  a 
voice  she  had  never  heard  before,  a  man  she  did  not 
Know.  Meeting  her  scared  eyes,  he  proceeded  swiftly 
m  the  tones  of  one  making  a  necessary  but  tiresome  ex- 
planation. 

,  ''We  are  threatened  with  a  Ubel  action.  Every  paper 
IS  liable  to  that.  I  suggested  compromise.  That  is  her 
answer  :  Give  it  aU  up  !  Chuck  the  paper-chuck  me  ! 
11  she  t^nks  she  can  play  with  a  man's  career  like  this 
-—  He  paused,  and  then  the  pent-up  grudge  broke 
out  in  a  passionate  tide  of  words :  "  She  took  me  up 
played  with  my  love  and  threw  me  over  I    She  went  a 
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little  further  with  Denvers-threw  him  over  She 
me  on  this  enterprise,  now  she  wants  toXow iS 
and  my  career  with  it.  I  say  she  shall  nT  Sh 
to  throw  you  over-leave  you  in  the  hmi 
h'^trir"/^'  ^---^^-I  hec 
Lady  Adelaide  sat  as  i£  fascinated      Th»  m. 

this  hidden  brutaUty.  She  had  never,  perhaJ  a 
hm  so  mud..  Yet  her  own  trouble  b^M  t^^ei 
niore  heavily  as  the  realization  of  hisl^ui^^y 
trated  her  mind.  It  was  all  very  weU  to  bluster 
could  anyone  hold  Magdalen?  .  .  AndSui 
were  sj„mming  in  now,  this  horrid  Mic^li^ 
Magdalen  was  to  begin  to  examine  them^t  , 

ungrateful  girl,  made  some  sinister  suggestion 

0^1  T^l^""  ^  "°  greater  enemies  thar 
^ous  iirm,  Pawle  and  Bnmton.    And  there  was 

T^i  TT  t^^'t''^  proceedings  . 

ruDt^  Sf^  '.,     ■"*  'P**^  °"« ""°™«'t  without  i 
ruption.    She  whom  we  both  love  has  been  ungrate 

you.    But  I  am  not  ungrateful.    Let  me  prove  it  to 
I^t  me  ^ow  you  how  I  value,  how  I  have  J™to  va 

was  a  fall  in  his  tone,  upon  this  last  word  whfch  «. 
^^taonalsjgnificance.    "  You  have  just  .a.^  if  yf« 
m  s^ts.    tet  me,  while  I  still  can,  do  what  1  c^ 
me  give  you  a  draft  for  three  hundred  pounds     0 

Piam.      I  am  alone  m  the  world  and  I  am  not  extri 
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gant—I  make  my  little  pemiies  here  and  there  besides.— 
In  short,  the  money  is  in  the  bank,  if  you  will  deign  to 
accept."  He  saw  the  greed  in  her  eyes,  even  while  her 
mouth  shaped  itself  to  the  perfunctory  disclauner. 
And  hastily  he  added  :  "  Surely,  a  loan  between  friends— 
fnends,  dear  lady— need  not  even  be  discussed." 

The  hard-pressed  look  and  the  doubt  and  the  greed 
passed  from  her  gaze,  superseded  by  relief. 

"Oh,  Isidore  I  "  she  said  fainUy.    She  had  had  a  very 
distmct  notion,  in  presenting  herself  at  his  office  to-day 
to  make  him  instrumental  in  procuring  financial  relief 
m  her  present  crisis.   If  they  could  not  delicately  contrive 
together  a  scheme  to  induce  Magdalen  to  clear  her  she 
had  at  least  counted  upon  his  helping,  with  his  knowledge 
of  busmess,  m  the  negotiation  of  some  loan  upon  not  too 
grinding  terms.     But  this  easier  and  mcomparably  more 
rapid  solution  of  her  difficulties  was  as,  unexpected  as  it 
was  delightful.  ... 
He  caught  her  hand,  kissed  and  pressed  it. 
"  Not  a  word  more !     You  shaU  get  the  letter  in 
the  morning."    His  impenetrable  eye  suddeniv  became 
misted;  pathos  quivered  in  his  deepened  voice  as  he 
went  on :  "  Do  I  not  owe  you  an  imperishable  debt  oh 
you  dear  and  high  lady,  who  have  stood  my  friend  so 
nobly,  with  such  exquisite  tact  and  steadfastness  and— 
and  understanding  ?  " 

Lady  Adelaide  responded  to  false  sentiment  with  aU 
the  ease  of  the  fundamentally  unprincipled. 
"  Ah.  Isidore  I  "  she  said  again.    "  If  I  had  had  my 

way,  how  happy  should  we  all  have  been  I   And  she.  poor 
child,  poor  child " 

Her  eyelids  fluttered  over  dry  eyes,  she  gave  a  heavy 
sigh.  Blaise  drew  a  chair  close  to  her,  leaned  forward  and 
asked  in  a  weighty  whisper  : 
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"  Ten  me,  dear  friend,  do  you  associate  m 
.•^toward,  me,  toward,  bo';^  ofTSl^  Z 

"  Her  meeting  with  her  husband  ?  "    tad„  a 
exp^n  was  that  of  one  who  finds  ^^1 

Blaise  nodded. 
doubtfJ^'strife^'J^S.^*'^'-"-^- 

.f^r^ilS^-r-Tertn. 

on  which  ^itZf^^\rrifT^'^^' 

happiness  of  our  lL,7r      •       l''°"«'"  "  "^  '« 

ome  husband  :^lt,^Ti'o'X'i^f^^% 
chio  wrth  our  wilful  Kate-whTt  Lv  I    JT^ 
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"We  do,"  said  Udy  Adelaide  incoherently. 

Thj  two  stared  at  each  other.  Then  Blaise  proceeded 
warming  up  to  his  best  platform  manner  : 

"Thank  God,  we  no  longer  Hve  in  the  days  when  a 
woman  was  handed  over  to  a  man's  keeping  as  if  she  were 
a  bartered  chattel  I  ThanV  God^  the  marriage  contract 
is  regarded  as  a  contract,  not  as  a  hfe  sentence,  irrevoc- 
able, soul-enslaving  I    Thank  God "  here  he  made 

one  of  his  dramatic  pauses  and  flung  upon  the  listener 
one  of  those  rare  glances,  in  which  the  real  man  peeped 
torth.  He  was  appraising  his  accomplice,  shrewdly— it 
was  not  too  late  yet  to  step  back,  should  he  have  ventured 
too  far.  But  she  had  hearkened,  fascinated,  and  nothing 
m  her  countenance  betrayed  that  the  idea  he  suggested 
was  either  novel  or  shocking.  He  drew  his  chair  yet 
nearer,  and  proceeded  now  in  a  rapid  whisper  •  "  This  is 
a  crisis.  Everything  depends  on  the  manner  in  which 
we  meet  it.  It  is  borne  in  on  me  that  Denvers  is  playing 
the  last  card  of  his  r  ash  game.   He  is  determined  to  ma^ 

her  yield  or  to  break  her.— Last  night  after  I  left  you " 

Lady  Adelaide  had  to  bend  forward  to  catch  his  words  • 
he  spoke  now  so  low.  ' 
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TOen,  half  an  hour  later,  she  parted  from  the  editor 
of  ^^n  and  the  Hour  at  the  Burlington  end  of  the  Albany 
and  salhed  forth  alone  towards  Berkeley  Square,  there  was 
a  flush  on  either  cheek,  not  due  to  art.  and  a  hard  gleam 
of  determmation.  almost  of  triumph  in  her  eyes.  But  the 
Philanthropist  walked  back  the  echoing  length  of  the 
covered  passage  towards  his  rooms,  with  a  slow  step  and 
a  countenance  of  heavy  thought. 
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sat  cheek  by  jowiUrith  nJw  ^  *'«'"ee?-«^  P 
o£  the  discreetly  uSi.-^™'  **/*^  P'"''  ""^  pa 

HP  and  scowled  a^^USr^f  ^^" 
"mocently  cheerful  cow^Z^^.?^^  ^^l" 
hemmed  away  in  a  cnrn^iS?^;  ^^  P°<*  Te 
sequined  pSn  tu/i,Tv  ^•""'  ^'*>'  Adelaide's  ri 

Blaise  it  C  who  w«^  'hair  beside  the  hostess 

len.charitSiXZKf/'^P""^-  ""N 
««*».  of  her  rei^^^'sS^d^,  '^°*-''°'»"*' 
gradonsne^  to-ni^Vt^^  ETtor"^"*""^ 
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throned ;  the  visit  of  two  or  three  noted  critics,  in  ihose 
ternbte  moments  of  first-night  delays,  made  her  feel  as  if.  at 
tast^  she  had  come  into  that  kingdom  of  power  which  had 

hSIlfr^  •^-  i*  ir^  ^*^'  ^''*  ^''^  '**  f^o^'  that  was 
IjingmgMcFein  to  the  front.  It  was  in  her  drawing-room 
that  the  subject  of  his  play  had  been  first  menttened  to 
the  popular  actor-manager,  who  was  protagonist  to-niirht 
on  those  boards-and  who.  after  a  little  matter  of  business 
had  been  agreed  upon  between  him  and  his  hostess,  had 
0/ p!^,^*^^  «P«n  to  the  possibiUties  latent  in  Flowers 

nfirff^"''*  "**"*  *°  ^^''  therefore,  as  if  she  wanted 
after  a^  to  give  up  a  proprietorship  of  which  for  the  first 
^e  she  was  tastmg  the  real  savour.    So  she  smiled  on 


rr^^J     a"^  !L*"*  ^"""^  °"  *^^  ^*  *<=t.  to  that  inter- 
mittent and  perfunctory  clapping  which  generally  n-eets 
a  new  author  at  this  point.    The  languid  hands  of  the 
cntic^m  to  say :  "  He  stiU  has  got  three  acts  in  which 
to    redeem    himself-or   dish    himself—poor    devil  I " 
Anxious   supporters,   with   irregular  patter   of   palms 
betray  the  apprehension  of  their  own  heart :  "  Howis  it 
gomg  ?-Why  don't  people  applaud  more  ?-Do  let  us 
xL"7    no.,  that's  worse,  nobody  else  is  taking  it  up." 
The  dramatist  turned  a  green  face  and  a  sickly  smile 
upon  the  young  members  of  his  dique  who  appeared  at 
"  Q  ^V^  "f  "'  *v  ^^  effusiveness,  and  plant  theTstabs. 
Splendid,  dear  boy.  splendid !— A  bit  of  aU  right !— A 
winner  it's  going  to  be  l-You  ought,  by  the  way.  to  teU 
A^tontospeakupabit.   Oh.  she?   She  was  fine.   Ye-es 
-I  d  rather  have  had  Rose  Montgomerie.  if  I'd  been 
you.  dear  lad.-But  she'll  do,  no  doubt-when  she's  a 
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little  qufcto  at  her  euee—Between  ounelvet  1 1^ 
Ttmn  friend  wain't  auite  in  ..^k  .  ..       ^"  '  * 

«<WJrnce  on  her  pde  (we  wluS  wSltS  U 

I  m  not  going  to  say  a  word— but  that  I'm  .«♦•. 
I  think  everyone  is  interests  ••   cu  "*  *"**' 

«nile  to  tS  d^^ttJXTZV'^T 
vacated  chair    ••  iiro«!i  i  .    *'**  ^**^  R«'o« 

the  ho'^'SSe  a  y^nTMa/ro;'::  H'^lr  *^  " 
lovely  dress  I    TwTm™  ?     «     I  never  saws. 

his  snule  a  mere  dispCrf  teet^     M»J^°1  "^  ^¥ 
his unwontedly  heav? Zdi^^,  Magd^en  attrib 

-^the=oi?4r:^.;l;t»T,^-. 

^^J«  all-I  don't  ^t.  weaJly.  to  give  up 

hert^*s^irtrt's:^x"^f^'"^- 

which  was  ,0  pleaZg  to  1^  '  benevolence  and  po, 
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curtains  he  sat  watching  Magdalen  and  her  company,  so 

When  McFein's  morbid  drama  started  afresh  on  its 
wcentnc  course,  he  feU  into  a  profound  fit  of  abstraction. 
Only  when  an  marticulate  murmur  from  pit  and  gaUerv  was 
oUowed  by  the  unmistakable  sound  of  a  hiss  tKmed 
to  coil  round  the  house  rather  than  proceed  from  any 
particular  quarter,  did  he  awaken  to  external  circum- 
stances  and  to  the  fact  that  the  Flowers  of  Passion  were 
destined  to  wither  in  the  bud.  He  looked  at^li;^ 
the  light  from  the  stage  was  full  on  her  face.  She  was  tocl 
expenenced  a  theatre-goer  to  traverse  such  a  moment 
unmoved.    He  saw  that  she  had  grown  scarlet 

I  "  ^^u^"^/'  ^K^»d'  ^*h  agitation  in  her  voice  as  she 
leaned  back  to  whisper  in  his  ear.  "  I  knew  the  hypoder- 
imc  synnge  would  do  it~the  public  would  never^nd 

"  The  hypo-what  ?  "  ejaculated  her  cousin,  his  jaw 
droppmg  m  amazement.  ' 

"My  dear  boy— haven't  you  been  looking?  Mr 
McFem's  Pudentia  has  disclosed  herself  as  the  morphine 
maniac.  You  can't  have  listened-you  can't  even  have 
looked.  Florence  is  behaving  disgracefully."  she  added 
vexed.  "  Though  she  did  tell  me  she  hated  the  part  I 
never  expected  she'd  make  a  farce  of  it."  ' 

When  the  curtain  came  down  again  the  house  burst 
into  an  uproar.  The  opinion  of  friends  in  stalls  and  dress- 
circle  vainly  tried  to  drown  the  critics  of  pit  and  gallerv 

'The  worst  of  it,"  said  Clara,  "is  that  the  thingTs 
really  fuU  of  cleverness.  But  it's  horribly  disagreeable. 
I  wish  Magdalen  hadn't  been  associated  with  it.— Did  vou 
see  Ashton's  face  ?  "  ^ 

"  It's  going  to  be  a  failure,  isn't  it  ?  "  asked  Denvers 
grimly. 
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;;  Going  to  be  ?~My  dear  boy.  it  is  a  failure." 
it  P ..     '^  Magdalen  will  lose  aU  she's  put  at  the  ba 

Clara  looked  at  him  curiously. 

"  You  say  that  as  if  you  were  glad  " 

.1  Jl^ l^""'  ^  ^^""^  ^^  P^P*""  ^  a  failure  too. 
glad  that  money  is  pouring  like  water,  through  her  hi 
upon  one  failure  after  another.    I  wish  it  were  all  gS 

.""T^u^i  r°'y*  S^«  ^°^d  have  remain^ 
sweetest  child  that  ever  drew  breath,  if  it  had  i^t  1 
for  money  :  look  at  that  boxful  over  there  I  Look  ai 
creatures  sponging  and  toadying.  Look  at  Lady  Adek 
L^k  at  that  McFein-look  at  that  feUow  B^,  ^ua 
beside  her  l-Clara,.  forgive  me,  I'm  off.  I  c;^t  * 
it. 

He  got  up  and  walked  out  of  the  box. 

Mr.  LUienstem-a  member  of  the  staff  of  Men  and 
H<mr-mA  an  unrecognizably  prosperous,  even  sItoJ 
plump.  J«T0ld  Marvell-for  Mr'^Da^d  E^^jt 
up  from  distant  Cardiff  for  the  occasion-^wreat 
same  moment  pointing  out  to  each  other,  likewisT, 
consjderable  disgust,  the  spectacle  in  the  double  C 

-T^  r"l  "^  "P  y°"**'  ^y"  said   Ifiro 
There s  ttje  boss  of  the  show,  eh?   Your  ^^Tl 

^tron  l-Thafs  what  drove  me  back  to  wX 

U  pS^""''  «^'-t'-t  Madder,  as  empty  as 

Mr    Liliensteni,  who  accentuated  his  name  bv 
P^  set  of  cm-Is,  glanced  darkly  in  the  4erti, 

Blaise  told  me  I  was  to  clap,  d him  I  "  hTa 

m  his  hspmg  confidential  voice.   "  Can't  afford  to  q^ 
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with  my  bread  and  butter  like  Montagu.      Monty's 
chucked  it,  you  know— but  it's  all  very  weU,  Monty's  got 
something  to  faU  back  upon— I  haven't.    Got  to  write  it 
up  in  the  rag,  too— pitiable  rot  as  it  is." 
"  Pitiable,"   echoed  the  Welshman  heartily.     "  Ex- 

^P* "    He  passed  his  hand  over  his  hair  which  had 

become  astonishingly  smooth  and  was  combed  back,  in 
a  fashion  which  the  Cardiff  young  ladies  thought  very 
becoming.  "Except— you  noticed,  perhaps,  the  little 
song  m  this  act.  It  shone  like  a  pearl,  I  thought,  amid 
the  general  mire.— I  dashed  it  off  for  poor  old  McFein." 
"  I  recognized  you,  my  boy,  I  recognized  you  1 " 
exclaimed  the  effusive  LiUenstem.  "Come  and  have 
a  drink.  I'd  say  let  us  go  round  to  her  box,  but  'pon  my 
soul,  I  can't  bring  myself  to  be  civil  to  that  fellow.    And 

she "  he  paused  and  shook  his  head. 

•*  She "  began  the  little  poet,  and  stopped,  the  self- 
satisfied  look  passed  from  his  countenance,  to  be  replaced 
by  the  old  scowl.   Mr.  Lilienstem  shook  his  head  again. 

"  It's  even  bettmg "  he  began ;  but  they  were  in 

the  gangway  now :  he  paused,  and,  clutching  Jeirold  by 
the  ami,  dragged  him  back  against  the  wall.  "  Look  up 
there— isn't  it  written  for  the  whole  house  to  see? 
Hasn't  he  got  her  in  his  clutches  ?  Isn't  even  the  husband 
kicked  out  akeady  ?    Does  anyone  else  get  a  look  in  ?  " 

A  group  of  spectators  pushing  by  them  reminded  the 
two  young  men  of  their  purpose.  They  allowed  them- 
selves to  be  carried  on  to  the  bar,  where  the  poet  indulged 
in  a  couple  of  whiskies  without  all  the  soda.  It  was  only 
when  seated  once  more  in  the  stalls,  in  the  semi-darkness, 
that  he  gave  full  expression  to  the  disgust  of  his  feelings  : 
"  Blaise  I  .  .  .  Blaise  and  Magdalen  !— Oh,  Lily,  if  you 
knew  what  once  passed  between  her  and  me  !— Blaise  and 
that  sweet  lady  I    Oh,  Lily,  Lily  I  " 
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fortunately  not  nff^«         1^      ^'^^^  sometimeS)^ 
*X^^J1^J'^  -Proar  and  confa 

w;  that  «is«Tl^^:?^  •-<"*» 

"spectaMe,  decent  ciw'  hJ       *'^*  '«°  "^ 
into  a  raging  „^*  ^^:^;^*'^te<>ly  develoi 

^^•a^r--''^:f^^-'=^^'S^ 
appr&vely  Ch  too  41^%^!  «T,    ^'^  Slanc 
see  him  flung  outtohfhri     ****"'  ^  ^Pecting 
the  fox  tolte  ho,^,^      ^  "P'  *"  *»  hnntsmanlL 

^^    "L  T'''    f^"*    Kaise    in    an    u^« 

and^as    he    sLte    ISZ?  T'    °'  *^'  <I«<*° 
shouldeis.  '^^'    "^PP*^    ^   doak   ab^ut   h 

hafnetrhSTdt^^r'"^""^"--  ^h 
faces  before.  l«„rrfhS^*H"?^r°  *"*  ~°^^ 
"nalice  to  raise  a  fi^  .T ,^!?t ""  **  »"^  ^^  had  th 
howls  and  booinTl^  mS''"*"=  andtheccunte 
Blaise's  annTto  a  ^Irt-  "'*'^*°  =•"»«  «< 
herself  to  be  guid^  s^iZ  t^'"^'  *»<»  "^e^ 
on  tte  rush  to^  Z^-^'°  *^  "^^  «"<»  ""i^i 

the  .Ssi"'^^  ^^^"t^I  ^  r "  fl-tered  by 
«all«y"  were  malST  ?r^.P*^%".*«  P"  and 
sisted  in  donning  S's  Zf  J^^",'''^'^''  P*'" 
mistake  when  ^the  di)™^;  and  only  perceived  her 

efiectuaUy  bloTkeS  ^''^^  tt  ""k  "  **  **  "^ 

wuen  at  last  she  consented  to 
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exchange  garments  with  that  protesting  young  lady, 
considerable  time  had  been  wasted. 

The  belated  party  on  reaching  the  hall  could  see  no 
trace  of  Magdalen  or  Mr.  Blaise. 

••  And  a  very  good  thmg  too  I  "  said  Lady  Adelaide  to 
her  companion,  looking  cheerfuUy  at  their  blank  and 
anxious  countenances.  "  He's  very  sensibly  taken  her 
off.  I'll  just  pop  into  a  taxi  and  go  home  too.— Poor 
child,  no  doubt  she's  been  upset  by  all  this  I  I  dare  say 
she  does  not  feel  equal  to  the  supper-party." 

"  Supper-party  ?  "  cried  Diana.  "  Nobody  has  asked 
me  to  supper.— Where  were  you  and  Magdalen  gome  to 
sup.  Lady  Adelaide  ?  "  -^  e  -^ 

But  Lady  Adelaide,  scuttling  down  the  steps  to  her 
taxi,  turned  a  deaf  ear. 

"Just  hang  back  for  a  minute  or  two,  Di,"  said 
Spofforth  to  his  sister.  "There's  no  chance  of  the 
brougham  being  up  yet— with  all  these  cars  nipping 
in." 

"  Old  John  persists  in  thmking  he's  driving  poor  papa 
to  the  House  of  Lords,"  said  the  Bishop's  daughter 
explanatorily  to  Dillwyn. 

But  the  Foreign  Ofl&ce  youth  only  gave  her  a  vague 
smile.  His  blue  eyes  were  fixed  and  anxious.  Seizing  his 
opportunity,  in  a  momentary  pressure  of  the  throng,  he 
drew  Teddy  aside  and  whispered : 

"  I  say,  old  man,  I  don't  like  it." 

"  Like  what  ?  " 

"  The  way  that  fellow  rushed  Mrs.  Denvers  off.— Did 
you  happen  to  catch  a  glimpse  of  his  face  ?  " 

"  No." 

Teddy's  wits  were  never  of  the  nimblest.  But  all 
Magdalen's  old  friends  had  a  profound  distrust  of  Blaise 
—intensified,  in  the  case  of  both  these  young  men,  by  the 
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jealousy  of  a  bygone  infatuation.    Horror  dawned 
his  honest  countenance.  wwneo 

'•?mi?f  ""^^^'^y "he stammered. 

h«  L?        ""  ^y'    '^*°^«*^  ^^1  quickly  recoi 
h«  balance  as  a  large  lady  from  the  Vu«^'  ^S 

b^tonexit,propeUedhimfromherpatV^i^ 
that  you're  a  cousin,  and  it  wouldn't  do  anv  ^ 
r^  *^,^P  ^l^^  to  Berkeley  Sq^^^^fc 
she  had  reached  home  safp  l.w«,«-^  ^  ^     ^ 

see  Miss  Di  home."         ^^-H^'nd  crowd  here ! 

Teddy's  in  a  hurry  off  somewhpr*. "   e«i^   i 
--d  .at„  to  Ted^  sisteTXT'l  Sit' 

IWs  anangement  was  greeted  by  Diana  with  a  . 

Mtirs^f  "T"  '°  *'  daisy^freshnessTht' 
f^jn»yns  swift  glance  marked  her  emotion  witl 
^^t  that  gave  pUce  to  half-amusedOT^ 

whlt^?^*  ul  w  •  "°"'*  y°"  !■  That's  a  good  id. 
^      He  had  never  used  that  intimate  tone  to 

As  the  little  group  were  about  to  part  Clara  r- 
^y  «m,ugh  the  now  thimung  cro^o^tj 
TJ^JJ^also  a  certam  an»ety  at  the  back  of 

Magdalen  ?    She  told  me  yesterday  that  Mr  Blai«. , 
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looldng  from  one  to  the  other  of  the  young  men.   "  What 
has  happened  ? "  ^      -o  *«" 

"  Nothing."  said  DiUwyn  hurriedly,  "  nothing."  He 
had  the  masculine  instinctive  dread  of  imparting  one 
woman  s  secrets  to  another.  He  hurried  Diana  doiwi  the 
steps  pressmg  her  hand  against  his  side  with  unconscious 
new  fervour. 

Clara  glanced  round  for  Spofforth ;   but  he  too  had 

..tC     ^        *  moment  knitting  her  dark  brows. 

There  s  something  odd  about  it  aU,"  she  reflected. 

She  was  a  woman  of  decision.    "  I  can't  go  after  Harry  at 

to  hour.  I  suppose  .  .  ."  she  thought.   "  But  I  can  ring 
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T«E    plan  elaborately  arranged    between 
AdelaideandlsidoreBlaisi*  ^h^A^u    ^ 

him.  She  hTJ  j!*']  ?*""=«  *e  had  resolved  to 
atrophied  c^S^^  t,"*''^  intelligence  a. 
y^^beTTT^^^-  M!|8dalen-s  first  matriir 

were  loosen^  fte  tot«  it^"7i  "t^^  "»  ' 
of  aU  parties  nL  j  ,  ^°^^  "*  '"""  «>e  hapt 
seve^nrihe  °^y^-   °^^*^y.  nobody  fe^ 

avoidable  Liinte^lSon  "^v'^r*''""  l"^*' 
conjugal  mist^an^^P  ?.*■">  ^  foo«shly  ma 

counted.    How  few  ^™  i^",  *'  ""'y  ««»ty 
divorcer,  wh^  ^^or^"  *~""«'»  '^  ^nq-^  whid. 

«-tified.  sv  mrt'^^:^^:^Ji'r?  '''r 

most  anomalous  position  ?  ^         Magdalen  fror 
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"*?*K?°*  *"i**^'  **^^*  *^  °*^«"'  *o  fi"  her  existence 
with  bhss.  And  Magdalen  need  never  know  that  it 
was  not  purely  accident  that  had  opened  the  door  to 
opportunity. 

It  had  been  arranged,  therefore,  between  these  two 

disinterested  creatures,  that  Blaise  was  to  profit  by  the 
confusion  of  a  first  night-and  circumstances  had  swved 
them  far  better  than  could  have  been  anticipated-to 
huny  Magdalen  out  of  the  theatre,  ostensibly  leaving 
Lady  Adelaide  to  follow  with  McFein. 

McFein's  non-appearance  had  been  secured  by  the 
dementary  process  of  omitting  to  ask  him ;  and  Lady 
Adelaide,  even  as  her  taxi  whisked  her  up  St.  James's 
Street  had  not  yet  decided  whether  that  belated  message 
(which  Blaise's  telephone  might  or  might  not  receive 
accordmg  to  circumstances)  should  contain  the  announce- 
ment of  an  attack  of  faintness,  a  sprain  on  the  theatre 
steps,  or  a  sudden  seizure  of  influenza.  The  last  alterna- 
tive wodd  have  the  advantage  of  disposing  of  her  comfort- 
ably in  bed  for  three  or  four  days,  out  of  the  reach  of  aU 
difficult  mterviews,  should  unpleasantness  arise. 

She  had  prepared  herself  for  the  unwonted  sacrifice  of 
pajong  her  own  fare,  and  letting  herself  m  with  her 
latchkey,  for  Smallwood  was  the  last  person  she  desired 
to  meet  at  this  particular  juncture.  She  was  seriously 
annoyed,  therefore,  to  find  that  very  personage  standing 
on  the  doorstep,  apparently  on  the  look  out. 

'•  What  are  you  doing  there  ?  "  she  inquired  sharply 
and  passed  him  without  waiting  for  a  reply.  Then,  on  a 
happy  thought,  "  Pay  the  taxi,  please,"  she  ordered. 

SmaUwood  returning  found  her  standmg  close  to  the 
warm  radiator  in  the  inner  haU,  shivering  ostentatiously 
Fate  had  decided  for  her.:  neither  faintness,  nor  accident 
—it  must  be  influenza. 
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glean,  from  his  Wm^^h  a     .H"'^  "«*  ' 

dear,  what  caS  he^r?   1^^*   ?*!;  »y™P"»»- 
into  her  brain :  ^'  ^"^  """^•'t  leaped  pleasu 

fly"  '  "^  '^y  *«"  Simon  I've  got  a  genn,  and 

take  t^  Cr^^M'^J^'"'  "<»•  •»*  alo 

ought  to  sTy-^e^'L"^."!*'^'"-""-  0"v« 
soboIdas?o^«^^'7ji^';««««i,?   Mayl, 

myUdy?"  ^^  °' """n  "as  accompanying 

;■  ReaUy,    SmaUwood- — |  "     t.^    • ...  .^ 

vamly  to  laugh.    Howev«.  h,.»Ki     ^.  Adelaide   t 

a  conscience  L  h^^a^rJ'K^  *«"  «>»««> 

proverbial  worm.  U-SS  t-^' S!'^?  *''*^  "*« 

most  disagreeabte  s^t^^'  -  r:Siv  sLI"!^' 

are  extraordinarv  I    Yon  ir««     *i  x  ^'  ^^a^wood,  ^ 

a  large  party  ^the'^l^/^^ofdonT  "^*^^  *^ 

should  have  left  her—!"  ^hlZ        J  ^"PP**®  *^ 

refused  itself.    She  fdT^n.  ?    '^^P^  *   *^«  «"  d^r 

remembered  w^h  a  va^^^  co'^trt  ^.T^  '"™^' ' 
suitably  feverish.  ^  *^**  >*  would  lo 

"  Am  I  to  understand  "  aslr^/i  +i,«  • 
nent."  flamed  the™  ''°"  "*  ""^  ™I^ 
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"Adelaide,  what  is  this ?  " 

Sir  Simon  flung  open  the  door.  His  attenuated  figure 
was  outlined  against  the  fireglow  of  the  cosy  room 
within. 

"  Ask  Smallwood."  said  his  wife,  her  never  very  me- 
lodious voice  upraised.  She  seemed  struck  herself  at  the 
discrepancy  of  its  ringing  tones  with  her  invaUd  state, 
and  coughed  and  again  obviously  shivered. 

"  I  was  merely  asking,  Sir  Simon,"  said  Smallwood, 
with  the  same  concentrated  obstinacy,  "  if  her  ladyship 
would  be  good  enough  to  say  with  whom  she  has  left  my 
mistress." 

And  with  whom  have  you  left  her  ?  "  asked  Sir 
Sunon,  turning  his  piercing  eyes  upon  his  wife.  He  had 
been  whihng  away  the  time  over  a  book,  and  his  spectacles 
were  pushed  up  upon  his  fofAhead.  He  looked  a  singular, 
crumpled,  withered  old. man,  and  yet  a  certain  force 
emanated  from  him.    Lady  Adelaide  fdt  afraid. 

"  Don't  come  near  me  I "  she  exclaimed,  puUing  her 
furs  about  her  with  one  hand,  while  she  extended  the 
other  to  ward  him  off.  "  I  feel  dreadfully  ill.  I'm  sure 
I've  got  influenza."  Then  angrily:  "  Goodness  gracious, 
you  don't  thmk,  both  of  you,  I  would  have  come  back 
but  that  I  felt  I  ought  to  be  m  bed.  I'll  tell  you,  Simon, 
I've  got  a  germ." 

But  the  expected  recoil  did  not  occur.  On  the  con- 
trary, after  fixing  her  a  second  longer  with  those  relent- 
less Oibs  that  were  so  singularly  acute  in  the  parchment 
face,  the  ex-minister  advanced  nearer : 

"  You  don't  look  Hi,  Adelaide ;— I  don't  believe  you're 
ill.-— I  don't  understand  this  business.— It  is  high  time  I 
should  interfere.  .  .  .  Yah— pah  I  you  and  Magdalen, 
you're  becoming  the  talk  of  the  clubs.  I  heard  a  couple 
of  fellows  to-night.  .  .  .  My  wife  and  my  niece !    Don't 


!l 


•  i' 
■  r 

111! 


n 


ii- 


Im: 


r 


I 


u 


m  Is  I 


< 


iji. 


•M  THE  GOLDEN  BARRIER 

Wl  me;-  exclaimed  the  old  gentleman  with  , 
break  of  eicperation  in  hit  auernlogi  T^ 
td^  me.  Addude.  that  you've  ^^y^^ 
?«hjperoned  with  a  «t  of  dia«putablefri3dv 
God  taowi  what  public  reataurant  I "  ' 

The  he  had  to  be  told  after  all. 
H  you  caU  my  own  relations,  the  SDoSorth* 

PutaWe  people,  Simon "  ibe  cried  «^^ 

countenwKe  changed ;  a  carl^^^at  ft 
and  there  were  rapid  steps  on  the  pa^^t  |1!S 
mtent  fnwning  brow  rdiaxed  •    '^  "^ 

..liP^'«  ^  •'*'•"  •"  exclaimed,  hurryine  to  one 
as  tte  ben  thrilled  through  the  silenJS.     ^ 

wn^L  ™  k'  ^'  *""  *«^  "PO"  ">*•  consort 
t^^?„^"  **"  ?°  amazement,  which  chani 
terr^  as  a  young  man;,  voice  echoed  loudly  int^! 

me,  bas  Mrs.  Denvers  come  back  aU  right  ?  " 

rri  J?~.i"'  ^-^°^  m  and  spe^  to  Sir  Sii 

^e^-My  tody,  here  is  Mr.  Spofforth  asldng  for 

Udy  Adelaide  had  smaU  time  for  reflection    Itse 
^^  n^Stl  TJ'»-««  her  in  on  ev^ 

£r„rnfi;:^*^-:-j'^,f, 

^di  f  "'P^, ««  *e  could  produce :    ^ 

ficiaSn^'^r"      ^  'o"^"-  "ot  altogether 
ftci^y,  her  toees  were  really  shaking  bmeath 
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I  nevCT  dreamed  that  she  would  go  without  me.  I  told 
you.  didn't  I.  TedJr.  that  I  was  sure  she'd  be  home  before 
me. — Oh,  my  poor  head  I  " 

"You  didn't  seem  to  be  thinking  that  when  you 
stepped  m  here  a  while  ago,  my  iady." 

SmaUwood,  deadly  accusing,  was  cut  short  by  Sir  Simon  • 

Hold  your  tongue.— Get  me  my  overcoat.    Get  me 

my  hat  and  stick.-My  stick,  sir  I "    He  repeated  "  I'll 

S??  "?..*  5*^-  ^*°P  "*^^  *^^  noise,  Adelaide  • 
Where  did  that  fellow  ask  you  to  supper  ?  Answer  me. 
Answer  me  I  he  repeated  so  ferociously  that  the  truth 
leaped  from  her,  before  she  could  consider  its  advisabUity 
"  Oh,  at  his  rooms,  at  Q  I  the  Albany." 
It  was  Spofforth  who  gave  the  stifled  exclamation.  Sir 
Simon  uttered  no  word,  but  wrenched  himself  into  the 
fur-hned  coat  that  Smallwood  held  up  for  him.  He 
snapped  his  stick  and  hat  from  the  same  willing  hand 

"May  I  go  with  you,  sir  ? "  asked  Teddy,  as  they  reached 
the  bottom  of  the  steps.    "  We'd  better  walk-it  is  just 
round  the  comer,  really." 
The  old  man  turned  on  the  well-meaning  youth 

"  If  you  want  the  whole  town  to  talk "  he  snapped  • 

but  suddenly  softened.    "  No,  young  man,"  he  went  on.' 
while  stiUtrottmgquaveringly  towards  Hay  Hill.   "This 

this "  he  struggled  for  breath  and  for  words.    '*  Yah' 

pah  I— this  is  a  damned  silly  business,  and  it  won't  be 
the  better  for  meddlers.  It  won't  be  the  better  for  med- 
^ers,  su: !  Go  home,  and  forget  it.  Keep  your  mouth 
shut  at  least,  if  you  can't.  That's  what  you've  got  to  do  " 
Teddy  feU  back,  first  angry  and  inclined  to  rebd 
Then  suddenly  the  common  sense  that  underlay  the  un- 
compromising words  forced  itself  upon  him. 

"  It's  a  game  old  cock."  he  thought  admiringly,  as  he 
watched  the  tottering  yet  indomitable  energy  with  which 
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the  valetudinarian  breasted  Hay  Hill.  ••  I'll  jui 
about  after  him.  lest  he  should  tumble  down  ii 
Then  I  d  have  to  come  in-^Uter  all.  I  am  kin  em 
have  a  right  to  look  alter  her." 

••  111  go  to  bed,"  said  Lady  Adelaide  faintly, 
really  very  m.    SmaUwood— Smallwood  I  "    Mac. 
■crvant  turned  his  anxious  face  upon  her  withS 
animosity  that  she  hastily  altered  the  intended  re 
Won  t  you  help  me  upstairs  ?  "  to  a  stammered  ' 
are  you  going  to  do  ?  " 
"  I'ln  going  to  fetch  my  master."  said  SmaUwo 
The  house  shook  with  the  force  with  which  he  I 
the  door  that  led  down  to  the  basement. 

For  one  overcome  with  faintness  Udy  Adelaid 
tnved  to  get  upstairs  with  remarkable  cclerity--<ir( 
her  cloak  on  the  first  landing  to  proceed  more  i 
The  sense  of  huny  and  fright  lasted  untU  she  wa 
between  the  blankets,  in  the  darkness ;  and  then  ; 
set  herself  to  face  the  situation,  her  tremors  grk< 
began  to  subside.  ** 

Was  it.  after  all.  such  a  bad  thing  that  this  sc 
should  break  out  about  the  two  whom,  as  matters  s 
only  scaadal  could  unite  ?  There  was  already  it  set 
gossip  at  the  clubs.  The  conversation  that  Simoi 
overheard  must  have  been  fairly  pointed  to  have  pu 
m  such  an  idiotic  state  of  fuss. 

Heaven  Ime^  she  could  not  be  held  respons 
No  one  could  accuse  her  of  not  having  accompanie. 
child  everywhere  ...  up  to  to-night.  And  as  fo 
mght.  whatever  happened,  even  if  the  discrepancy  u 
own  words  and  actions  were  brought  home  to  her.  she  < 
always  (if  mdeed  a  suffering  woman  could  be  he] 
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•ecoimt  for  evwry  word)  plead  her  desire  to  shield  her 
unpetuous  niece.    And  Magdalen  would  want  shielding 
She  would  want  championship.    She  would  not  be  ovw^ 
eager—by  to-monrow  morning— to  investigate  her  best 
fnend  s  lap«es  from  the  path  of  rectitude. 

^J?i  ***!  H*?*  *'^M»ct»<»  of  the  cheque,  there  was 
no  hkehhood  of  Its  seeing  the  light.  Blaise  was  as  deeply 
concerned  in  the  privacy  of  the  aflair  as  she  was  herself. 
And  she  reflected,  with  a  glow  of  satisfaction,  that  the 
money  had  had  nothing  to  say  to  her  actions  that  even- 
ing :  she  would  have  done  just  the  same,  would  have 
helped  thMe  poor  young  things  just  as  heartily,  without 
Uiat  fncndly  assistance.— No.  she  could  regret  nothing 
Things  had  come  to  a  climax.  Nobody  in  Magdalei?s 
position  could  be  expected  to  drag  out  aU  her  youthful 
years,  abandoned,  alone,  unloved.  .  .  . 

If  anyone  was  to  blame  in  the  whole  matter,  it  was 
Denvers.  If  the  aunt  was  arraigned  for  not  better 
guarding  the  child,  what  of  the  husband?  Lady  Adelaide 
could  very  wcU  turn  the  tables  (and  meant  to  do  so 
should  need  arise)  when  she  had  recovered  from  her 
mfluenza.  "  I  am  going  to  teU  my  master."  Smallwood 
had  said.  Let  the  old  busybody  carry  his  story  I  Denvers 
vf^  basely  looking  for  some  such  lapse  on  his  wife's 
side— Isidore  had  told  her  as  much.  Well,  here  was  what 
he  was  looking  for.— Let  him  make  the  most  of  it  I 

;nien  once  more  she  turned  hot  as  she  lay— hot  this  time 
with  mdignation.  SmaUwood  was  Denvers*  spy  then  • 
was  doing  private  inquiry  for  "  the  Master."  as  hi  caUed 
mm.  That  accounted  for  his  inquisitorial  manner.  How 
base-how  low  I  That's  what  came  of  marrying  the  apent. 
S%.  unhappy  child  I  It  wasindeedtimetocutherx.ee  I 
There  is  nothing  so  comforting  as  righteous  anger 
when  conscience  requires  soothing.    Lady  Adelaide  fell 
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asleep  on  this  comfort.  And  the  sound  o!  steps  pi 
and  repassing  her  room,  the  opening  and  shutS 
doors,  and  later  on.  the  faint  reverberation  of  th« 
door,  all  failed  to  disturb  her. 


!*■: 


From  the  theatre,  Denvers  went  straight  back  t 

lonely  rooms ;  and,  by  a  speU  of  hard  work,  tried  to  < 

the  torment  of  thought.    He  had  several  contrac 

look  oyer,  the  details  of  which  demanded  attention 

attention  was  difficult  to  give  this  evening.     He 

restless,  thoroughly  iU  at  ease ;  now  and  again  tern 

by  mexpUcable  impulse  to  rush  out  and  seek  fui 

news  of  his  wife.—He  was  aware  that  his  anxiety 

becommg  nothing  less  than  an  obsession.    He  trie 

reason  with  himseH.    Had  he  not  taken  every  precau 

for  her  mvisible  protection,  day  by  day?     Did 

Smallwood  bring  him  early  every  morning,  the  progran 

as  far  as  he  knew  it,  of  his  mistress's  movements  for 

day?    Would  not  the  telephone  ring,  in  due  course 

at  night,  to  convey  the  faithful  old  guardian's  last  rei 

before  retiring  to  his  rest :    "  AU  weU.  sir,  she's  he 

safe  and  sound  I"     Indeed,  had  not  the  momi 

mtormation  been  unwontedly  consoUng  ? 

"  It's  my  opinion,  sir,"  the  old  man  had  said,  in 
intervals  of  brushing  the  master's  garments  and  gener 
tidymg  his  rooms,  "  it's  my  opinion  that  she  is  getl 
a  bit  sick  of  the  whole  thing  ...  of  the  whole  lol 
them,  I  may  say.  That  Mr.  Blaise  has  not  been  nex1 
mgh  the  house  these  two  days.  As  to  her  ladyshii 
die  s  lookmg  just  about  annoyed.  Very  tart  Mii  M 
dalen  was  to  her,  last  mght  at  dinner,  very  tart  indei 
And  she  hasn't  as  much  as  opened  that  paper  •  thei 
a  pile  of  them  in  the  boudoir,  and  I  saw  it  this  mom 
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just  where  I  left  it  yesterday.  Of  course  we  are  having 
one  or  two  of  them  to  dine  to-night.  But  then  there's  Mr. 
Spofforth.  and  Miss  Di,  and  Mr.  DiUwyn  coming  too. 
And  they'U  aU  be  with  her  at  the  theatre.  .  .  .  Very 
particular  she  was  about  having  them.  Made  me  tele- 
phone last  night  to  make  sure  of  Miss  Di.  Her  ladyship 
didn't  like  it."  ^     ^ 

But  it   was  more  difficult  than  usual,  this  evening, 
to  make  the  voice  of  reason  audible  agamst  the  clamour 
of  his  heart ;    against  the  taunting  suggestions  which 
succeeded  each  other,  as  if  whispered  by  some  imp  of 
torment.    It  was  all  very  weU  to  say  that  she  was  at 
«ie  least  as  well  guarded  now  as  before  her  marriage. 
The  very  fact  of  her  marriage  state,  without  a  husband's 
protection,  exposed  her  t    risks  unlikely  to  threaten  a 
girl.    The  fact  that  they  were  separated  must  attract 
attention  to  her,  stimulate  the  adventurer— and  she  had 
been  encurcled  by  adventurers  from  the  beginning.    All 
very  well  to  tell  himself  that  it  was  Lady  Adelaide's 
mterest  to  justify  her  position  in  the  heiress's  house  by 
a  decent  show  of  chaperonage.    He  knew  Lady  Adelaide 
tooweU.    Thank  God,  he  knew  Magdalen  I   He  had  come 
to  understand  well  enough  the  chief  anomaly  in  her 
character  (and  it  was  the  best  safeguard  of  aU) :  dearly 
as  she  loved  adulation,  admiration,  even  adoration   it 
was  only  from  the  ideal  side.    It  pleased  her  to  stand  on 
her  pedestal  and  receive  incense ;   but  no  nymph  was 
ever  more  ready  to  fly  in  horror  from  the  first  souhd  of  the 
satyr's  footsteps. 

A  memory  came  upon  him  of  the  terror  with  which  she 
had  clung  to  him  in  the  boat,  although  it  had  been,  as  it 
were,  but  from  the  shadow  of  an  outstretched  hand  — 
Suddenly  he  seemed  to  feel  her  cling  to  him  again.  In 
his  empty  lonely  room,  her  voice  seemed  once  more  tc 
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^nZK'^'^V'^''^'^^^"  Andhehadh 
Worse,  he  had  refused  to  return  I 

He  flung  down  his  pen,  he  could  endure  it  no 
Though  after  a  first  night,  and  no  doubt  a  « 

party,  he  could  not  expect  her  to  be  back  yet.  he  ^ 
to  the  restlessness  which  so  often  had  iiven  i 
go  and  watch  unseen  for  her  return  home.  This 
toyer  s  patrol,  under  the  shadow  of  the  trees  in  B< 
Square  withm  sight  of  her  Ughted  window,  had  I 
so  n^y  a  custom,  that  SmaUwood  always  look 
hmi  b^ore  sendmg  the  night's  message  on  the 
No  matter  how  long  he  might  have  to  wait  thei 
tuM,  It  would  be  more  tolerable  than  here 

He  turned  aw^y  from  the  table  and  cast  a  k 
scrutmy  round  the  room,  after  a  fashion  which  had  b 
Imlntual  with  him.  Was  everytiiing  as  he  woild 
It  to  be  when  it  should  first  strike  her  eyes  ?  He  a 
over  and  cyjened  the  door  of  the  white  ri,m.   Itwa. 

^  T1^'  J^"^  ^^^"^  ^^  stiU  on  the  door-hj 
when  the  telephone-beU  rang  out  with  its  iterated « 
ness  of  summons. 


i    I 


"  Are  you  there  ?  " 

voice,  but  It  was  a  woman  who  answered  • 

..    ^J^K/?""'  ^"^  «•  "     His  heart  leaped 
steadied  itself  dully.  «»fcu, 

"Oh,  is  it  Clara?" 

"  Yes.  it  is  I.  .  .  .  Harry " 

"  What  is  it  ?  " 

"  Oh,  you  wiU  think  me  an  absurd  fidget,"  said 
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distant  voice,  so  dear  in  the  night's  silence,  "  but—" 
it  broke  off  to  laugh  nervously.  His  veins  ran  as  with  a 
fire  of  impatience : 
'*  Yes,  yes— I'm  listening,  what  is  it  ?  " 
"  Well,  to  tell  you  the  truth,  I  happen  to  know  that 
Mr.  Blaise  expected  Magdalen  to  supper  to-night—Yes, 
to  supper-at  his  rooms,  Q  I,  Albany  Court— His  rooms, 
yes.  And  I  can't  make  out  who  else  is  going  to  be  there. 
Lady  Adelaide  went  home,  alone.— Yes,  alone.  The 
other  two  went  on.— Yes,  yes,  I  do  mean  Magdalen  and 
Mr.  Blaise.  They  went  on  from  the  theatre,  together.  It 
was  an  awful " 

The  voice  was  thrust  back,  as  it  were,  through  the  hne 
by  the  brutal  closing  of  the  telephone  receiver,  and  Harry, 
seizing  hat  and  stick  as  he  darted  through  the  lobby,* 
did  not  even  wait  to  put  on  his  overcoat  before  dashing 
down  the  wooden  stairs  at  headlong  speed  and  out  into 
the  November  xJght. 


Sir  Simon  toddled  up  Burlington  Gardens  towards  the 
silent  secluded  passage  of  the  Albany.    He  was  preparing 
his  interview  with  the  neatest  precision.     Though  he 
had  demanded  a  stick  and  twirled  it  as  he  went  with  senile 
severity,  he  did  not,  on  reflection,  intend  to  use  it  upon 
Mr.  Blaise's  shoulders.    A  man  has  not  spent  so  many 
years  of  his  life  in  diplomacy  for  nothing,  even  should 
old  age  have  exasperated  a  naturaUy  irascible  disposition. 
No— he  would  ring  the  beU  at  the  feUow's  rooms— Yah, 
pah  I  to  think  that  he  should  have  to  seek  any  young 
female  relation  of  his,  after  midnight,  at  a  feUow's  rooms  I 
"I  have  come,  sir,"  he  would  say,  "to  escort  Mrs. 
Denvers,    my    niece,    home,— Lady    Adelaide    Bruce- 
Walsingham.  my  wife,  having.  I  understand,  been  unable 
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toj^  W.  o«ng  to  a  sudden  and  .^ubl, 

Tlie  rest  of  his  remarks  on  the  sitnahVw.  i^ 
«^e  for  Magdalen  in  the  returlglZ^^ 

cdT  nccaoiiiy,  when  a  man  came  running  ud  th*» 

"  Ha:°tl^r"«^  and  panting.  ffl^C^ 
MM  the  lady  gone  out  this  way  ?  " 

y^"'b^2Z'T^^^  recognised  Isidore  himself 
^t^w  at  a  smgle  glance,  m  an  acute  state  of  di 

The  porter  hesitated,  starinc  •   BIa!«A   r.~... 
•nquiy  in  angry,  overbekri:^„;sf^  "P^'" 
^^Did  you  hear  what  I  said-<lid  the  lady  go  ou, 

"  ^°'-  ^:u  "P"*^  ^  ™»°'  =°d  turning  to  Sir  Si. 
h^sa.d,  with  rurcastic  emphasis  on  tte  wid  ge 

Bl^^^'hL'^*™/  ^"^  S"  Simon  arrestingl. 

•^-P^^^tnttrdTolr  -"  '»*'^°' 
Who  IS  that  ?  "— Thpn   «r^««  .,      j^ 

iT^f ''!?*ir^'^''  ^-^y  AdelaidelSd'^  *^ 
Mni"^Tn,^-,,lX'--  -,  I  think 


ettable  indis. 

on  he  would 
wheeler. 
'  retired  pre- 
of  the  porter 
He  had  just 
I  further  end, 
»P  the  length 
the  official  ; 

himself.  He 
^e  old  diplo- 
5  of  discom- 

3peated   his 

go  out  this 

Sir  Simon  : 
I  for,  sir," 
)rd  gentle- 

JStingly. 
k,  brought 

icognition, 
elf:  "Sir 
ation,  but 
5  to  have 
1  afraid- 
expecting 
think  I'll 
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Sir  Simon,  perplexed  and  annoyed,  shuffled  after  the 
swift  figure  with  the  best  speed  he  could  muster. 

But  when  he  pushed  open  the  inner  door  at  the  Picca- 
dilly end  of  the  building,  it  was  only  to  see  Blaise  dashing 
through  the  outer  one,  which  he  swung  violently  back 
behind  him. 

"  Gentleman's  lost  his  lady  I  "  said  the  second  porter 
humorously. 

Sir  Simon  had  halted  with  a  "  Tsha  I  "  of  disgust.  He 
ouw  fixed  the  speaker  acutely  from  under  his  bashy  eye- 
brows: 

"  Lost  his  lady,  has  he  ?  " 

"  Yes,  sir— regular  state  he's  in.  '  Has  a  lady  gone  by? ' 
says  he.  *  Yes,'  says  I,  and  off  he  goes,  just  as  you  saw, 
without  a  hat  on  his  head,  more  like  a  madman  than 
anything  I  see  in  my  life.—New-comer  he  is,  sir,  in  the 
Court." 

"  New-comer,  is  he  ?  "  Sir  Simon's  querulous  voice 
vainly  reached  for  geniality.  He  jingled  some  coins  in 
his  pocket  and  hesitated.  "  So  the  lady  went  by,  did  she  ? " 
he  snapped  at  last. 

"  Yes,  sir."  The  porter,  with  the  tactful  grace  peculiar 
to  his  kind,  accepted  the  coin  from  the  trembling  old 
hand.  "  Thank  you,  sir.— Just  as  much  in  a  hurry  as 
the  gentleman,  she  was.  I  asked  if  she  had  a  carriage. 
Offered  to  get  her  a  cab.  '  Oh,  no,'  says  she, '  let  me  out — 
at  once,  at  once  1 '  Queer  go,  sir." 

"  Yah,  pah !  "  said  Sir  Simon,  with  great  disgust. 
Shaking  his  head  and  pondering,  he  began  to  retrace  his 
steps,  pausing  a  moment  at  the  entrance  of  Q  I  to  stare 
at  the  open  door  through  which  the  light  was  streaming. 

She  had  run  away  from  him — what  did  it  mean  ? 
What— the  veins  of  his  forehead  began  to  swell,  the  thin 
blood  suddenly  was  stirred  into  fury— what  had  the 
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Home  by  this  time    A<i.u  %?' ^J^  8°*  »'«y.« 

No  use  making  m<«lJI',  *t"°"°^'  «»'  "» 
Denvento^X"^^  «^  need  be.    Ay 

to  be  looking  after  hfaZ.,^  h^-Denvers,  who 
n  even,  man  should  SlLdn^.^^S'^'"""' 
Jus  mairied  duty  becansTTf  T^  Justified  in  givi 
Yah  I  Denversab^^l^*,'!;^""'^*'  •  •  ' 
l^t  in  these  c^I^tal^^t^ll^?'  »'  »^ 
into  Burlington  Garden.:  ^L   u       ^^^^S^  once 

unexpectTre^S^XtS  whT.'*"^  "^  "" 
from  Savik  Row  and  drewTn^^/"™"*  **  ° 
»P«d  in  perilous  pro:SyTo  12^  *^«™«*  <"  " 
with  a  testy  ejacuUitiOT^  ,nH  *r^'  ***  "™Ped 
recognized  in  ihe  iTwho  flun^*^'-  *"  ^  ""^ 
very  person  he  had^  «^*,T^  'V"*"*  <"«  of  it 

"  Sir  Simon-— ['Wo^l.**i^  "  ^  '"^ 

,"»<=>e.     ••  Yon  bere  I  .^"^y.^^^  hailed  his  w 

"VouVebeenatS^LJ?    ?^  *  '»*»«'  of  « 

•ifefipation.  Sir  sX'^^-r'y-  too.  I  see-Unwo. 

"  Supper  ?~l  ?  " 

"  s'S;,^?^!^-  ^;?^ve  you  not  ?  " 
"  Wh<^  is  Z~^!^i  ?« J«ht  faded  from  Hany's  fa, 

ven^^^ri  ^'ytii^^/r  *^-  <"  =- 

go  there.  Aad  it's  hSh  '-^  *""*  ''*'  »t  home-if  v< 
n.an.  i^^^^L,^^^^  *<>  f  there,  yZ 
pestilential  machine ^thlL  rJlf "  ^'"  «*'  »to  tfc 
-her  die  in  my  ^V^^^^  f^^  i^^ 
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Eh^w^t?    And  when  you  get  there,  just  you  sUy 
Jii^''^''^".  P^r^' ^P^  "^^^  P^^ed.    Reassuring 

toy  behind  them.    "  Are  you  sure  she's  gone  home-or 
IS  tiiat  only  what  they  told  you  at  the  doof?" 

Perhaps  Sir  Simon  had  a  diplomatic  sense  of  the  time 

to  speak,  and  the  time  to  be  silent,  or  perhaps  he  1^^? 

he  bot  om  of  his  odd  withered  heart,  a  pity  for  his^ 

reUtive's  unmistakable  distress.  "«»cmiig 

_  "  ^.  ?"'*  ^'J'*  ^""^  ^^  ^ving  reached  home  safely 
espeaaUy  If  die's  got  a  brimstone  fellow  hke  this  to^ve 
?v  T'Si  L^?J*  }  ^*"^0"<^h  she's  started  for  home.  D'ye 
thmk  I'd  be  hkely  to  leave  her  behind  me,  eh  ?  "         ^ 

The  effort  of  being  audible  in  the  taxi  produced  a  fit 
of  coughmg,  of  which  circumstance  Sir  Simon  was 
perha^not  sorry  to  avail  himseM.  AU  further  conversa- 
tion became  impossible  till  the  reprobate  driver  drew 
up  before  the  Berkeley  Square  house. 

"  ^*  with  you,  now  I  "  croaked  Sir  Simon.    "  TeU 
him  the  Hamman  Chambers,  wiU  you  ?  "    He  was  now 
chiefly  Miaous  to  get  his  ancient  carcase  home  to  bed 
out  of  the  way  of  further  vexatious  emotion. 

Hany  stood  on  the  steps  of  the  house  long  after  the 
nowy  machme  had  throbbed  itself  out  of  si^t.  Now  it 
had  come  to  the  point  he  hesitated.    If  she  were  indeed 

t  Wn  K  T'  ^  '?*"**r  "^^"^^  "°*  ^  improved  between 
them  by  his  rousmg  the  household  to  inquire.  And  if 
she  had  not  readied  home,  surely  Smallwood  would 'be 
on  the  alert.     He  crossed  to  the  opposite  pavement. 

^,^Tt.^?T^^  *  ^^'^^  °^  ^°"»PJ«*«  «Pose.  But. 
by  the  hght  of  the  street  lamp,  he  presently  perceived  that 
the  area  gate  was  ajar.    As  he  recrossed  the  way  to 
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»ve.ti^te  hurried  step,  wmnded  behind  him  «« 
u«.  he  fojmd  himadf  face  to  face  with  SmalK 

y»»^ThrlSJ&??r^'  -•  *•— 

''  Why— Smallwood— " 
.   "  ''^«  ^ang  >ou  up,  sir.  time  and  affain— TV 

-and  round  the  square  forty  times  and  back 
'^otrie,^'-^"'^'*'"— o^hc 

n.::.':;mtbact^t.^.  '^TTLT^^ 
her  myself,  sir,  only  for  the  expertin^  rf^^  ^ 
mg  she-d  be  home'  heraelf  every— 3^      '^^' 

.„  !  ^*°f  .u  """"en'-"  said  Denveis.  He  put  out  his 
to  arrest  the  voluble  speech,  and  stood  los^  4  ate^ 

^^^  ^^'  dinging  band  and  to  hear  W 
™nis^.  Harry— Harry,  hold  me  I"  Anoveroon. 
convKbon  came  him,  bom  of  no  p^^,^ 

no  attempt  at  self^lace  or  plausible  conjee^  IZ 
It  seemed  from  some  spirit  out  and  beyonA-S;  1^ 

uJ^'i^^"^  *°  ""  I  ...  and  he  w^  „^ 

It  was  as  if  he  saw  her  slowly  goine  ud  the  oirt  , 

at  Grays  Imi,  the  Bttle  key  in  her S^    L^il 

in  D^it  »«  *r".  '^•"  P"*"*  SmaUwood^m 
"orS.  *""  ""^  "^  «**"•  ^  levers  da 

foo^e^L'^^  "'"*  **"  "P°°  *«  ^"»«-  when  i 
t~tete,»  had  died  away,  was  ahnost  immediately  brt 

agam  .  a  four-wheeler  came  slowly  lumbering  i4nd 

comer,  halted,  creaking,  before  id.  Denv^d^n 


CHAPTER  VIII 
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WHEN  Magdalen  aUowed  herself  to  be  hurried 
rnto  the  twd-cab  by  Blaise,  she  was  panic- 
stncken.     She  would  have  gone  anywhere 
tWrr^r;  'VI  °"*  "^  *^«  pandemoniumTtS 
WCTe.  queen  of  the  assembly ;  now  it  seemed  to  her  that 

?eridL  T'^irj'^u^^  '^'  ^^°'  '^'  herself  was  be^ 
dended  howled  at.  threatened.    She  could  not.  of  cou,^ 
reahze  that  a  certain  section  of  the  theatre-going  pS 
was  merely  enjoying  itself.    It  took  her  two  oriS^e^ 
mmutes  to  choke  down  an  inclination  to  tears ;  and  she 
v^  gratefiJ  to  her  companion  for  refraining  from^ch! 
St^^a  ^^^V*^'«d  its  difficult  way  do^  the  crowded 
Strand.    AU  at  once  the  driver-^ne  of  those  dashing 
foreigners  to  whom  London  trusts  the  lives  of  its  citizens 
m^,  It  seems,  a  special  providence-imparted  a  violent 
swerve  to  las  machine  and  avoided  only  just  in  time 
the  thundering  onslaught  of  the  motor-bi^  he  had  b^n 
dodging     Magdalen  turned  instinctively  to  Blaise  and 

w^  smi^;n?rv  ^  1^^""^"  ^^  *^"^  '^^^^  ^aP«'  he 
Zi.r^  •^""^.  ^  "P^"  '^'"^  enchanting  ^ret 
thought.  The  impression  this  secret  smile  made  on  her 
was  so  unpleasant  that  she  cried  sharply  : 

One  would  think  you  were  pleased,  Mr.  Blaise  f  " 
THe  man  started  slightly,  composed  his  mobile  face  and 
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awumed  that  reverential  air  which  he  waa  k 
reserve  for  her.  ne  waa  k 

fo,JriveWT^'^'''y'*^y•^"»>^?   I>« 
loiipve  me  I    It  is  true  I  wan  Hi.  *«^  «, 

with  thrir  black  impenetrability,    "it^'^l^ 

eongraulating  myself  on  my  go^d  forti^  "^ 

Your  goodfortMe  ?    I  don't  know  what  y 

"  Oh  no,"  said  Blaise  quickly.  "  it's  be<»n  a  /ai 
grant  you.  but  a  gtorious'failu.^  (t  ^d's  S 
J'„*'^  •"  over  the  kingdom  wi^  t^, 
hours.    He  ought  to  be  a  happy  man  I   No  m^ 

^  r"*  ••"^  'tvertised'^En'X  thi^  ^ 
me-  hu  voice  sank— "a*  for  me,  can  I  Mo 
glad  o£  this  chance,  this  opportunity  ?-— "   ^  fc 

S  *L',u«^«  °  '^  ""°°  «™*«  •»•  this  pr. 
JKtJe«te.*.«fc  before  the  others  come  I" 

voice  had  lost  rts  sharpness.  She  Uy  back  more  iest 
tte  custonmy  atmosphere  of  wo4ip  goST.^ 
to  restore  her  equanimity.  Blaise  gave  he?  aTi 
^  once  or  twice.  thenL  hiS  foSlk^  ii^ 
m^te,,  d»c^  the  play,  its  effect  up<m^ 
^d.  the  cntaasms  he  expected;  he  ^flumt 
fl«id  as  usual,  yet  interesting,  sometimreveT ^ 

By  the  time  they  reached  Burlington  Gardens  1 
dalen-s  nerves  were  soothed,  the  nZmtaTSei 
impe^OT  forgotten.  ChaiacteristicaUy  thrttm 
that  she  had  sunk  a  good  thousand  ^ds  ^^  tto 

upon  the  dramatBts  wounds.    She  sought  totti  n 
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grtceful  Jid  tactful  words  with  which  to  greet  him  when 

be  should  come  m  upon  them. 
"Of  course,''  she  said,  stopping  half-way  down  the 

•^tary  covered  passage  in  the  Albany,  which  echoed 

oddly  m  the  night  to  their  steps  and  voices,  "  we  wiU  rive 

him  just  as  good  a  notice  in  our  paper  as  if  it  had  been  a 

most  splendid  success." 
Magdalen  could  not  help  being  conscious  that  she  was 

actmg  up  to  her  own  ideal  very  nobly,  and  expected  a 

correspondingly  enthusiastic  acknowledgment.    But   to 

her  sur^  Blaise  turned  his  opaque  gaze  upon  he^  as 

If  he  had  not  heard ;  and  exclaiming : 
"  Do  not  let  us  stand  here,"  hurried  her  along  with  an 

urg«icy    to   which   she   yielded,    vaguely   astonished. 

FeAaps  It  was  this  astonishment  which  gave  rise  again 
to  that  mtangible  sense  of  displeasure  which  had  alrTadv 
come  upon  her  during  their  traject. 

As  she  entered  the  rooms,  however,  the  sight  of  his 
^vish  preparations  drew  from  her  an  admiring  exclama- 
tion.   The  Uttle  waiting-room,  which  Udy  Adelaide  had 
found  so  duD.  was  transformed.     Great  vases  of  lilies 
stood  on  the  mantelshelf,  on  the  bureau  a  bowl  of  orchids. 
The  purple  curtains  were  cosily  drawn.    The  crimson 
m«ro(«)  am-chaiis  from  the  "  sanctum  "  flanked  the 
httle  hearth  where  a  fire  glowed  niddily.    A  Cordova 
feather  sCTeen  added  its  dim  note  to  the  rich  colours, 
mrough  the  open  folding-doors  there  was  a  vision  of  a 
rose-dwked  supper-table  laid  for  four,  akeady  illuminated 
by  amber-shaded  candles.    It  was  like  a  scene  on  the 
stage;    and   for   the   moment    Magdalen,    who   loved 
sumptuousness.  was  pleased  and  forgot  the  annoyances 
and  discomfort  of  the  evening. 

"How  vewy,  vewy  pretty."  she  lisped  graciously. 

He  was  standing  by  the  door,  which  he  had  carefully 
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dojed  behind  him.    Without  »peaJdmr  he  cwm  fa 
JJid  extejjded  his  hand  to  take  Kuc    B^ 

mMtwful  in  the  gesture.  fiUed  her  with  a^mick  di 
atoortwnounting  to  repugnance   She  stepped  bac 

Rrompt  as  he  was  usuaUy  to  realize  his  slightes 
move,  to-night  the  sense  o!  opportunity  WunT 
anxious  susceptibility.  ^ 

Jh^T^K^f^^  "  ^*'  *^-*^  familiar  tend 
of  his  tcme  struck  her  as  odious,  unpardonable--"" 
you  will  take  off  your  cloak,  fair  lady  ?  Sit  dov 
«"».  my  humble  h^.  and  wann  those  feet  I 

rS?\~;.  ^*  "^^  *^"*  *°  ^^^'  "  before  which  I  a 
ever  kneehng  m  spirit."  when  she  again  moved 
h^m  with  so  umn^takable  a  reserve  that  he  Ttc 
moment  nonplussed. 

"  I  am  cold,"  she  said  irrelevantly.  "  I  will  ke« 
my  fu«.-No.  I  will  not  take  that  diair.  iZe  a 
firepDo  you  think  Aunt  Adelaide  is  likely  to  be  Ion 

He  had  not  known  her  so  intimately  without  kno 
„L"l"*°^^"°^-    ®"*  '^^^^^  ^^ofe  had  she  lo 

L^  K^  ^>  ,^^^^^Wy.  to  his  own  social  pk 
beneath  her.  A  dark  flush  mounted  to  his  face  t£  i 
m  his  empks  swelled.  TTie  man  who  had  iSJ^^^j^ 
servilely  before  his  benefactress  was  fiUed  wir^^  ^ 

flout  hun  I  The  baser  depth  of  his  nature,  so  lomr 
persistently  overlaid  with  sentiment,  itniis^ 
phiknthropy.  was  stirred.  While  luriiig  her^To 
&^-^pens  he  had  intended,  neverthele^to  display  1 
self  at  his  most  chivalrous.  Though  plotting  ?o  sui 
the  jealous  husband  undeniable  caLe  for  ^on  he 
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thou^t  it  advisable  ttiU  to  pose  as  innocent,  to  pose 
ataort  as  a  feUow-victim  of  circumstance.  Blaise,  in  fine 
who  conceived  himself  in  the  rdle  of  a  Galahad  un- 
wittmgly  placed  in  the  position  of  a  Lancelot,  now 
hwiUted  upon  a  brutal  impulse  to  throw  aside  aU  sub- 
terfuge. A  red  glint  came  into  the  eyes  6  d  upon  her. 
But  It  was  only  a  flash.  The  professional  hv  ^cr^f>*  .re 
vailed  over  the  natural  man.  It  would  br  foiiy  to  vicid 
to  impdsc  when  the  end  could  be  reached  b)  riipi.niacy 
and  with  mfinitely  better  results.  ^ 

"Oh,"  he  said  at  last,  "we  mustn  t  e.xper'  tfic  •><  od 
lady  yet  I    First-night  crowds,  you  Liow.' 

The  effort  to  speak  naturaUy  produced  a  jciuntir(  «;  of 
tone  which  continued  to  grate  on  her.    She  sai J  nritabiv 

How  tiresome  everything  is  to-night  I  "  and  drew  her 
furs  closer  about  her  shoulders. 

"  We  were  lucky  to  get  away  so  quickly."  he  pursued 
He  Riust  arm  himself  with  patience-it  was  only  just 
midnight  hardly  a  compromising  hour  yet,  in  these 
tunes.  She  must  be  humoured  back  into  content.  Thev 
must  have  their  iHe-d-iiU  supper  in  harmony.  And 
^terwardsr-weU.  afterwards,  the  moment  would  have 
been  reached  when  he  would  be  bound,  in  very  manhood, 
to  reveal  the  depths  of  his  long  pent  passion ;  when  both 
must  look  the  future  in  the  face. 

"  How  horribly  strong  your  lilies  smell  I  "  remarked 
^e.m  the  same  petulant  tone,  after  a  pause,  during  which 
Blajse  vamly  sought  a  subject,  sprightly  or  soothing, 
with  which  to  beguile  the  time.  ^ 

"  ShaU  I  put  them  outside  ?— I  thought  they  were  the 
kind  you  liked-^t  Berkeley  Square."   He  could  not  keep 
a  certam  injured  bitterness  from  his  voice. 
''  Oh.  no,  it  doesn't  matter." 
"Come  a  little  nearer  to  the  fire,"  he  urged  after 
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anotliCT  paw.  "  I'D  put  a  screen  bd«e  it.  Youl 
uncom^orUWe  dtttag  there  in  your  wrap,  „  J^ 
abou^ill!^  *"  *  fass-What  c«.  A™,t  Adeto 

"  First  night,  you  know—" 
^  I  do  think  it  is  mean  of  her.  to  abandon  m 

He  gave  her  a  quick  look  and  then  averted  his  e 
r..Jl "  "^^  ""  abandoned  her.  don't  you  think  ?' 
rushed  away  you  know,  and  left  her  in  the  lurch." 

We  rushed  away "   Magdalen  repeated  the  ^ 

ftZL^  IK"^'}  ^*  '^^  fact  was  b^  in  up^^ 
Lt^el^Lft.^^^^*^^"-  ''^-younT 
to  to/''^"'"  "^  frightened.  I  thought  you  were  j 

r^^lJ^  ^"^^  *  ?*PP^^  ^"^  ^  '^hich  to  say 
Governed  and  apologetic.     Her  sensitiveness  L 
^ponded.    The  memory  of  that  moment  of  panic^ 
todc  upon  h«^that  horriWe.  shouting.  seethSgcro 
H^lip  qmvered.  she  closed  her  ey^to  ^^Z 

JJ^Z"^  T"^*  ^°^  i*  *^**^ '  ^«»'*  let's  thinl 
toytlung  unpleasant.  I  want  you  "-his  accents  t 
tn^rdeepest  thrill^"  i  want  you  to  remem^^^* 

"  As  what  ?  " 

He  subtly  altered  his  phrase : 
"It  would  be  a  great  sadness  to  me  were  mv  hi 
party  to  leave  a  bad  impression  on  you.  dearest  lady- 

with'^Lsr^ugh""'""^"  '^ '''  ^^'^^ '"  ^  - 
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You  cannot  expect  me  to  think  so." 

u  S^*  ^  ^*^«  happened  to  Aunt  Adelaide  ?  " 
But  surely— a  first  night " 

o'doS/'"'"  "^'"^  '^'  '"''  ^^"^  already-it's  past  twelve 

"I'll  stop  the  course  of  time,"  he  said  jocosely.  lumDinff 

up  from  his  chair  and  tilting  the  squat  marb  JcffiS? 

He  was  so  pleased  with  this  useful  thought  that  he 
cou^d  not  keep  a  smile  of  triumph  from  his  li^,  and  had 
to  stand  a  moment  with  his  back  to  her.  to  hide  it 
Without  turmng  round  he  spoke  again : 

"  Perhaps  your  aunt  is  not  feeUng  well " 

The  silence  behind  him  made  him  wheel  round  quickly 
She  was  sittmg  staring  straight  before  her.    AshetWd 

^Zi'^'r^'';:   With  the  childishness  of  exprS 
peculiar  to  her.  she  seemed  to  be  trying  to  Lsd  ^ 

incomprehensible  and  alarming  idea.  ^^^ 

voiJ^!^  ^'  ^""^^^  ^  "    '"^''^  was  a  shriU  note  in  her 

Blaise  hesitated  a  moment.    He  was  questioning  with 
himself  whether  a  he  was  stiU  worth  While.  ^  ^ 
instant  s  h^itation.  Magdalen,  as  in  a  flash  of  lurid  liirht 
read  something  of  the  truth.  ...  He  had  ne^r  S 

fv^.'^'^'t'T^^^-^^  ^^^  ^^''  wh^t  L^the 
myst«y  about  her  absence  ?  What  trick  had  been 
played  to  prevent  her  coming  ?  She  knew  now  as 
c^airUy  as  if  he  had  admitted  it.  that  BlaiseUw  W 
f^f^'^%^^^<^ommg.--lty^e^  not  by  accident  thatshe 
fouQd  herself  alone,  at  midnight,  in  his  rooms !  Some- 
th^  cned  out  m  terror  within  her.  but  she  clenched  her 
teeth  Instinct  warned  that  if  she  betrayed  her  fear  she 
would  lose  aU  hold  on  the  situation. 

"  You  look  pale-you  are  tired."    Again  there  was  the 
23 
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odious  tenderness  in  his  air,  as  he  advanced  and  be 
her.  "  You  want  some  supper.— What  say  yow  ? 
we  not  begin  supper  ?  "  Then  he  went  on.  banteri 
bubble  of  triumphant  laughter  rising  urepressibly  t 
the  bland  accents.    *'  Surely  neither  you  nor  I 

conventional  as  to  want  a  chaperon " 

From  that  seat  which  she  had  chosen,  so  uncomj 
mgly  aloof,  she  was  determined  not  to  move.  Sh 
her  doak  closer  about  her,  as  if  it  were  a  kind  < 
tection,  and  flung  a  furtive  glance  measuring  the  di 
to  the  door  by  which  they  had  entered.  Vainly  she  i 
for  some  words  in  which  to  frame  her  desire  for  i 
departure.  What  if  she  were  indeed  to  plead  that  a 
ill,  faint  ?  No,  no,  how  horrible  if  she  were  really  t( 
now,  here  I  She  closed  her  eyes,  and  swayed  e^ 
shghtly.  ^    ' 

He  cried  out  at  once,  all  sympathy,  all  ostent 
solicitude : 

*'  You  are  exhausted.  This  rough  evening  has 
too  much  for  you,  my  deHcate  lady!  Lean  ba 
will  bring  you  a  glass  of  champagne.    Ah,  you 

He  hurried  into  the  adjoining  room.  With 
strained  like  those  of  a  trapped  animal,  she  lifted  h 
noiselessly  from  her  chair,  took  two  steps,  and 
listening:  paralysed.  She  heard  the  cUp  of  the  ni 
and  a  muffled  exclamation  of  haste  that  might  have  b 
curse.  Hidden  as  he  was  from  her  sight,  she  had  a  m 
vision  of  his  cushioned  hands  trembUng  with  eagei 
of  his  face  with  the  benevolent  mask  off,  convi^d 
exultation. 

Then,  sharply,  cutting  into  the  sound  of  his  pai 
breath  and  the  frenzied  drumming  of  her  own  pi 
came  the  ring  of  the  telephone-bell. 


ostentatioui 
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^^ '^^Qieted  miMiction  tac,f^  iam.    Then. 

Who  k^'tS^^  OK  *'^*  y^"'  ^y  ^^*^* '  wLt  ? 

It,  what  dayou  men.  by  ringing  me  up  at  this  hour  ? " 

M^f,    .    T'y  "ncontroBable  burst  at  temuer  was 

^  Zf  ^T*T^  "'^  ""''e  "ithout  being  heaid 

!SJ„^'^^„'"*°  ""  P"*^-    0»  *e  steps  ot  thTwjB 
»t™^.  the  ungover«d  anger  of  the  yZ  stiU  »^ 

daL^^i^*::!:.?^ *' p^y-^^ "'  i»t« 

ptTh^s'srh^^t^r"'^^^-^"^-'^ 

to  pass  ^th  some  show  d  decency  in  (nW^the  porto^ 
todge.  But  what  he  said  to  her,  what  she  aasw^L 
man,  she  never  could  remember 

Once  on  the  pavement  she  staited  mnnr  a«>^ 
traversed  the  deserted  outer  courtyard  to  ito^intoS 
gre^  thoroughfare,  taking  he,  c<^  agS^^ 
ward-flowmg  stream,  with  the  instiactive  hope  ot  arrarti- 
fte  first  empty  cab  One  after  a.other  v^cles^^ 
^  but  aU  were  fiUed  with  the  pleasure-seekers^Hhe 
London  mght-^^inted  faces  at  the  windows,  1J^ 

^:iLT  °..''^''  ■**  '<""'  "^^'^^  *>««>  o'  nightmare 
ft«en  ly  she  perceived  that  she  was  hereelfTobfe^t 

Passere-by ,  that  groups  had  stopped  to  stars  after  hv ; 
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ttirt  some  had  turned  and  foHow«I;  ^t  a  ma, 
even  dared  to  ^«Uc  to  her.    Then  she  realiied  that 

chamonds  flashmg  m  her  ears,  running  along  the  s 
she  M^  indeed  inviting  amazemcnTiwt  to  tay  iiu 

f1^.^  *^*  '^^  ^^  ^*>'  *^«  "foment  the 
forlorn  the  most  unprotected  creature  on  that  paver 
Physical  weakness  seiied  her.  the  tenw  o!  her  clwn  t 
almost  overcame  her.     Then  through  the  swim 
h^^^l""?  °'  1^^  '^S^*  ^^°^^'  t^  lights,  the  ha 

hdmeV^>^''.*'  r^^^*  "  ^^^P^  of  a'pohcen 
helmet     With  mdescnbable  reUef,  she  knew^that 

If  UA  s  ?®  ?®^*"^^  ^^°  l^**'  spoken  to  her,  t 

9h.^^  ^.  i^?'^*\i"^"'^  ^^^y-   *h«  starers  fell  I 
bhe  steadied  herself  gripping  the  constable's  arm  • 
with  the  sense  of  security,  strength  returned  to  her. 
wm  you  get  me  a  cab,  a  taxi,  please?"  Thense 
the  amazement  in  the  man's  eyes,  she  added  at  rand 
I  must  have  taken  the  wrong  turning.    I  <:annot 
my  servants^anything  will  dcv-a  four-wheelerT 

It  was  the  antique  conveyance  now  crawling  desola 
mtosight  that  had  suggested  the  last  words 

When  she  had  sunk  upon  its  mouldy  blue  cushic 
when  Its  nckety  door  had  been  clapped  upon  her ;  w 
she  heard  her  rescuer's  authoritative  voice  rep^t 

she  could  have  wept  for  thankfulness.  Early-Victor 
propnety  seemed  to  encircle  her.  She  did  not  even  cl 
at  the  jog-trot  progress,  it  soothed  her  jarred  nerves  1 
whu-hng  brain  had  time  to  recover  its  balance 


But  when  she  found  herself,  latchkey  in  hand,  secur, 
inside  her  own  hall-door,  for  no  reasonable  cause  U 


!'- 


H 


TWIXT  CUP  AND  LIP  857 

returned.  The  wide  marble  space  under  the  cold  hght  of 
the  electric  lamp  seemed  to  enfold  her  with  a  fresh  sense 
of  desolation.  The  heavy  door,  as  it  fell  into  the  frame 
behind  her,  had  sent  a  dismal  echo  through  the  silent 
house,  which  had  sounded  in  her  ears  Uke  the  closing  of  a 
tomb.  She  crossed  the  hall,  opened  the  door  upon  the 
basement  stair  and  called  softly,  but  there  was  no  reply 
She  had  never  thought  that  Smallwood  could  have  gone 
to  bed,  knowing  her  still  absent ;  and  though,  at  another 
time,  she  would  have  avoided  his  outspoken  comment 
upon  her  follies,  to-night  she  yearned  for  the  human 
companionship  of  a  faithful  old  servant.  She  turned  with 
a  heavy  heart :  even  Smallwood  did  not  care  I 

As  she  swiftly  ran  upstairs,  the  sight  of  Lady  Adelaide's 
cloak,  flung  on  a  chair,  brought  her  suddenly  to  a  stand- 
still. ...  It  was  true,  then  I  It  was  as  she  had  sus- 
pected m  those  dark  moments  which  seemed  now  as  far 
away  yet  as  haunting  as  an  evil  dream.  She  had  not  been 
able  to  reaUze  the  full  meaning  of  her  aunt's  defection 
while  the  sense  of  immment  personal  peril  had  lasted. 
But  now,  as  she  gazed  at  the  well-known  brocade  and 
fur,  she  understood.  Her  protectress,  her  close  relation, 
the  woman  whom  she  had  loaded  with  benefits,  had  indeed 
entered  into  so  vile  a  scheme  I  .  .  .  There  had  been  no 
accident.  Lady  Adelaide  had  gone  quietly  home  to  bed 
•—leaving  her,  knowingly. 

A  shudder  seized  her.  Helping  herself  on  by  the 
banisters,  she  slowly  w«it  up  to  her  room  and  locked 
herself  in  ;  locked,  too,  the  door  of  the  empty  dressing- 
room— and  then  stood,  drawing  long  breaths,  shivering 
still  from  head  to  foot. 
"  At  least,  here  I  am  safe,"  she  said  aloud. 
But  even  as  she  spoke  the  words,  her  heart  cried  out  in 
denial.    Safe  I   How  could  she  ever  feel  s^e  again  ?    She 
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Blaise  and  Aunt  AdS^o^t!!'^'    ^ 

night's  treachery  o{^7mS^?*r?  ^  "P"*  < 
nn^r^  i   iirv^^^^''™P'*">eyiiotvetliec«n! 

Tbe  fluttering  oSp^,S?8~«  ^  =  "  V, 

backtolierveiiis—AnH^r^^r"^'  W«nnth< 
u  uw  veins.— And  he  was  waitine  I 

it  UlT  tw   f  ^  ^^'^^  ^^  Shoulders  and  left  it  w] 
herself  out  into  the^^^  ^'  '^  «Jownsta«  and 


CHAPTER  IX 


THE  STEP  ON  THE  STAIRS 

HARRY  stood  in  the  middle  of  his  empty  rooms 
hands  extended,  eyes  staring,  like  a  man  struck 
witless.    Empty  1 
It  was  thus  SmaUwood  found  him  as,  panting  and 
coughmg  after  the  hurried  ascent  of  the  staL  in  Gr^'s 
Inn.  he  foDowed  through  the  wide-open  doors 

m«^*t*^l°^^  ""^  '^^^'  ^  ^^ '  t^en  he  shook  his 
master  by  the  arm. 

ihl  •!°''-^*^''  ^^t'  '^ '  "  ^®  ^"^  °^*'  frightened.    Then 
the  msjMration  of  his  office  came  to  him  :  he  went  over  to 

JJ^'H^ld  hit' '  ^^^  ''  ^^^^'  ^'--^  *^- 

The  words  roused  Denvers. 

"  Good  God  I-find  her !  Yes,  we  must  find  her  I  " 
He  pushed  the  proffered  glass  from  him,  moving  to  the 
door,  but  stopped  and  wheeled  back  into  the  room 
unloched  the  bureau  and  thrust  a  handful  of  sovereiims 
m  his  pocket  with  frenzied  haste.  "  As  for  you."  he  went 
on.  go  back  to  the  house-there's  just  a  chance,  and 
you'll—  Hush  I  "  He  broke  off  as  if  o^  'ag^n 
turned  to  stone,  one  hand  stiU  on  the  open  drawer/ the 
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repeated  in  a  lower  but  stiU  more  urgent  v^ 
old  man  made  a  movement.  ^^  ' 

sta,iL  c/~!'  '"""^  «  duller  than  the  echo  to 
st™«  Slowly  aow,  halting  ...  how  tired  it  so^ 
—Her  step,  her  step  at  last  I 

Now  she  paused  on  the  top  landing  He  couM  h^ 
?^»„^^  breath.  wSh  a^i  ^t^lf  i 
^wood aside.   He  knew  vaguely  thai  theddler 

^^T^  'h^ta^-^t^,*^  •"'^  " 

h«  „^  ^  K^^^  "^  **  '**"^  '» «ail,  and  he  ca 
^^^t?pj^"^-    *-•*  tl-y  clung  to  each  , 

Sm^wood,  his  qres  bright  with  tears,  gaxed 
S^-^^- -  to  assure  himself  01  thehap^ 

tw^Jh!^ ?*** '"'^  "^^-ak  d-ii*  startled 
twowho  had  forgotten  all  in  hfe  but  ^^rtl«i£ 
•ookag  round,  underetood.  •=«»<«ner.   Ha 

«'i!L"r°''"tw"?r^  '='"'  '"  l^r  ear,  -aat 
««^one  .     .  that  I  have  you  at  last,  safe  from  aS 


Hush  I"  he  I 
voice,  as  the 


through  the! 
1  sound  fromf 
a  woman'sl 
ep.  the  dickl 
aearer,  theni 
I  response  tol 
io  from  the! 
it  sounded  1 1 

iild  hear  her  I 
e  he  thrust  I 
aid  servant, 
[hnan.  .  .  . 
t>by  rustled 
Now  she 
threshold  1 
I  he  caught 
each  other 
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.i,?"v  J^.'  ^"?^  ^  relaxation  of  his  dasp  of  her 
ttit^  ^^t\tt«htened  hands-those  Sd  Lm^ 
that  had  l^  reachuHj  out  inspirit  to  him  all  this  nig^^ 

B^iSp"^"^'  ^""'^  "•  ^"*  •  •  •  ''^^^  ^'  «e  go 
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THE  WAY  OF  AMBITION 

By  Robert  Hichens,  Author  of  '  The  Garden  of  Allah ' 

cWacteristicof  thfpVeSrtrme      The  Jn?5  *'""''  for  notoriety  so 

The  story  shows  WsJffbeforeanci  Hs  nrX"*"*^-  "  ""^^^  ^""^  '"' 
is  laid  in^London.  near  Alg^  and  in  New'  &      "'^''  "^^ ''''  ""« 

THE  JUDGMENT  HOUSE 

WKghty?"''''^  ^''''''^'''  ^"*°'  °^  'The  Seats  of  the 
'fl'^Mtl^^Ae'f^^^  not  excepting  Tke  Seats 

£^£^o?i£rrhiiti^^^^ 

new.  «Hi  whicKSVLke'tKr^SilfSJ'Ty'  ""*•"'"  "^'"^^'^ 

THE  REGENT 

By  Arnold  Bennett,  Author  of '  ClayhanMr ' 
theatrical  enter^rii-K  feS?^  bSi  ds^nf  ™^c  *  '!?*'  »'J''«t"0'» 
London  and  the  provinSlSSes  Lj  J«tJin  T^  London.    Both  the 
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CHANCE 

By  Joseph  Conrad,  Author  of  'The  Nigger 
"  Narcissus." ' 

THE  GOVERNOR  OF  ENGLAND 

By  Marjorie  Bowen,  Author  of  '  I  Will  Maintai 
The  story  opens  in  the  fields  outside  St.  Ives,  where  a  gentlema: 
Oliver  Cromwell,  struggling  with  religious  meliincholy,  becomes  c 
that  he  is  to  be  raised  up  for  God's  work.  The  next  chapters  c 
the  dramatic  prologue  to  the  Civil  War,  the  fall  of  the  great 
and  his  desertion  by  the  King.  Cromwell  then  steps  forwarc 
Charles  by  demanding  that  the  power  of  the  sword  be  veste 
Parliament,  and  the  first  part  ends  with  the  King  raising  t 
standard  at  Nottingham.  The  second  and  third  parts  deal  with 
and  second  Civil  War,  ending  with  the  death  of  the  King.  Tl 
part  opens  with  the  election  of  Cromwell  as  '  Governor  of  Engl j 
closes  with  his  death,  on  the  anniversary  of  Dunbar  and  Worcestei 

THE  GOLDEN  BARRIER 

By  Agnes  and  Egerton  Castle,  Authors  of  •  II 
but  Knew.' 

The  main  theme  of  this  romance  is  the  sittiation  created  by  the 
—a  marriage  of  love— of  a  comparatively  poor  man,  proud,  cl 
and  tender,  to  a  wealthy  heiress  :  a  girl  of  refined  and  generous  i 
but  something  of  a  wayward  '  spoilt  child,'  loving  to  use  the  pow 
her  fortune  gives  her  to  play  the  Lady  Maeenas  to  a  crowd  of  in» 
flatterers,  fortune  hunters,  and  unrec(^;nised  geniuses.  C^  « 
occasion,  thwarted  in  one  of  her  mad  schemes  of  patronage  by  her  1 
who  trie*  to  clear  her  society  of  these  sycophants  and  paras 
petulantly  Uunts  him  with  having  been  a  poor  man  himself  who, 
numed  money.  Outraged  in  his  love  and  pride,  he  offers  her  tl 
^coming  to  share  his  poverty  or  of  living  on,  alone,  amid  her 
There  b^ns  a  conflict  of  wills  between  Uiese  two,  who  remain 
wth  each  other— prolonged  naturally,  and  embittered,  by  the  « 
the  interested  hangers-on  to  keep  the  inconvenient  husband  out 
Macenai  house— but  ending  in  a  happy  surrender  on  both  sides. 

THE  FLYING  INN 

By  G.  K.  Chesterton. 

THE  WAY  HOME 

By  the  Author  of '  The  Wild  Olive.' 
TWs  is  the  story,  minutely  and  understandingly  told,  of  a  sinner 
and  death.  He  is  an  ordinary  man  and  no  hero,  and  the  final  issi 
concerns  the  right  of  one  who  has  persistently  disregarded  religioi 
his  strength  in  accepting  its  consolations  when  his  end  is  near :  a 
of  mterest  to  every  one.  The  book,  however,  is  not  a  tract,  bu 
real  novel. 
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THE  MORNING'S  WAR 

Th.  i^^  ^;  ^  ^°''^A°UE.  Author  of  'A  Hind  Let  Loose.' 

A  NEW  NOVEL 

^Thl^Mafor  otrroy?  '''  Q"^^^«-Couch),  Author  of 

BELOW  STAIRS 

.^a^rS^STKeHS^^ 

g^o»  the  giW.  standpoS  KKt^^S  S' fSt^r^i^.^"; 

THE  SEA  CAPTAIN 

On.  !/f '  ^'  ^''''''''''  ^"^^^^  °f  "^^e  Lonely  Queen.' 

no^~  ThS:  StwJSrerS^t^T  .?-™-.'»  the  hero  of  this 

time.    Captain  Ryminrtowae  £  Sn^i^^  "  '"*'*  *5«  ""*»«  of  the 

ha»  nothing  to  do  with*the  SiS  teks  of ?h*  i'"'*°/  »  ^t^'  «« 
Indies.  His  voyaEcs  were  to  Jlv^  iSrSf  "**  Spanish  main  and  the 
corsairs  were  at  thf  heiSJ  of  ?h,ir  r^*^"*"^"*?"  '*''"  «>e  MooiSb 
leader.  Kheyr-«.d?n  BSbLSL^and^r''**!^'* .°^"^«°  "<J  their ^S 

to  capturf  the  m4  SatiSf  w^SaS^rEuroJ?  Sd  S°ir  *'°°^  ^ 
of  the  Christian  prisoners  at  AU^aZ  ^^'  *T  "*  ^^  amanng  affiur 
with  historical  trlTSS^yniflSS^^'^^ 

English  countryside,  on  shioE  ,fff^»u  *^*  J^f  °'  ^he  timeVin  an 
MediterraneanTbut  IheU'^i^^tlSfy 'rstl'^  T^^t^'  °'  *« 

SANDY  MARRIED 

By  Dorothea  Conyers,  Author  of  ♦  Sally ' 

which  arise  wha  he  u  left  euardiiC,^7^«         ""^  *?"*"«  complicaU^ 


' 
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TTie  X  C  which  r""'.     '*'''■  °^  'M^'g^et  Ha 
Mr.  Gibbo^is  ES  known     Th^/^T  "'''*^'  ''»  ''"«  '»  that 

™  W^'^p^^^N  SENTENCE 

broughtunan,^  Ids^  V^^^if^^^^^^^  the  experiences  of 

to  earn  tlTeir  living  in  K  Th^  ^  "^'"^^  " '''» '^^"''t'y.  and 
farm,  and  the  way  that  Sichjf  Z'T^  ?"^*'  '*'^«  ?'»<:«  ^ 
•sentence-  is  told  in  Mr.  PetTlUd«'«  SinnJ""!!^'?"*  >  *«""'«» 

"  Kiage  s  happy  and  vivacious  mannei 

THE  SUMMER  LADY 

By  Mrs.  Georoe  Norman,  Author  of  'Ladv  Par,, 

RH^^?wVSn?ruJesr;oSe\^^^^^^^ 

^aSr?£lc^taiS^^^ 
.  »  not,  as  he  thought;  unmrriedh?,f^5     ««<= onventionaUy,  nW. 
owned  by  a  quite  elderl^f  Ik '     •*  '*'*'  chltelame  of  the  mSno 
couple  deUS^i:,Vl$il;JfSf»an.    The  rtory  of 'S£°j 

ONCE.  OF  THE  ANGELS. 

By  Evelyn  Beacon. 

wfeguarded  against  certain  of  thVES.  ^  r?*^  ^J' ^  ^^ 
dehcate  one,  but  the  author  has  ^^fe  i'voto  aa'J^coJS 

THE  LITTLE  NUGGET 

By  P.  G.  Wodehouse. 

patS^iS™%^°Snt' d%o1?e1?"  r'^'Sf  *'  ^"^^  ^  '^ 
fcm  custody  of  ^gden?  thSr  l^etSyiS' olH^'™'  ^S"*'  **  «>«« 
to  place  at  a  private  Khwl  in  ESd^^^'^  5°°'  "horn  he  proc 
Nugget,'  the  greatest  prize  onen TI  m«:.K-  r  W?  ^xamt  the  *: 
the  story  proceeds  to  K.  ^        '"*"^"  °^  ^«  kidnapping  profe 
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ientative  selection 
living  short  story 


3y  Fanny.' 

returning  from 
»  upon  the  cliffs 
ticali^  disturbed 
Jy,  riper*  She 
le  manor  house 
of  the  younger 
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THE  TWO  KISSES 

One  Jf^hS^iT*^''  ^'*''"*''  ^"*^°f  o^  •  Good  Boy  Seldom.' 

student  at  Se  McGrath  Sch Jof  of  Arf  "^:j/^^^^^  Wlov?- 

as  a  comedy,  and  contaiSt' hls't^^^f  a^^rod^'S^^^^^ 

TIDE  MARKS 

back^ori^hl  feroiriS  £'11^'^^''='  ''T  ^°™**»  ^^  » 
gjtfand  the  theme  cJ^Vo'S  Js^tffuWoir f  0?^"?  bTSS 

THE  ROMANCE  OF  A  FEW  DAYS 

By  Putnam  Weale,  Author  of  'The  Revolt ' 

MAN  AND  WOMAN 

By  L.  G.  MoBBRLY. 
™*  *'?21'  *'^**  ^  ***^  "P°°  Tennyson's  lines- 

and  partly  in  India  d^ng'tETDLL^e^iCL^"""'^  "'"*'' 

WHAT  IS  LOVE  ? 

Sn^'JorDhJde^d.'^"*''  °'  '^  ^^"^^'  °^  Soul,'  'A 

Mile,  Deling  aidXllrHmS  In'^ht  'bodTwe  "find^n^?^"';'  °i 
danngly  intimate  descriptions  of  theatre-life  in^lrU  a  ^  ^"^^t  and 
actress  is  the  friend  and  patron  <ilsohDerin«.anH  m  ^^mous  French 
remarkable  knowledge  orbchind'th^s^eSs  H?e  on  .51'-iP?'*  '^'"P'»y« 
h«  delineation  of  •U^BelkGeroL'.'chlSctefLr^^^^^^  '"^^  '» 
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THE  MYSTERY  OF  DR.  FU-MANi 

By  Sax  Rohmer. 

preat  hotels,  the  TrK'^v^^^aMe^^^^^^  'If"  '" 

ing  laboratory  on  the  lower  Th,m»..t  r  "?.  Chinese  doctor 
and  many  another  scene  we  Snw?K'  ^^I  ('''ni'y  vault  of  Lord 
Fu.Manchu,  'lorfTstVan JSh  '  t\'^T'  SPi*  "^  ' 
the  companion  ficures  of  T,  o-I.  1  '''*  *"  backgroua 

the  can  ™f  the  dS:  whUst  thmu^h'.K'''  'l,""8>ers.  ^Abov 
a  seductive  personaH  y  'K^mlnih^^K  t  ^^ '°2  phantasmag, 
such  havoc  Sh  tSfhLt^rfetrie*  '"'*'^  ^'"°  '^'^ 

SWIRLING  WATERS 

By  Max  Rittenberg,  Author  of 'The  Mind-Re 

s«c«^fjf  fiUS.fs  loSl-JiM  the  fr"-.  P"^''''^  M* 
start  a  fresh  existence      H- ^^  .    'K*'  *"d  *""  to  cut  i 

tanglement  in  a  huge  scheme  t^Jn^^'^K**'  ^*  *»^''P«>1 
(a  wvid  study  of  tKaSZIc  !^^'*^   ^7  *   miUion'Sre  a 

THE  GATE  OF  HORN 

By  Beulah  Marie  Dix. 

tru'e'dieatsX t^^t  Syd^"  cSSldSlS'  '^»  ?>-•  "^  « 
her  girlhood  she  hS  knojj  K?  d  ^  „?*«»«''  her  chiidh 
i^nfiuniliar  to  her  wakii^  hiurf  I^^,!^'"^  "J*  P^^P^e  '* 
American  home  for  a  vSlt  Si  SmJSi  *"'j  womauJiood  she 
of  her  dream  life.  andTet  S^  ^TJ^'l*  *"^  there  she  found  th 
ret  of  the  story  ttrfowV^r^SS  oY^^  '^  -"»  ^ 

THE  LODGER 

By  Mrs.  Belloc  Lownde& 
mysteries  in  English  criS  MnS,  u^l^  ?^  "^   **  '"»»°1^  " 
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SHALLOWS 

By  Frederick  Watsom. 

brilliant  research  of  Mr.  Andrew  iW  Thl  vn^"' i^''"'  ""■^"eh  the 
of  Archibald  Cameron  lay  Jcadv  to^hf  noJ^L^  i"*"if  P'^j"?"^  the^agedy 
for  Mr,  Frederick  Watson,  a  soS  of  Ian  m/^"'''  ""^  ''  '>"  remaTnca 
background  to  a  study  of  character  In  F.hi  ""lV*°, ".'  "^'^  ^^nibre 
of  inevitable  misfortune  is  Dlaved  «n^  .k  ^'f- "  Murdoch  the  mystery 
of  Charles  Edward  sJewaS  iSomdShed  tI.'I'"?^  °'-  ^V  ^l^'%  ""^  '^2 
breaks  new  ground,  and  is  charged  url/h;.  .  ^'"l^  "  '^""  °f  incident, 
time  of  shadows  and  faJHngdSS.*''''  "''  atmosphere  of  twilight,  the 

THAT  WHICH  WAS  WRITTEN 

By  SvBiL  CoRMACK  Smith. 

wS.S7ritt  -«nViie"^c?eVt'rLSJ'S'"«  ^"^  ?'  ^-'h  African 
of  fate  in  revealing  that  «cwt  aid^S^  °u?  *°""? »  "fe.  the  action 
dwega^ng    the^revelatiS.    Sn     thl^^^ate  trium^  of  love  i! 

IS  reached  when  two  men  come  to  erioa  in  fk-  «  i!.*?**  '•**  *="™« 
»ul.  ''""'*  '°  8"Ps  »n  the  fight  for  a  woman's 

MISS  NOBODY 

By  Ethel  Carnie,  Author  of  'Songs  of  a  Factory  GW  ' 

A  S'.^I^Sr^'^&'^a^^  in  Manchester  dty  and 

heritage  but  that  of  ant  mlr^J^  **  ^^V^^^-    The  heroine,  wiU  no 
dn^    Shefod.^t^*S^^"PSJ»^™||^>sto.escape^X 
Tlie  scorn  of  the  country.peo^SiJSf  hSfLfiT'    "^  »  the  country. 
P»s«ing  through  many  dKu^  \miTS!„      '**='''  *'o°e»  »<>  her  own  place 

sweetness  andlittemi^ofS^^ffeSa:  ^'"**  **  '*^»  "^ 

STEMPENYU 

b/nL^S  B^SSrAr-    ^"«^*«<^  from  the  Yiddish 
ofpL^4u^JaS"h^o-»^SX^  fa.  a  wandering  musidan 


In  A  ""  nouung  m  < 

nn^nvu  no  i^-    *i ^  "-vur.    a  vein  of  tenderness 


•Mok;  and  over  alf  hovers  the  sniriT^f  °    •  ,^"*'  ""»«   through   the 
the^book  fiu  above  the  <»»«oVcent;''an1'^t^'^£f  ^jj^ft 
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TJ-E  WHITE  THREAD 

A  ill  ^u'kT  "^"'^'  ^"*^°''  °^  •  A  Whistling  V 
boii.il^inXrdiiriS^^^^^^^^^^  -Hou.  con., 

absorbing,  ever-exroS  lunafl.  T°""''~'''«  "«'»«  of  t 
one',  mi^d  long  StS  .hS^bikTia^rt"  ^"?-*'''*=»'  *'"  « 
struck  here  an^enlirely  new  „oti  /„  tfinr-.  "  ^°'^"  "»'•''« 
of  a  'Mental  Def.cienfs'' Bin  „nJ  iJS  ".'w"  ""'y  *«"  l*  that, 
that  will  be  heard  fiwd  wide.        '^^""  "^^  '^'^^'^'  »»«  «»,  ,t', 

LOVE'S  APPRENTICESHIP 

By  Mabel  Sprent. 

home  in  the  wilderness  and  Xiv°  Vl  ^he  leave*  the  solitude 
worldly  experience,  jol^s  r^kiS;  in\L  ohr'  '^'^'^  P^ 
pleasure.  The  story  roncernsil'Siwi  h  thi.rH*'*  "/'"  •*"""' 
sophisticated  life,  conventional  adv«^u«.,^.''°"."*1  '"^^^O"  ' 
grew  to  wom«,hood  without  know?ed?e  of  thes'  ^^  ^""^  ^" 

A  GODDESS  OF  STONE 

cJod^ckild'    '^'^'"^   Henderson.  Author  of  • 

i7S'inTeY4v^^da;?7j^'J^2,i'*;j;?  «>-S«d  the  date  < 
in  the  first  person.  wXr^ii!^- '""T»  °^  »^"i<>n-  It 
Tbonuj,  How'^hen'an  inlim  £?  ofSt°^  ^'5''  *""««*  ' 
an  emigri,  an  old  housekeensr  ^U  ^lu  ***  ^  ""*''  «>»e  smui 
«>d  .  Srtle  .tatue.'rntl7?S;t<S iuTd^^p^^^^^       '"'-^  ^t™ 

KNOCKINSCREEN  DAYS 

By  Jackson  C  Clark.    With  4  lUustration,  by  i 

of 'L*5iiSee^\:£j:;';„^^e..  who  live,  near  the  UUte,  v 
arrival  of  an  eniuc  friend  mTS,*''*  cucumstances  attendini 
canvassing  in  the  dec  "on  of"he  fe™«  **J***  ""'«»«'  »*3!2 
involve  the  discomfiture  of  the  £yal  IrffconiT."*^  ^°''  ^ 
of  a  local  blacksmith  is  requ4Sed  at  t&T''"'!?'''.  Theassisi 
concluding  chanters  he  naSS  ffe  ,e^l  VLTeWr  °"''  ^  " 
There  are  inci/ental  descriptions  of  a  iSd  foofl^if'^HT**""8  ** 
Homeric  Unes  and  the  celebration  of  St^tnVwrii '"*'';'?  *=°"*«»« 
a  manservant  with  original  ideas."ent«,S^'l^5JSe'*' 
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FOREST.  lUottnMd.  Fturik  MdUitu. 
Cr.  Im.    ii. 

H|tt«ai  (B««Md),  THE  CITIES  OF 
SPAIN.  lUattnlwL  Ftwtk  Sdititm. 
Cr.  Im,    C*. 

THE  CITIES  OF  UMBRIA.  lUutnted. 
Ft/tkEdUmt.    Cr.tot.    tt. 

THE  CITIES  OF  LOMBARDY.  lUw 
tnted.    Cr.  Sm.    tt. 

FLORENCE  AND  NORTHERN  TUS- 
CANY WITH  GENOA.  Illutntcd. 
StetrndMIHtm.    Cr.  8m.    6t. 

SIENA  AND  SOUTHERN  TUSCANY. 
Illiutratad.    Stetmd  Edititm.    Cr.  Im.    6t. 

VENICE  AND  VENETIA.  lUounuad. 
Cr.  Im.    tt. 

ROME.  lUutrated.  Tkird  BdUltm.  Cr. 
In*,    it. 

COUNTRY  WALKS  ABOUT  FLORENCE. 
lUtttUktad.  Stttmd  Edititm.  Ffp.  lew. 
SA  mtt. 

IN  UNKNOWN  TUSCANY,  Wth  Notes 
W  WiLUAM  HsTWOOD.  Illustrated.  Stciid 
BdOimt.    Dtmy  8m.    jt.  6d.    net. 

A  BOOK    OF    THE  WYE.      Dliutntad.   | 
Dtmif  %tt.    jt.  id,  mtt. 

IbMB  (Hcnrik).  BRAND.  A  Drastic 
Foea.  tnuMlated  by  WtixiAM  Wilson. 
Ftmrtk  MtUiien.    Cr.  9l>».    yt.U. 

iM^CV.m.).  CHRISTIAN  MYSTICISM. 
(The  Bampton  Lectures  of  ilgo.)  Tkird 
SdUitm.    Cr.  Im.    y.  m/. 

!"■•■  (iL  D.X  A  HISTORY  OF  THE 
BRITISH  IN  INDIA.  With  Mapt  and 
Plans.    Cr.  Im.    6t. 

ENGLAND  UNDER  THE  TUDORS. 
Willi  Maps.  Tkird  Sdititm.  Dtmn  8v«. 
101.  M.  mtt. 

'■.■.'!!,<''•'').  SCHOOLS  OF  PAINT. 
ING.  Illustrated.  Stctmd  Ediiiem.  Cr. 
Im.    it.  mtt. 


Jm"}m„(».X  an  OUTLINE  OF  ENG- 
LISH  LOCAL  GOVERNMENT.  StVm^ 
Sdititm.    Revised  by  R.  C  K.  Enso*.  Cr. 

A  SHORT  HISTORY  OF  ENGLISH 
LAW:  From  tmb  EAJtusn  Timu  to 
tnb  Ens  of  tm«  Ybab  sgtt.  Vtmiv  Im. 
IM.  ed.  mtl. 

MAXIMS^OF  MARMADUKET  Stctmd 
Sdititm.    Cr.  Im.    5#. 

JcToag  (f.  ■.),  PERSONALITY.  Cr. 
Im.   at.td.mtt. 

'•.S2!*?»  <■•'  ■•  ■•)•     BRITISH  CEN. 

TRAL    AFRICA.    '^IHustrated.       Tk,>d 
^^V*'**"    Cr.  4/«,    lit.  mtt. 
THE  NEGRO  IN  THE  NEW  WORLD. 

lUustrated.    DtrntyUt.    nt.mtt. 

'^*X^..,Q^J>  •'  ■•nrtch.  REVELA- 
TIONS 0/ DIVINE  LOVE.  EditSlby 
GiiACB  Wakiack.  Fimrtk  Sdititm.  Cr. 
ttt.    3t.6d. 


-j.L  i'**?)-  .  THE  POEMS.  Edited, 
with  Introduction  and  Notes,  by  E.  de 
S*LiNcouirr.  With  a  Frontispiece  in 
PhotMravun.  TUrd  Sdititm.  Vtmytnt. 
Jt.  td.  mtt. 

*^\^'*^>  THE  CHRISTIAN  YEAR. 
With  an  IntroduetioB  and  Notes  bv  W. 
Lock.  Illustratad.  TMM  Sdititm.  Feat, 
tmo.    y.6d.  ^ 

"oWliRitT^J^^  THE  IMITATION 
O*   CHRIST.    From  the  Latin,  with  an 

??i523"»J?!''^^S** '**"*"•  I"u»tnued. 
Tkird  Sdttitm.    Femt.tif.    31.  6d. 

*Wi"f  A^S*'"^^  BARRACK-ROOM 
>i|»*A^rf,«,    Cr.lM.    6t.    AbtFem*. 

]^J^rtt  Sdititm.  C/Xvt.  «r.  X 
'S^-  "^     CItik,  4«.  U.  mtt:  Ltmtktr, 

THE  FIVE  NATIONS.  jUk  Thmtmmd 
SltvtidkSditi»m.  Cr.Uc.  61.  AUo  Fcas. 

^^.PARTMkNTAL  blTTIES.'  rw^ 
Tkird  Sditttm.  Cr.  8m.  61.  Altt  FeiU. 
iM.    Clttk,^.id.mtt:Ltmtktr.v.mt^ 

LMBb  (Oharloi  and  HMrjrX  THE  COM- 
PLEf  E  WORKS.  Edit'a;  with  an  Int". 
duction  and  Notes,  by  E.  V.   Lucas.    A 

lSf7"i*^^*^"'  ■«'*'""«  ii*  Sijc  yt/mmet. 
mik  Frontit^tet.  Fcap.  8m.  sx.  tack. 
The  volumes  are  :— 

I.  MiscELLAHTOos  Prose.  11.  Ei.ia  and 
the  Last  Essays  of  Ei.ia.  111.  Books 
Fo«  Childrbn.  IV.  Plays  and  Posms. 
T.  and  VI.  Letters. 


MethOeK  AKD  CootaNY  UMtTEB 


'^'"%if'c&A'?/>'  i^^\^^S^  'ROM 


THH  SURVIVAL  OF  MAV-  a  c 
MODEM,  reo.uils.    Cr.w.    ,^«. 


OJJR  BBMERTONS-    A» 
Itt^INOLESlDE.    mmthMA 

S«t«l»Umb(Ch(iri««X 

HAM.  ni»t«t*L^^:«^ 


l!Mr?*S;^    ™E"«  OF  CHARLES 
A  WANDKRER  IN  PARTQ     n,  **• 

THE  FRIENDLY  TOWN*  a  i 


THE  DECAY 
ROME.    7W 


l^-r^2^  i„™ - 

BODY  AND  MWD^^;  h  *"'• 


rsD 

SUNSHlHt.  smntA 
O  COMEDY.  Jto4 
A«T;   A  Cmica  OF 

»T.      Third  xmnm. 

•  SiJrtkB4itu!rfS^. 

ANpTHKR.       j^jt 
BW.   f^tmrtAStOtitm. 

;'««  Paintsh  and 

w 

i|*«r    RKPTILES, 

*^?J.  C  COKMUic. 
V  ■"».     tW.  M  IN/. 

OMX.  lUottnted. 


irRUSSKLLTA 
rH«  FALL  OF 

N  INTRODUC. 
PSYCHOLOGIC 
5'-  ntt. 

HiSTOKV  AND  A 

Stcond  SiUtitik 


General  Literature 


MARY  MAGDALENE:  A  Play  ■»  T— .. 
Acts.  Tr»iiil«te«H.v  a/^. IIt    I?  *  ""■■ 

5«MAT?SrT4/^'*SS^*V^!?'y''* 

M.^.^^-    3'«*«'-    ■<</*»  Aci!^.  8m. 
DEATH.        TnuMbtal     W     a. 


iU2?f5/---B2ij?D- 


"^'V^Kf ^     «"-««^-     ^-^ 


-««..X    XHEXHEESHOLDOK  I   ^^^^^i^^^^^^^^  ^^• 
^^  C^^SfHO-  OK  I  3||^1SCAL^,C.,0.  .,.. 


THE    ROMANCE    OF    THE    rSiJ^ 


*mnr|  ^'Xi*  "^^T^^B    LIKE  AND 


'^^."«5i«'a!a.'i:sL™tr 


"JsarigiS^^K;™  VALUES. 


5* 


"yjSf-i*-  ,?*     NAPLES:  Past  a«. 

°'2rT  J!"***^    WERWOLVES.    C. 
**ArT^*i^*^i»^  WISTORV  O'  THE 

AGES.  lib:^.%4?L.^'2."^ 


10 


Methuen  and  Company  Limited 


^nhbcHIj.  ■•X^.  a  handbook  or 

NURSfNC.       Jir/4    SMi»^    ji„,„^ 
%>r.  tm.    3#.  M  ittf . 


'Hvr^Sh?'  ••A     ^"5  SCIENCE  OF 
MYGIENE.      IUn»tr«ted.      Stetnui    mmt 
^*m^   Mdmtn.       lUriMd    bvA.    T 
NAMKirBU.    Cr.8M    5/.  n*/.  * 

"xoo"  liFI**"  ^  *  ."°0K    OF    THE 
ZOO.     UluttniMd.    Stfnd  Edition.     Cr. 

'of  H^VPt"* i «"?*•!^>  . K  HISTORY 

Vou  III.    XIXth  to  XXXth  Dvnastim. 

^M  ^*    ^''* '  *""'■*  Roman  Rolb.    J.  G. 

Vou  VL     EoTrr  IN  thb  Miodl.  Aow. 
Stanlkt  Lank-Poolb. 

*f  iiP^JSr  ^I>  CONSCIENCE  IN 
ANOENT  EGYPT.    lUustrWed.   Cr.  i^. 

^^^^amFJ^SXTv^om  the  tell 

£^«^  ^    LETTERS.      Cr..V: 

EGYPTIAN.  TALES.    TransUted  from  the 

Illu«r»t«l.     Stctmd   BdUum.     Cr.    8c^. 

"pL^^S J!]^|-  •  Tnu«l«ted  from  th, 
npyn.  Second  Sanat,  xviiith  to  xixth 
grn«y.^ljw5^^j?5^^ 

PMpB  (Botli  I.V    SKIES  ITALIAN :  A 

Utt«    B.BV1ABT    FOB     TRAVBui.,    w 

Italy.    Fui^^.    I'^h*r,v.Ztr 


,      CARD 

luatniMi.    . 
lat.  M  ntt. 


FOLIOS  AND  QUARTo£ 


SHAKESPEARE 
^"^     A  Study  in 


'xHElirATf^    ^",f   rapGRESS   OF 


Mm 

' "  a. 

Mm  O.  2k).    a  SHORT  Hli 
POLItICaI  economy  INI 

TOYNBKE.    Jmwh/A  4MM* 

"fHg^?^>TH^»/l«T!l 
Illiutnuad.    O.tow.    «,. 

DIIT.    Stumd  Editimt.    Dtm 
UTESj   CASES.   AND   DOCl 


wiB.3.  uiaus,  AND  DOCl 
iMo-iJM^  Stcnd  miul  KtOmrgt 
Dtti^tm.    toi.U.mt.    ^^ 

*^?Pl«^^   ^^^^^  ™E  Hi 
lAMS.  IllMtimted.  StemtdEditi 

■%  ^*^    9">  OAK   FUR] 
Illni^tei     ^MWMtf  Edition.     1 

Rw»  (F.  W.  ForbM).    CANCl 

PKOil.BM    OF    ITS    GbMBSI.    Ml 

"llAN^ER.,^'^  -STUART  U 
•■jf>V  (%  BanafopdX     OLD 

It.    FMBCtB    Of    AnlBi.      THir. 

MK^^^,?J?^«^  GL 
M£SSER,  AND  OF  HIS  J 
Donewto  Enriish,  with  Notes  by 
n«vwooi>.    lUustnued.   Dtmyb^ 

Third  Edition.    Fcap.  8cw.    w  fii 
REGINALD    IN    RUSSIA.     >« 

"•in*!!!;!?.  ^^U  *•  C->-   METTEi 
lUustrtted.    D,my%J:,    la,.  «i^ 

■*SI2?"!)?  ^*£l!i'P>-     RUBBER 
twttd.    Oen^tivo.    tot.  64.  n^. 

■^•?""^"^"-^  TOADEUNK 


ORT  HISTORY  OF 
OMYIMENCLAND 


ISTORY  OP  BIRDS. 
»'    iM.  W.  ntt. 


BRITISH   ISLES. 
tr. 


J*C«'SIMS1CT8.  in««w.  Cr.to.  a, 
««s.   --~. 

;Clt  tW.  M/. 

^^hJ^^lS'  .^ly-^AM    SHAKE. 


General  Literature 


'l'^ffiLlo"\6.3;   .63.:  ,««; 


II 

"TOKNO^-T^*M'Vf°'  ^^^  HOW 
^v/^«,«UW  THEM.    IllMtrated.    Cn  8w. 


IONS.    £di 


NATIo«o. 


Ji.^"i?  pJ^EALTH    OF 


Cr. 


^f  TTCRS  FROM  SAMOA,  ,8o,-<,,    Rdi.^M 


itNfttfUld  (K.   AA 
AND  MUS^CIAJTs. 
Sdtitan.    DtmfUe. 


MODERN   MUSIC 
iBustraied.    Stcami 
7*-  tA  ntt. 


?UwSN'iLL"£..?R=NCH   REVO. 

"K^'D^f^J'^E^k'^'^VSTRENCTH 
M«5    SnlJ- J".?JSiD*veIopn,e„,  <^ 


^i^^S^" 


fourik 


"!S!Srf  ?^.?S"^,^^'TED   ITALY. 
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Methuen  and  Company  LiMmo 


BTVtwiV— .TT"  ^'h  "*'  NAPLES 
RIVIERA.  lUiutntod.  See0ml  AUtim. 
Cr,  8m.    6t. 

VLORENCK  AND  HER  TREASURES. 
lUustnud.  /!m^.  8m.  Xmmd  Ctrmr*. 
sunt/. 

V«nea  (Hen.  w.  Wuruil  readings 
ON  TdE  INrERNOofbANxi^  Whh 
•olntoodMioo  Inr  th.  R«y.  Dr.  Mooh. 
Tmiymmm.    Stcmd  BdiHm.    Cr.  Sm. 

IS*.  Mf. 

*?«PK2ftJ°"™T?«    PUROATORIO 

*TO!?T????*5„!l*r -ENGLAND  IN 
TOE  LATER  MIDDLE  ACES.  XIm^ 
bm.    lof.  to.  mt. 


•|&i?Rs^Tri&£L.*^2^^™ 

g&^!esr-ifeK  it? 

tjOM,  •mbodyiBc  Wagner-f  own   e«p4«». 

•MBAaiLCRDMr.   /Tcaij^.acw.    v.id.tmck. 
Tm  Rnjo  OP  thb  Nibblumo. 

LonmcuM  and  Parsipau 

StctmiBditUH,  rtwriittn  mmdtnlmttd. 

TXISTAN  Am  IWLDB. 

TANMlUutU    AND    TMB     MaSTUSINOXIS 

OF  NvMDuaaa.  " 

SIMPLE-HEARTED.   Link  llMdlict  to 
Smimu  Pott  Stw,    M.  jw^, 

THE  HOUSE  BY  THE  CHERRY  TREE 
A  Second  Sen«s  of  Little  HornOin  to 
WwMBn  Country  Plaots.    SmmU  Pttt  tuo. 

2t.  Mtt. 


COMPAMIOMS  or  THB  11 
S«l«tbMfef  Moninc^E 
tog.    ChoMB  Md  anrnoMd  b] 

THOUGHTS  or  A  TBRTIA 

VERSES.    Ptm^tm.    u.mi. 

*fiS?  <?••:)•  ITALIAN  » 
AND  SMiniS.  lUostntwl 
y*.  id.  mt. 

^^m^^^SSA*^  EDINBUl 
THE  LOTHIANS.  lUiutiml 
Mititm.    Cr.  8Mb    n$.«d.mtt 


EGYPT:     From  Abvdm  to 
noMTiBR.    lUwtntwL     Stem 
Ct.tt».    it.id.  Mf  . 

•^fSS-t'-L.  OJCrORD   AND 
UWX.    TUriMMUn.    Cr.U 

^  52^''  ^??o»v  o»  ROM] 


Cr.  8m    v  mT. 


WILDE.    fnTmriMytlumu. 


THE  WORKS  < 


I.  Ix>KP  Abtiivb  Savilb'i  C 

THB   POBTBAIT  OF   Mk.    W.  H. 

?»"■"■"  o»  Paoua.     III.  K 

LaDJ  WntBBXMBBB't  rAK.     T. 

OF  No  Impoktamck.    VI.  An  Ii 

■ANB.  Tn.   T«B  Imfobtancb 

BAtamn.      tui.    A    Hodsb   < 

GXANATBS.     IX.  ImTBCTIONS.     JI 

fonsmanbPbimiiLkt.sks.    I 

"^  r^*J:*»'**»    A    rUKBMTINB 

and  La  Saints  Coobtuanb. 

WUUmiu(H.ImIX  a  rose  01 
MambAbjlaidb  of  Satot,  D» 

BOOBOOWIB,  MOTHEII  OF  LoOlt : 

MML    Sttmd  XdUitn.    Dm^ 

THE  rASCINATlNC  DUC  DE 
LIEU:  Louis  Fkancou  Am 
PLBnn(i«|fr.i78ax  lUMnted.  . 

IV-M/. 

A  PRINCESS  OF  ADVENTURI 
Caroubb,  Ddchrssb  db  Bbki 
>B7o).    Ohistrated.    X7«jnrr  8m.    i 

^]?v,^j!°^  AFFAIRS  01 
CONDgS(.53«>-i74.)L  lUoMntei 
8m.    is$.ntt. 


no 


General  Literature 


'3 


™5  »^»   I      ^f^^^l^OWiKSHAL.'^^I-  I   *•'«.•«?»  (»*    THE  FORMS     Whh 


TBRnARY.    Smme 


lLian  sculptors 

lUutniMd.     Cr.   Iw. 


:DINBUmOR    AND  I 

tUk).    MEMORIES. 
V*m>    it,td.mt. 


fA   A  GUIDE  TO  I 
lES     OP     UPPER 

VDM  TO  TUB  SODAM 

Mi.    Staml  M4HHm.\ 


D   AND    OXPOROI 

3PR0ME.  7WM4 
*    Cr.  tM    V.  &   I 

A    LONDONER'S  I 
Id.    Stcmd  K«litm.\ 

trORKS  OP  OSCAR  { 
V»lmmu.    Pcmf.  %m.  j 

AVOJ"!  CUIU  AKI  i 

«.  W.  H.     n.  Tw  I 

_  HI.    POBMS.       IV 

Paic  t.  a  Womax 
VI.  An  1d«ai.  His-  1 

DRTAKCB    or    BUNC  i 

HoDu  or  Pdme- 
TIOM3.  X.  D«  Pro- 
T.XM.  n.  Essays. 
UMTMB   Tbagedt, 

ttANB. 

ROSE  OP  SAVOT. 

ATOT,  DOCRESSI M 

»  Looisxv.  lUas. 
1.    Dm>9  Uo.   iji. 

3UC  DE  RICHE 

VOU     AUtAKO    DO 

utnted.  Z>«Mrrlw. 

BNTURE  :  Maid 
OB  BiRRT  (vrk 
•ny  •»».    IS/,  awf. 

RS  OF  THE 
lUuMnted.    Dtm 


mat.    Al—i^mT^^      ^"y^*    ?«.•* 


VERJE. 


Part  II.— A  Selection  of  Series 
Inoient  Cities 

General  Editor,  B.  C.  A.  WINDLE 

Cr.  Sw.    4/.  id.  tut  tack  vtlunu 

With  IlIustmfioM  by  E.  H.  New,  and  other  Artists 


Banrm.    Alfrml  Harvay. 
CAirmtBOBT.    J.  c  Cm. 
CHnmu    B.  CAWiiMU*. 
DrauM.    8.  A  a  Pit^Mrkk. 


EonnoKR.    M.  0.  WillUmsoa. 
Liiccouf.    E.  Maiud  SympM» 
SHRswumnr.    T.  Andm. 
WBLUUdGLUTOIfBOIT.    T.  S.  HoIm« 


^mL^VRll-if^^li"    *•?    Christian 
I'UM.    J.  RomillyAllen.    S*e«Hd Edition. 


Th«  Antiquary's  Books 

General  Editor,  J.  CHARLES  COX 

I>tmy9v0.    1s.6d.tuteaehvolum« 

With  Nnmerons  Illustrations 

DOMISDAY  INQOEST.  Tiw.  Adolphti.  Ballant 


^I^Tk  xf  «""<:«   FoRNiTORa.    J.  C  Qw 
•nd  A.  Harvey.    Steond  Etliti»m.      ^  *'"* 

^P^inAt^""^^     Abbot  G«qa«. 
EwousH  S«ALs.    J.HamyBIoom. 


'4  Methuen  and  Company  Limited 


Oi*^C«y«CHWA«i«Kf  Accooim.      j.  c 
Ou)  Enoum  Lwiuwm.    Jwnei  Hutt. 


Pawjii    Un    IN    UsM^Ai. 

Abbot  GaMtwt.    TJUrtTElMH 


or    Emoi 


J.  CCex. 
RoMAM  BiA  m  BmTAw,  Thb. 

ROMAMO-BlllTltM    BoiLOIMOt     AI 

wonKi.    J.Ward. 

ROTU.   rOKMTS  W  KmoLANS,  ^ 

Smmnh  or  Bmtiui  Saints.    J. 


The  Arden  ShakeBpemra. 


^''•VSBr.    2s.6d.n»ttaekv0lum 

An  ediUoB  '^S^f'^^fa  Single  Play. ;  each  edited  with  .  full  I„t, 

*"'^*' "*»»".  "d»CommentoiyiU  the  foot  of  the  page 
Au.*i  Will  That  Ends  Weu-  *^ 

Aktony  AND  Clwwatm.    Stund  Bdithm, 
Aa  Yoo  LiKB  It. 


CTMaiUNI. 

CoMBDT  or  Eriiors,  Tnb. 

Hamutt.    Third  Edilim. 

JOLiut  Cassak. 

•Kino  Hbnry  iv.    Pt.  i. 

Kino  Hbnrt  ». 

Kino  Hxnrt  vi.    Pt.  i 

Kino  Hcnrt  vi.    Pt.  n. 

Kino  Kbnrv  vi.    Pt.  m. 

Kino  Liar. 

Kino  Richau  il 

Kino  Riciiaib  iil 

IJW  AW)  DiATB  or  King  John,  Thn. 

lovB**  Labour'*  Lost. 


MAcwni. 

MBAaon  rei  tfBAsoRm. 

MuduNT  or  Vrnicb,  Tmb.  J*«w 
MuRT  Wives  or  WiNoaoa,  Thb, 
MiDsoHiin  NioHT's  Orbam,  a. 
Othbllo. 
Pbriclbs. 

ROHBO  AND  JOUBT. 

Taming  or  thb  Shrbw,  Thb. 
TeNFBST,  Tnb. 
TnioN  or  ATBBNa. 

TiTUa  ANOR0HICU8;. 
TROILOa  AND  CRBaaiDA. 

Two  Gbntlbmbn  or  Vbrona,  Thi 
TwBirTB  Night. 
VBNoa  and  AooNia. 
WiNTBR'a  Taib,  Th» 


Thb  Art  or  tmb  Grrbks. 
iw.  id.  int. 

Thb  Art  or  thb  Romanr. 
i5f.  iw<. 

Chardin.    H.  E.A.Furst. 


ClasBloB  of  Art 

Edited  by  Dr.  J.  H.  W.  LAING 
With  Humenus  Illustratiem.     IVitU  Reyal  8tv 

H.  B.  Walter*. 


H.  B.  Walten. 
isr,  6d.  Mtt. 


Donatello.    Maud  Cruttwefl.    xu. 

Florrntinb  Sculptors  or   thb 
?t!L«-„.^«heIm    Bode.     TrS^l, 
J««Me  Haynet.    lar.  64.  ntt. 

X  "°(W  **'    A"''"  B.  Chan 


ED 


te'ttfe*  ■'^"'^ 


General  Literature 

CImiIw  tf  Ui-ceni/nu0d 


n 


tMtUm.    iM,  id. 


»    Em,LA»B,    Th«.     I     M^tAKcu,.    G«MS.D.;fei. 


Awiwr 


iw.  M 


'«Hi«Tomc    Agb   in 
A.   Wudl*.     Stcmd 

IM,  Thb.    J.  Waitl. 
•»»«•   Am  Kaith- 

muMo,  Tim.   j.  c 
UKTS.    J.CW»II. 


full  Introdacdon, 
ipage 


■Mfc  S»c»mdEdUi»H. 
■OK,  The. 

ISAM.  A. 


Tii» 


Krami.    UwudDUIoB.    bsama 
Kamiau.    a.  p.  Opptf.    tu.U.mt/. 
RBintAiiST'i  BTOUNOfc    A.II.HW. 


8n    Tmiut    LAwmnca. 
AriMtroag.    lu.  «m/. 

TtTtAM.    ChariM  RickMtt.    is«^  wtf. 

^'iT****    «»«l3»MMtbPhnilppfc    ,,,. 

TunNmi't ; 
Fiabwg. 

VBLAtQun.    A.d«B«ru«t«^    vm.ULmt. 


Mr    Waliw 


tu,U.mt.    Stmd  Edition,  * 


TM  COMPtm    AMOCIATIOIf    roOTlAtLBfc 

JliL.  •»<«  C.  E.  Hufhw-DATii 

^fc^JUr*"   *^*-     """   Whltllng. 
Knight,    vtd.ttt.   StmmdMUuH. 

•rdion.    tw.  MMtf.    SumiKditUH. 
Tn  CoMn-BTS  Gotras.     Han*  VbhIm 

Tmj   CoMrun    HomiiAir.     W.  Scaith 
DUon.    Siemd  EdUicm.    wi.tS.mHr^ 


Vha  'Complete*  SttPiai. 


^Il^k**""*'*     MOONTAINMN.        a    D. 

Abrahaiii.    1^1.  ntt.    Stimd  XditttrnT 

^R^.U?'"*"*/"**^**"*'""-     *.    Child 
Tht  C0MFI«T»  RVGAV  FoOTSAIXn.  ON  Tin 

W.j.StMd.    im.m:iwA  Stemd  MditSm, 
Thb  CoMPtmi  Shot.     O.  T.  Ttwdak. 

"^^CotnMTKSwiHUMM.    F.  Swllfc    „.« 

^V  CowwB  Yachtsman.    B,  Hwlciull- 


KWA,  Th«. 


irelL    X5f.  M/. 
ar    THB   Renais- 
Translated   Iqr 
I*/. 
B*  C-h>nihfrlaini 


The  OonnoiiieiiF^  Library 

mt»mmmr^s/U.ts/r»H0m.     Wide  Jtoyal  iv,.    ^i^.  mt  tack  volunu 


Engush  FuxNiTOKx.  F.  S.  RoWnioo. 
Enoush  Colodkbd  Boom.  Martin  Hardia. 
Etchingi.  SbF.Wadmor.  SmtmdSdUUm. 
Eo«o«AN  Kn^I^     Henry  H.  Cunynf 


ird^Uoo. 


Glam.    Edward  ikiUoo. 
'iSi&Sii*"^"^    J.  A.  Herbert. 


Itokiks.    Alfred  MadceU. 

^*BmSiy    "•  ^'^'"^  ^°^*-    •S"*"*'' 

MB220TINT1,    Cyril  Davenport. 
MiNiATDKaa.    Dudley  Heath. 
PoRCBLAiN.    Edward  Dillon. 
Fine  Books.    A.  W.  Pollard. 
Seals.    Walter  de  Gray  Birch. 
WooD&yLMuKB.    Alfred  Maskell.    Stccul 


10 


Methubn  and  Company  Limited 


HMMlbookt  of  In^Uah  Ohimh  HUtm 

Mt*I  by  J.  H.  BURN.     Cr^f^,    ^,^  ^Zi,.^.. 

ThM  RlVOaMATIOM  PniOD.     H« 


T«jCj««ci,  or  Bmuuip  in  , 


_    „ Handbook!  Of  ThMlogy 


A.».  Biini.   Z^iM 
Xm  PHiuMonnr  or  Rbuqiom  in 

TwXXXIX  Aancui  or  rn  C 


The  'HomoLUb*  BoriM 

/HW//w«t    Z»«v8t«.    6t.  i0  to,.  6d.  mt/ 


'■f^  ^"^  •"    AllBMCA.      KatlMrlna    O. 

Butbtjr.    Stcmd  JUaUmT     ^"'*'"*  *»• 
Edwwdt.    SUtAJUMtm.  »«*•«• 


RoMi  Lira  IN  HoLuuro. 
Smmd£4Mm. 


l>,  S.  Mtldnui. 


Uw  Oaff 
R.  K. 


Ho»i«Lir«iN»w„A.    A.S.1UPP* 

HoHB   Ura  n  Sfaui.    s.  i.  n 

StmdMdUitm.  ■•  I-  B 


Thi  Ulurtrat^i  Pocket  Llbra^  of  PUdn  iu.d  Cdowod  1 

/i^i|^.  8m.    3x.  6d.  tut  toe*  vohimt 
WITH   COLOURED   ILLUSTRATIONS 

DkATH  f»    Tnuw    m<.~— « 


']Ko.''"^i::S  ^iJI^J^^^"    MVTTON. 


^ifs^sS^'  "'  "•  »'»^'« 


««Q.    Niauod.    i»^«.„«^ 
Thi  Lirs  or  a  Skrtsman.    Nimrod. 

Mb.    Spongb'i    Sportikg    Toob.       p     « 

JOBMOCKfi  Jaunt*  and  Jolutibi.     R.  S 
SurtMs.    Third  Bditirn^  **  ^* 

AiK  Mamma.    R.  S.  Surtecs. 

WITH   PLAIN   ILLUSTRATIONS 

Thb  Grave:  A  Poem.    Robert  BUir  i    i  •''«s» 

KODertBlAir.  ''-'•'"•^•i*"ON»  or  the  Book  or  Jo. 

I       vented  .nd  EnKraved  by  WBUm  ¥ui 


Thb  Touii  or  Dt.  Stntax  im  «... 

^"o"rI''Cj<«'(^?.|;^«iS--n.S 
Life  in  London.    Here,  EgM. 


BD 

nj 

v4  vt/mm* 
■Km.    Hmry  Om. 

rVMTAMM. 


jKSi?«:;2,.*»- 


•■  HUTORT  or  TNI 

jJOIOII  IN  Inoland 

^wTV  ^9»CM  or 
,^C  8.  OJhwu 


Jm  Duff  Gordon. 
H-  K.  Dulalt. 

t.  I.  BoBiinan. 

(and  Books 

I 

iONTINO    FWLD. 


t  IN   SlARCH    Of 

am  Comb*. 

t  IN   SSAWH  Of 

ombo. 

•^AK  IN  Smxch 

lb*. 


K  OF  Job.     In. 
■nUm  Blake. 


General  Literatukk 
Uadtn  of  BiligtoB 

Whid  bjr  H.  C.  BBECHING.      1VM 


If 


CAaBINAl  NlWMAM.     ItH.  MMtaik 

JonhWmuv.    J.H.O»tru». 

BMMOr  WiuMMMB.    aw.OoiML 

CAaBHiAi.  Mannim.    a.  W.  Rnuok 

Cnanlm  Iimbom.    M.  C  a  Mook. 

Job*  Knox.   F.  MacCtaa.  Stmrnd  JUiUtm. 

JONN  Mows.    K.  r.  Hertaik 

Tmif  At  Km.    t.  A.  Cbrko. 

John  Kaiu.    Wali«  Lock. 


1.  mt  mk  mfyum 

I-^aMTANOuwM.   K.    .Oltloy.  Stim^ 
AoonriNB  or  CAMnumv.   K.L.CNti& 

John  Donni.    AnfuMni  J«Mopb 
Tnomai  Ckanmbn.    A.J.|faM». 
Unim.    R.  M.  CMhrU  on*  A.  J.  ClBlylfc 

BwNOf  BOTLWL     W.  A.  SPOOMT. 


Tht  Library  of  Oorotioii 

With  Introduction,  and  (wbm  neetmiy)  Note. 
Smut  PMt  8m.  ,/^4,  „.;  jt„^4^,  ^,  j^  ^^  ^^  ^^^^^ 


«»    »T.    AaamriNB. 


Tiw    CoNraniom 
RtghtkBdUim. 

Tnb  Imitation  or  Cniht.    SLttk  MdMtm. 

Th«  CmuTiAN  Ybai.    iyikBdUhm. 

Ltna  iNHOcnrmm.    nOrdEimmt, 

TNaTaMPiA    StcrndSdaim. 

A  Book  or  DmrorioHa.   SttmdBMtim. 

^^'r^^i^Vi^^  ''"^''^  *"»  H*- 

A  GviOB  to  Etsbnitv. 

Taa  iNNn  Wat.    Sutmi  BdiUmt. 

On  tnb  Leva  or  Goix 

Tnb  PiALMt  or  David. 

Ltnica  AroiToucA. 

Tnb  Sono  op  Songs. 

Thb  Thotomts  or  Pakau   Stetmd  BdiH»H. 

*«5«-llI?*A.»°t   Consolation  pbom  thb 

OAINTS  AND  FATHBRS. 

BavoTMin  raoM  thb  Aracarnu. 
Thb  SnaiTPAL  Combat. 


Thb  Dbtotions  or  St.  Aniblm. 

BiiHor  WaaoM't  Sacba  Pbitata. 

Gbacb  Abounmh*  to  thb  CHiBr  or  Sin. 


A    Dat    Book 
Fathbu. 

^iiHJ*  ?***  ?'  Hbatbniv  Wuoom 
SelMtkm  iroNi  tk«  Xaglish  MysiIaT^* 


'■•M     THB     SAIMTt     AMB 

in  mystics. 

LwHT,  Lira,  and  Lots.    A  SdacUen  Aon 
tbs  G«rm«o  Mystics.  o«*cuob  from 

An  Introdoction  to  thb  Dbvoot  Lira. 

^"m"b^7s"t.  f s.'.  Vn'b  N^vsifr " 

DbaTM  ANB  iMMOBTAUrr. 

Thb  Spibitoal  Guidb.    S«tMidEdili»n. 
°!«?^2  ft  "  ^"5."*  °**  '"  THB  Wbbk 

AMD  THB  GrbAT  FbSTIVAU. 

Prkcks  Privatab. 
Wntiags  of  Mystics  aad  Maay  Mad«M. 


li 


MeTHUMI  AMD  COIIPAMY  LIMITED 


tf^M  mm,  ilkulfiuitm, 
BMh  volwM  MBditi  of  aboat  too 

AtaunrOVM.    t.J.Allw. 


■OMVLATM,     I. 

Bvnn-Jottn.   r. 

C««»TU«  IvHtouMi.   Mn.  a.  J% 
CmwrwAn.    Mn.Kj«HHr. 

CUwDfc    EDnioa. 


CotnTABU. 


COBOT.    A,Mtart,Bdl.BlnMHBgL 

XitAMiu.  lln.N.n.«Mi.  StmdMHthm. 
ruoMic  Lbmrton.   a.  Ceribu. 
OBomRoMMBT.    aFAtroi.. 
ObbbkAbt.  H.B.WUIm.  FmHhiUiHm. 


0»M«  Am  ■oocim.   I.F.M 

jBWBtUOT.    ftni,«vcrt.    J^ 

MlUBT.    N.rMBWh.    StmdMdii 
MiMUTVBBK,  C  OB«MV«t  AaHMrf 

OvbLastwAbt.    l|ia.H.J«HM 
**»"*»•    A.K.D„kBnt. 
RwMAimT.    Mii.|.A.tlMr|k 
Room.    MaritiaelheOTkB. 

TwBWBB.  r.i>wn^iL 

VAiromt.    M.  a  SbbHwooA 
WATTt.  R.l.D.SI«eMv.  Smmt. 


Tilt  Lttilt  OaUtriM 
Tht  Uttla  Onideg 

With  n«ny  III„t«Uon.  by  B.  H.  Nitw  .„d  other  .rti«^  „d  from  photo, 

t«iSfr:L"SSS;^^  (a) 

(4) «  •d.ju.U  bTSiS?  JSSi&TJ  SSSllli^^ffl  ^^  "^  ' 

CAMMinnM     AWM     r_     r>-. ...  — •>.%  u 


Cambbiixib   Am  m   Collbcbi.    A.  H. 

Thomp«».     TUf^  Mitiii^i^T 
CvAMMBt  Islands,  Thb.    E,  E.  BickneU. 
BMoun  Laxbs,  Tub.    W.  Q,  Hnbut 


taLB  or  WioMT.  Thb.    O.  ainch. 
London.    O.  Clinck 
Malvbrn  CbUNTBT,  Thb.    B.  C  a.  W 
NOBTIlWALBfc    A.T.STon. 


nlMArjMW 
>40lUiMlntloBt, 

B-y.  MImA 


■m  J.W. 


J. 


U.J, 


od. 

>*«   and    A.  X. 

•  StemdUittm. 


oted 


n  pbotognpha 
vttumt 

>n»l  (a)iUwh 
n*  and  nup*; 
nwtiaf  in  the 
lutrict  treated 
Uadk 

B>CA.Wfadl«i. 


GnrtlUL  LlTIRATURB 
TIM  Uttit  tiliti    MHi/nml 


OKfoB»  AND  m  finiMi     I.  WdkL 

tn  »*•&*•  CATMMUb    aCUnck 
*"iSK**"^  Omiitiv.   B  C  a.  WMIt. 

aW.MiJ.H.ira4fc 

a  I.  1^— lUufc. 


f.  0.  Bmbul. 
MNWuiMinn.   B.8. 

CbwnrAU.   A.  L.  ■■Ibw.    StemdKdMtm. 

DwMnmn.  I.COm. 

DavoN.    8.  BMinc-OMlA    Stc^md  MHItkm. 

DoMHT.    r.  ItHMth.    SmmiBSHtm. 

DoRNAM.    J.  K.  Hodgkin. 

Imbs.    J.CCml 

RaMMniml    J.CCm.   SmmdtUUHtm. 

Bi«T»oiMma»    H.  W.  TempkiM. 

Knrr.   O.CiiMk. 

Kna?.   Cr.CtaMb   SmmtiMmtitm. 

I  BirHTaMiiiaB  an*  RrrtAm.    A.Harv«y 
■ad  V.  B.  QowtktfkBqmMk 

MiootMO.    J.  B.nrtlk 

MomraoTNtHiM.    a  W.  WmI«  and  J.  H. 
Wad*.  ' 


W.  A.  Dm. 


19 


KdHtm^ 


irMTiui«rTOM«Hiac    W,  Dry.    Ihm  mi 
MmmiMd/tim. 

NeanrainsBLANa.   J.  E.  Monii. 

NetTwaMMsiiiBa.   L.O«iHbitf. 

OxyoRSimas.    W.  G.  BrabMM. 

tmoawnn.   J.  I.  AndM. 

O.W.miJ.U.Wt4», 


•TAWoaBMnaa.   CI 

Savfvui.   W.  A.Dau. 

Svaaav.   J.  C  Coib 

SoiMBi.    r.O.  Brabant    nUrtfJUHrta. 

WlLTuma.    r.  K.RMtk. 

YoBKiNiBi,    Tm   Bast    Ridimo.     I.    X. 
Morrifc 

YoaicMiK%  Tn  Mom   RiDim.    J.  K. 
Morr^ 

YoRKMtaa,   Thb   Wut   BiniNo.     f.  X. 


tonnmtam,  Tm 
Mwrii.  Ci^/«, 
mt. 


BatTTAirr.    S.  BMtia(OoaU. 
NoBMANDV.    C  SendAoorik 
Bona.    CaElUby. 
Sicu-T.    P.  H.  JaduMi 


Tht  Lttilt  Library 

Ifnth  latradactkm,  Netei,  and  Photognrare  Fioatiqrfeett 
Small  Putt  8w.    Eaeh  Vdumt,  ebth,  u.  &/.  tut 


laaa.   A  UTTLB  BOOK  OP  KNOLISR 
LYRICS.    SmmiBd.ium. 


AbMM  (iaMl     PRIDB  AND  PXBJU- 

DICE.    Tm  Vttmmti. 
NORTHANGER  ABBEY. 

Bmbu    (PimaIiV     thb    ESSAYS    OP 
LORD  BACONT 

Bwhan   (B.    H.).     THE    INGOLDSBY 
LEGENDS.     r«w  Volumts. 

BaraattfABBUV    A  UTTLE  BOOK  OP 
ENGLfSH  PROSE. 

B«ektDrd(W 

THB  CALIPH 


■>    THE  HISTORY  OP 
VA' 


VATHEK. 


Blake  (WlUlaaO.    SELECTIONS  PROM 


Barrow  (■earg^ 


THB  WORKS  OP  WILLIAM  BLAKX. 
LAVBNORa     Tm 
THE  ROMANY  RYX. 

BroirBla|(B*ker«V  SELECTIONS  PROM 

2i?JI„MSk^  ™*»*S    OP    ROBERT 
BROWNING. 

*^5l?'(SS!?'Mii^l*^CTI0NS  PROM 
THE  ANTI-JACOBIN :  With  mhim  ktcr 

POMM  bf  OadMB  CAyNIMO. 


»  Methuen  and  Company  Limited 

Th«  Llitit  LXbrwjf—continutd 

'^*rfflaAK/?£"KMS;l''''AX.      "ygg^'SJU^ira"  MINOR  FO 

>0iF(D.«^    MANSIX  WAUCH. 

^gWjg«««i«X    A  SENTIM] 


TH^»»«  Jj:^**^  *^  »•  '•  Caw.  "' 

"^i»agvi^jn«Affgv^ 

"r^CH^vlfcE*   """  "OO*^  OF 
"%?*iSSJV^  CHRISTMAS  BOOKS. 


*«:-?—>• 


MARRIA6B.       7W 

THE  INHIRITANCE.    Tte,  K,Aw«, 
0-k^(M«.).      CRANFORD.      J.««, 

IU-ttM«U(I«fc.l.W).  THE  SCARLET 

A  LITTLE  BOOK  OF 


IN  MXIfORIAM. 

THE  PRINCES& 
MAUD. 


] 


"^ffif^.^- 


HradanoBrr.FA   .. 
SCOTTISH  VffikSE. 


■!S«S?^**»->     "OTHEN.     ^«^ 

'^"sffi'gPkfi:'^  ^^  ^««  I^T 

I««k«P(F.>    LONDON  LYRICS. 


PENDENNIS.    Tkrmy0lmmt$. 
HENRY  ESMOND, 
I  CHRISTMAS  BOOKS. 

'S«!/?Y<?:?r'?U™"  ^"^ 

§?2r   ,.9^^.^"^*!     AND     DE 

"??R7^Ba-L£l«SS»iJS 


The  Little  Qaarto  Shakaipeare 

Edited  by  W.  J.  CRAIG.     With  Introductions  and  Note, 

*     roiumts.    Leather,  prue  n.  net  each  volume. 
Mahogany  Htvohmg  Booh  Case.     tor.  net 

Hiniatnre  Library 

A«r  Ztmo.     Leather,  u.  net  each  volume 


'FffiX'^^'"'**"'**^'"*-  ««'*•'«» 


POlonios;   or,  Wise  Sawt  Md  Modern 
•tances.    Edward  FitiGeralT 


Tmi  Li«  OF  Edward.  Lo.b  h.  "^    *^""^  FitiGerald. 


HB    POKMS    or 

NOR  POEMS  or 

W^AUCH. 
TTLS  BOOK  or 

»)•   REJECTED 

SENTIMENTAL 

.THE  EARLY 
LORD  TENNY- 


ANITY    rAIR 


:    POEMS    OP 

A  LITTLE 
!»D     DEATIL 

TIONS  PROM 
lAM  WORDS- 


•rUf  a.  T.). 


3 

'/umi. 


I  Modern  In- 
rXM.  Edward 


General  Literature 
The  New  Library  of  Medioine 

Edited  ijCVf,  SALEEBV.     J>tmy  8m 


31 


Cam  of  jm  Body,  The.     P.  CkvuMch. 
CMiLOUMor THt Nation, Tub.    Tha Right 

Control  or  a  Scourob  ;  or,  How  Oumh  ti 
Curable  Tbo.   Chw.  P." Chlld^TTilSt^! 

DisBASBs  or  Occupation.   Sir  Thai.  OlWw. 
101.td.m4i.    Stctmd  Edition. 

Drink   Problbm,  in  itt  Modico-SocMoKicd 
AspMta,  TlM.    Editod  by  T.  NTlWySdc 


Droos  amb  tmb  Droo  Habit.  H.  Sidni- 
bary. 

PvMcneiiAi.  Nbrvb  DinASBa.  A.  T.  Scho- 
floM.    7«.  W.  M/. 

""TS^"-?.'.  """^  Thb.  T.  &  Ootuton. 
SiMtkEdUim,    r*.6d.mtt. 

iNrANT  MoRTAUTT.  Sir  GMf|«  Mowouin. 
7#.  U  mtt. 

PRBniNTioN  or  ToaBRcouMis  (CmtvMr. 
tionX  Tbb.  Arthnr  Newtholna.  10*.  6d. 
ntt.    Sttmd  MdiHon. 

Air  ANB  Hbalth.  Roomld  C  Macfia.  •u.td 
m$t.    S4€mid  Editim.  ' 


The  New  Library  of  Mnsio 

Edited  by  ERNEST  NEWMAN.    nimtraUd.    Demy  gw.    7,.  6d.  net 
Brahms.     J.  A.  PaUar-Maitlaad.     Secmi  |  Handbl.    R.  A.  Str«itfeild.  Secmd  Bditi0H. 

I   HoGO  WoLT.    Ernest  Newman. 

Oxford  Bio^phiee 


Editimt. 


nimtrtatd.    Fcap.  %oo.    Each  vthmt 
Dantb  Aughibri.    Paget  Toynbee.    Third 

GiROLAMO  Savonarola.  E.  L.  S.  Horsbursh. 
Sixth  Editian. 

John  Howarow    E.  C  S.  Gibson. 

A.  C.  Benson.     Second 


ALrRBo  Tbnnyson 
Editian. 

Sir  Waltbr  Ralbigh.    I.  A.  Taj^or. 


t,  thth,  2t.  6d.  net;  Uatker,  y.  6if.  net 
Erasmus.    B.  P.  H.  Capey. 
RoBBBT  Brkis.    T.  P.  Hendcraon. 
Chatham.    A.S.McDowalL 
Francis  op  Asusi.    Anna  M.  Stoddart 
Cannwo.    W.  AliMM  Phil%s. 
BsAcoNsriBLD.    Waltor  SicbaL 
JoHANN  Wolfgang  Gobthb.    H.  O.  Atkins. 
Francou  db  PAmblon.    ViiceantSt  Cyi«a. 


Thb  Honbvmoon.   a  Comedy  in  Thtae  Acts. 

Arnold  Bennett.    S*e»nd  EdiOan. 

Thb  Grbat  Advbntorb.    A  Pby  of  Pancy  in 
Paw  Acta.  Arnold  Bannatt.  Steand  EdUiem. 


Four  Playe 

Ftaf.  tve.    2t.  net 


Mobstonbs.     Arnold  Bennett  and  Edward 
KnobUuch.    Sixth  Edition. 

KiSMBT.    Edward  Knoblauch.    Seeend  Edi- 
tion. 


The  States  of  Italy 

Edited  by  E.  ARMSTRONG  and  R.  LANGTON  DOUGLAS 

Illustrated.     Demy  Sm 

""(SSu  M. Xly''":^  S?^".  ™  ^'"'"'*'    I    ^.^:^*^.  <"    V«.«»**-       A.  M.  Allen. 


lot.  6d.  ntt.  I       tas.6d.iut. 

A  History  of  Pbxdcia.    W.  Heywood.    im.  6d.  net. 


ii 


Methuen  and  Company  Limited 
Tht  WMtmintar  OommMitariM 

Garni  Editor,  WALTER  LOCK 


IS.-    A  ■^^t". 

^  '•MT  SwsTLB  or  Paol  tiis  a»»».. 
Gfnigt.    TJUrti Sditim.^       V  a.  L. 


An>moMs    and    CMumom 
Tii«  ErisTLB  or  St.  Jaiiw.     ■ 


IM 


Tm»  YouKo  Caw-ekt...    Cyril  Hall    j,. 
Th«  YooMo  EU1CT.KIAK.    H«nm«nd  HiUl. 


The  «Yoiing»  Swlei 

'  lUustrattd.     Crown  8cw 


Hamnft 


Th«  VOUMC  OWIITHOLOOIST.    W.  P 


Blu.  BinD.  Ttat    M.«rfceMMterHnck. 
D»  PnoFwifDw.    OscMWUde. 

Hills  AKo  THB  Sba.    Hilaire  Belloc. 

HENRY,     p.    Chalmers- 


Mettmen'i  Shilling  Library 


*M"ffii.^<»-- 


M. 


Ideal  HosBAKD,  Aw.    OwarWild* 
iKTBlmONS.    Ototx  Wild*. 

Lady  Windermew's  Fan.    Oscar  Wilde 
L,«orJoHNR«sK,N.TH*    W.G.  Colling, 


Liw  OF  Tennyson,  The.    A.  C  B« 

Little  OF  EvEBYTHiNG,  A.    E.  V.  1 

Loud  Arthur  Savile's  Crime.  Osca 

Ed'wSliler"  """--•B".  The. 

Mam  AHD  THE  Universe.    Sir  Oliver 

Mary  Magdalene.    Mauri«Ma«erl 

Old  Country  Life.    S.  Baring.GoaI< 

Parish  Clerk,  The.    P.  H.  Ditchfi.1 

bELscTBD  Poems.    Oscar  Wilde. 

^  ToTsi^^^    *-"    *»™"    Stories. 

X*o  ADMIRAL*    Ad«i«ljohnMores1 

Under  Five  Rkigns.    Lady  Dorothy] 

Vailima  Letters.    Robert  Louis  Stev 

^gSSa  '  **«'««««*™w.  The.     S.  B 


i 


ED 


incTioifs  m  THi 
rn  EornoKi  or  thb 
i.  R.  Dnvar.    u. 

Ptophbt    Iuiah. 
■•    tot.  id. 

H|edbTE.CS.Gib. 
*>  by  R.  J.  KaBwiing, 


Hammond  Hall. 
r-  W.  P.  We«eIL 
1ST.   W.P.W««ell. 


Stevbksok,  The. 

A.  C  Bauoii, 

•    B.  V.Lucas. 
UK.  Oscar  Wilde. 
>   Th«.      Tickner 

Sir  Oliver  Lodge. 

ce  Maeterlinck. 

ring-Gonld. 

■  Oiechfield. 

ilde. 

Storio.      Leo 

'hn  Moresby. 
Dorothy  NevilL 
-*ui»  Stevenson. 
**•     S.  Baring- 


General  LiTEiuTURa 
Books  for  TntTaUen 

0»m$^.    6t.taek 
Etch  Tohime  oontaiu  a  number  of  IIlu«tnitioM  in  Colour 
A  Wandbur  in  Fixwsncb.    E.  V.  Lnca^ 
A  Wandbxu  m  Paris.    E.  V.  Luca* 
A  WAmnn  m  Holland.    B,  V.  Lucai. 
A  Wandrrbr  m  London.    E.  V.  Locafc 
tiu  Norfolk  BROASt.    W.  A.  Dutt 
The  Nrw  FORW.    Hon      O.  Hutchinioo. 
NAnjfc    Arthur  H.  Norway. 
Th»  CrriM  or  Ummia.    Edward  Hntton. 
Thb  OrrtM  or  Spain.    Edward  Hutton. 
^'^  CrriM  or  LomARor.   Edward  Hutton. 

®  wIlLJt*''  SouTHtRN  ToKAMT.    Edward 


*3 


RoMB.    Edward  Hutton. 
VsNicB  AND  Venbtia.    Edwart  Hutton. 
Th.  BRBTONt  AT  HOMB.     P.  M.  GoitKng. 
lifciJ?*' '*»«»••  (BrittanyX    Anatole 

A  Book  or  TBB  Rhinb.    S.  Badng ^^niM. 
Thb  Naplb«  Riv,.«^    H.  M.  Vaughan. 
Dat»  IN  Cornwall.    C  Lewi.  Hind. 
"^TPl^  ^="-  -  -  MOTOR  Car, 

Mr.  A. 


^o!  Id""  *" """  °"**''  ^"• 


RocND  ABoirr  Wiltshirb.    a.  G.  Bradley. 
"^^cuVa'tt^"-"*^-    T.F.Hender^oaod 
Norway  and  its  Fjords.    M.  A.  Wyliie. 


Some  Books  on  Art 


Tmt  Armwrbr  and  his  CRArr.     Charle. 
tbaOut.    lUnatrated.    Jttymi  ^fo.    tCa  u. 

An^LiPK  T.Stmje  Moore.  Illustrated. 

^lu'«^?J°'^iliIS  ^J:  •  ^°V«  Clausen. 
^U^td^Sectmt  Station.    Largt  Pott 

Six  Lbctums  ON  Painting.  GeoiKe  Clausen, 
niumatad.^    Third  SdUio^Tj^mritPoti 


rRANCBSOO , 

^onKm.      lUttMrated. 


FrANCBSOO      GdARDI,      I7I.-X701.       o      A. 

Sm.onK».      lUurtAtei'      IS^^'  ±. 
tt^  at,  not,  ^ 


'•^S^"*""?""  »  THB  Book  or  Jos. 
William  Blaka.    Q^rto.    ixu.ml.    ^ 

^°A«h-^*^  PorrwuT  Painter,  18.8-1874. 
Arthar  Lucas.  Illustrated.  Im^triml  Jto. 
A3  3*  *•••• 

Old  Paste.  A.  Beresford  Ryley.  Illustrated. 
«V*  vo.    £t  at.  mi. 

*^Wi.?!!''^*f°l**?''».""«:««  o'  Painting. 
With  an  Introduction  by  R.  C.  Witt.  Illus- 
trated.    Second EdttioH.   Dtmy^oo.   ios,6d. 


A  RoMNBY  Folio.    With  u  Essay  bv  A.  B 

Chamberlwn.     /m^trta/  />«,"'' Jjj^J; 

"^fS  ^*"'T?  '"i  A"-    Margaret  E.  Tabor 
Illusrra^.    Second  Sd.t.^T  Mnp^*Z: 

^^^.  "Cr^^.-'l^.-ne^'^  '"-    ^^■ 

Demy^oo.    ji.  6d,^.        •*'"«^ -a***". 
'Classics  or  Art.'    See  page  14. 
'The  Connoisseor's  Lisrart.'  See  page  15. 
•  Little  Books  on  Art."    See  page  x8. 
'The  Little  Galleries.'    Seepage  18, 


Methuen  and  Company  Limited 
Soma  Booki  on  Itaty 


FWMKCliOoOimiTWALKl  ABOUT     M^^ 


pi 

m 

h    1 

1'^  .i 


^S?"*.  Th«  Citiw  op.    Edw. 
lMiW«ted.    Fifth  BditiJTc, 

«0*.  M,  MM^.  "mmtm.       i. 

^h"*?  _I"    Maonipicbnt.     I 
Horjbugh.     Illusfr,.«L"?;«J 

■f**»r  iM.   15*.  n^/i  •"" 

St.  Catmbrinb  or  Sikna  and  h> 
|;;*5  Author  of  •  MdK*M*^?."J 

Brother  TIwm.  of  C^lanoTCr. 

SavX>I»A»OLA,  GlUOLAIW.   X.I.S.Tf, 

lUiwrmud.    Cr.toiTv.*;. 

^T^.^'!?!"  *■""?"  "»  Italy, 
K.^Aj.goB.    lUnstrMwi.    -O^ntraiw. 

S""^  Itauaii:  a  Littk  Bnvur. 


Et   r 


ED 


Fiction 


35 


>F.    Edward  Rattoa 
fc.  **'*^  **""^ 

or.     A.   M.  AIh». 
>    tat.6d.mtt. 

T.     IiMdjU.  Ragg. 
It/.  ««#/.^^ 

•  La.  and  Woritt. 
»««•.    Or.  8m.    ^ 

1^  D»jr  Gcidoii. 

*•/.  Th»    Kidurd 
^.  lew.    5».  (■##. 

cwn-.     E.    L.    S. 
■     Stctmd  BdiiUm. 

M.Vanghwi.   lUos- 

^   AND  HM  TlMM. 

Mori.'  lIlMttMed. 
*»•    1t.id.iut. 

ThB     LiVBi     OF. 
wo.    Cr.  8m    5*. 

E.L.S.Hortbargh. 

ii»  Italy.    Helen 
^tmyitn.    tt.&i. 

Brevivy  for  T«. 

«»«^ood.    iV»v 
(ins-    Ulttttnued. 


Part  III.— A  Selection  of  Works  of  Fiction 


aw!    «*  ^—r**    BditUm.     Cr. 

'IS^O^  WTM  OF  MARY.    TJUrd 
'  J^kST  »i.  •*^°"'^-     Third  KditUtt. 

™J'"/D  HEART.  Pi/UXdUitH.  Cr. 
OJi^^^MARY.  WW  ^a*»  Cr. 
™««">VED  ENEMY.  Sm»ml£ditim. 

■%*5^h«.,.  ^A  ROMAJI  MYSTERY. 

'a2  ^»0"-    '■««»^'*  '^aw^    Cr. 

^^'^NYCUTHBERT.  Fntrtk Edition. 

LOVES  PROXY.    Cr.8.».    tt. 
^•'ADiANA.     St€md  MdiHm.     Cr. 

C^md  OT  NETS.     Ttori^A  EdUU^ 
^5KOUSEO|^SERRAVALLE.    THrd 

'^.JfNELY  QUEEN,    f >UW  A«.>». 


THiSEA.   i^*/*^,//^   CrrSS.    6x 


IN^THE  ROAR  OF 
Cr.  %oo.  6s. 
StemdSdi- 


MARGERY  OF  QUETHEF 
tfn.    Cr.  Sm.    &r. 

i^SSH""^    "Tf^^diiitn.   Cr.%o,.    it. 
to7     L   "'«»«'•<»•    Fourth  EdiiitH.    Cr. 

DARTMOOR  IDYLLS.    Cr.  8m.    «i; 


"^£^8  OF  THE  STEWPONEY.    Illn- 
tT»t«d.    Stttmd  Edition.    Cr.%M^.    61 

cJf"!^  "■***^  second  Edition. 
KOYAL  GBORGUC  Illaatatod.  Cr  tmiu  c 
INJ)EWlSLANa     sXSdE^S^t 

''^*'SS2?'S^fc°'^*CENVEN. 

!SAa&^r^V.25  ?i^^^  E^ 

THE  COUNTESS  TEKLA.   /J^A^ia^ 

l^8^^^'NT^ii%^'lg 

■MER^HiWT"'',^^*'^^    BURDEN, 
2^"^^NT.  JUnwrated.     Stcond  Edi- 

B«IUMtt 

Elootntk^ 
THE  CARD. 


„., D'    •A'w'*  Edition.    Cr.  6m.    6t. 

™C^°^  IfSSWAYS.      J^4    S^; 

■ff'S    ^*^"'     ^'*^  '^'^'^     C-r. 

LAI^GE'S  LOVERS.    TAird  Edition.    Cr. 
fourth  Bdttxon.    Cr.  %vo.    ts. 


pi 


Methuen  AMD  Company  Limited 


**r    \PHiS^^    *  ^'LL  MAINTAIN. 
DEFENDER  OF  THE   FAITH.     SUtk 

A  KNIOHT  OF  8FA1M.     ThMl  M4Uim. 
Cv.*m,    it. 

TMgJJMTOFOLOEY.    TJUnlSdUitm. 
0OD^»JHE  KINO.    Fm  SdMm. 


"iSa^.  ("a  tJKi^.-SS"  OETTINO 
.OF     DOROTHY.      — 


WBU 


ILL 


O. 


lOTHY.     lUuHtatwl. 


.--— (Iimpig.  THB8ECRBTA0ENT: 

AtSTOFSlX  FturtkJUUim.  Cr.lw.  &r. 
UNDER  WESTERN  EYES.    Stmmd  EM. 

0^gr«    <5.«tk«J^   SAllLY.     /W* 

°*Siffl?'*>vA*9*'ANCE  OF  TWO 
WORLDS.     TkhtrSmmd  MMHm.    Cr. 

VENDETTA  :o1^  Tin  Stout  or  om  Fen- 
OOTTBK.      hOfiUth    KUtUH.     Cr.   So. 

THELMA:     A     Noiwwmm     Puncus. 

rtrtytMrd  BdiHtH,    Cr.Ut.    ««. 
AI^ATH :  Thk  Stout  or  a  Dead  Satr. 

TmtmtrArtt  MMtim.    Cr.^.    «,. 

THE  SOUL  OF  LIUTH.  SivtntMnik 
adlHm.    Cr.  |m.    Hr. 

WORMWOOD:    A    Drama    or    Paris. 

mn4tt*ntk  EmUH.    Cr.*e0.    U. 
BARABBAS:  A  Drsam  or  th«  World's 

JitiOMT.    PmtrtUMk  SMtUn.    Cr.  to*. 

'^^A°£S9^^°L  SATAN.     Kftr 

£iiiH0H.    tj^k  Tkautaml.    Cr.U)».    ti. 
TEMPORAL    POWER:     A    Stodt    in 
SprRBMACT.       Stctnd    EdiHon.       xtatk 
TImummd.    Cr.Ufo.    6t.  '^ 

GOD'S  GOOD  MAN:  A  Simplb  Lovi 
Storv.  SixiMnik  EditUiu  lufh  Thtti 
tmnd.    Cr.  8tw.    tt, 

HOLY  ORDERS:  The  Tracxdt  or  a 
QoiRT  LiFt.  Secrml  Edition.  x»otk 
Thtutmnd.    Cr.  8m.    if. 

TME  MIGHTY  ATOM.  Twmtmintk 
BdtttoH.    Cr.  8m.    6t, 


BOY:  ASkhtch.    TUrtt«ntk Edition.    Cr. 

BM.     6(. 


CAMEOS. 


PmtrtmUh  EdUitm, 


THE  UFE  EVERLASTING. 
Urn.    Cr.  tM.    U. 


O— Iwtt 


ttMwL    %MJMMm. 


THE 


LOCHINVi 
Mni.    Cr.  In 

STANDARD     BBAREI 
Cr.Um.    •*. 


Cwjlftfj".  ".X    THE  OLD 
MENT.    SotimdMdMm.    Cr.  I 

JOHANNA.    SmmdEdUim.    C 

THE  HAPPY  VALLEY.    Fmm 
Cr.  Isw.    Ar. 

A  NINE  DAYS' WONDER,    f 
Mm.    Cr.  Im.    ftr. 

'^SSy  O?.  "**  BARTONS 
'^iMiM.    Cr.lM.    «r. 

ANGEL.    /t«li!MW^    Cr.  8m 

KATHERINE  THE  ARROGAIi 

BABES  IN  THE  WOOD.  JTm^ 
CntNk    ii. 

■9fti?'*:<'«'»»li  ROUND! 

LAMP.    TwolfthEdiHom.    Cr. 

DfjM*  fHMirfM).  W0>  J»t« 
Cr.  taw.    6f . 

Fran  (tt.  HanTlIl*).   SYD  BELT 

BOT  WHO  WOOLS  MOT  nO  TO  Si 

tnMd.    Siemtd  Edition.    Cr.  Uo 

FtaOatHPM.HA  THE  GREEN 
OF  BALboWRIE.  Fiftk  MdL 
tm».    &r. 

THE  LADDER  TO  THE  STARS 
Editum.    Cr.%a».    6c 

^^^^S^.-SS"^^   A  NARRO' 

THE  ROSE  OF  JOY.  TJUnt 
Cr.tm.    «f. 

A  BLIJTO  BIRDS  NEST.  I 
Ste»nd  Edition,    Cr.Bto.    6*. 

'TLfi'ifii  **•■:?•  AMOTHEl 
F&ik  Edition.    Cr.tmo.    ti. 

"?5J5?i!S  <*«««•).   IN  va; 

MOODS.  Fonrtttntk  Edition.  C> 

"l^AJTJAP^ORD  ■«1  THE 
TANCT  MAN.     TWjM  Edit 

INTERPLAY.    Fifth  Ediiim.    Cr 


I  KiMm.    Cr.  IM. 
STINO.    SiJtikMM. 


KHINVAR.     niM. 
I.    Cr.  Im    ««. 

■BARSK.     Smmi 

B  OLD  CANTON. 

im.    Cr.9m».    fe. 

dUUm.    Cr.int.    it. 
Y.    Fmirtk  EJui»n. 

DER.    FaurthMdi- 

IRTONS.    StMtUk 

I.    Cr.  aw.    «fc 
RROGANT.    JK»i4 

D.    fltmHASdOUH. 


lOUND  THX  RID 
•im.    Cr.  tm.    tt. 

h-     lyih  Mdition. 


'DBELTON:Thi 
no  TO  Ska.  IUiu. 
.    Cr.Ut.    y.W. 

GREEN  GRAVES 
W(ftk  MMtuH.     Cr. 

K  STARS.    Steoni 


NARROW  WAY. 

'.     TkMl  S,bii<m. 

EST.     lUntntcd 
».    6*. 

MOTHER'S  SON. 
fill; 

IN  VARYING 

SiAMm.  Cr.toa.  b. 

Ad  THE  REMIT- 
i^  JUttian.     Cr. 

'Mm.    Cr.%O0.  61. 

THE  FOOL  IN 


BYEWAY8.    Cr.lM^    fc. 

THE  BLACK  SPANIEL.    Cr.Hm,.    u 

BARB^yjHEEP.   Smmd  JulHm.   Cr. 
™n  21^"*  °^  ™"  THRESHOLD. 

^f^£p«  O'  AIR.    Jirt*  JMWi*    Cr. 

^iJ^^jO'XARIC  ^«^AA«W^    c>. 

THE  CHRONICLES  OF  COUNT  AN- 
TONIO.    Sixth  BdUum.    O-.toJ,    «, 

^8^°^*    WMtwt-d.    NbUhEiUim.   Cr. 
'cJPfcL^fc^  »"««»»•-.  MimaMdiHm. 

QUISANTfc.  FmrthBditUn.  Cr.  8w.  &. 
THE  DOLLY  DIALOGUES.  Cr.  8.».  «, 
'ttf^CrftT^te'^^^^''*^    rtorf^-; 

A  SERVANT  OF  THE  PUBLIC     Ilbu. 
trated.    Sixth  MdUiom.    Cr.ioo.6t. 

"5^*i^rTr.I2!^^™«  »^«>- 

WILD  OLIVE.     Third  BdiHtm.    Cr.^eo. 

of. 

^^Li*^^  CAU^D  STRAIGHT. 
ettirth  BdiHm.    Cr.  8m.    Cr. 

'^^  ^V,  ^•>  .  MANY  CARGOES. 
TAtrty^hird  Edition.  Cr.  8w.  «;  w! 
Also  Illnstrmted  in  colour.  />Mra  Bm. 
7*.  6*  Hi^. 


Fiction 


SEA  URCHINS.  S^mtnnth  BdUUm.  Cr, 

''i^i^^c^.^^lli''*^-  '**« 

°Cn£fi7«™"*«'--    mhMditUn. 

^•2.*V«"**'*    ww^aw,^   Cr. 

"SfuJ:^^^^°L^^SH^W. 
BEHIND  THE  THRONE.    Th^sJL 

In  TH^XJSS?^     THE^  CHINK 
MARYJECHELL.    Socmd  MdltUn.    Cr. 


Cr. 


Lyall  (Ednal 
NOVkuST. 
V'fid. 


ig«?J«VAVGHA^. 


aa 


ll  t 


Methubk  and  Company  Limitb» 


"^SuirftlA'^^.vW  FORTUNE  or 
raTOR^AJNTO   JAHt     jr^A  ^attto.. 


^cfL»?ADV?*I  »°'  S'R  RICHARD 
TM  WAGES  or  SIN.  J/.r«««/4  ^^^ 
THE  CARISSIUA.     J^A  MMm.     Cr. 


VIVIEN.    T^mS^  Cr'^  t 

ODD  LENGTHS.   Stccmi  SdOio*.   Cr.t^ 
HIU.RISE.   nmftXdMm.    Cr.t^.   u 

^SJL^'K?'"^.^'  MAVBURY:  ii 
JJJMJ^Yoo  Alio  1.    rmHkSdUi»n.    Cr. 

THE  RMT  CURE.    nm^A  MM»n.    Cr. 
^«£0"»AYROUND.  S^c^JUUun. 

"s?lss^;s^.ii^^o;-«AN 

DIVERS  VANITIES.    Cr.  Iwt    I*. 

<W"|"*    (Utni).      OWD     BOB      THE 
GREY  DOG   or   KENMUIR    'w.-*? 

sLJ^l^^    0»1    JOHN    BLUNT 
''cn»i°fa^    *OAD.     J.«W   SdUum. 


A^A«c.o^A«n««. 
"^T'^^SSTcr}. 

ri/lkMitUm.    Cr.tm.    t$. 
WEB&     IlliMCnttwL    ^^l/tA 

^S£v2t"c.?U«2  ^'^^ 

™^hiPfa?    WAD.     /Wr, 
THE  SONG  or  HYACINTH. 

I-AUMMTONS.    ^mrlkSditi, 
THE  OOIL^Or  CARNE.    Ji 

..Vl?^****^    Cr.  tow.    6x. 
M^YALL-ALONS.    TA/nrfj 

'^p/l"*^     PIERRE 
PEOPLE.    StwtnikMdititn.   < 
taf    J)^":HI0N.     /^  A 

FyraZdthmt.    Cr.tm*.    6s. 
THE  TRAIL  Or  THE  SWO 

tru»i.    7WA«i«.».    Cr/Sn 
WHEN  VALMOND  CAME  TO  I 

^*Oi0n.    Cr.  IM.    ««. 
**[  ADVENTURER  or  THE 

THE  SEATS  OF  THE  MIOR 

tmed.    iVi„/.  v^aSS^    C, 

THE  BATTLE  Or  THE  STI 

S«MniA  EditUn.    Cr.  few.    6, 

"^^J^f-f-    O'    THE    LAVl 
TAirdEdttwH.    Cr.U)0.    3*.  id. 

NORTHERN  UGHTS.    jrmrtl 
vr.  Mw.    t(. 


TED 

ooojioy8«u)oii! 
it. 

Illip«k    MASTKE  OP 

r.tm.    tt.  I 

FIRK  IN  STUBBLE 
•m    tt. 

.  A   wiAVER   orl 

>•    A>*A  JUiUm.    Cr.f 

I  OISERT.    SffAiA 

SS.     Aiira   AOMm.! 

D.      /W«W4    ^«/yi«i 

^CINTH,  AMD  Othu 
W/<»«i.    Cr.  tv0.    6t.     I 

SHADOWS,     ^^rtA 

k  r 

r<*  AAWm.    Cr.  8m 

:X  GOLDEN  ROSE. 
Im.    &f.  I 

TUriMMtim.  Cr, 


gRR"   AND    HIS 

/KM  nmm.    Cr. 

jM)F  A  SAVAGE.] 

IE  SWORD.    Illu»i 
••    Cr.  Szv.    tt. 

iMETOPONTIACi 
Nanuoit.  StvaiHl 

)F  THE  NORTH: 
um    OP    'PRjtmj 
m.    Cr.  tp».    tt.      \ 
B  MIGHTY.    IU» 
f>*i*».    Cr.  IM.    k 

HE  STRONG:  i 
iGDOMS.  lUustrated. 
bw.    fir. 

E  LAVILETTE& 
*.    3t.td. 

i.    JfimrtA  Xditm 


■    U    teX      THI 
'tti^n,    Cr.  8m.   fe 


'25P^N  THEE  KING.    IllustrOtt    c^r 
'SLR-Ty«JS?/.&.-H«,J?R5HN 

'"ir!jSS'?r.2:  l"«  -«^-  •^^'* 

^  aI?  °c'.X"  morning.    Stc^  JUi. 
THE  RIVER.   FtmrtA  EiUtUit.  Cr  Irm    a. 

^^*^I^^^^T:VKJL.  TUrdSdUi^n. 
'^25*2""^^^  '•^rtkR4,H^  Cr. 
^'clJSi^lL^'^'*'^^^   S'cmdBHiti^ 

'«O^^T^b?-%55"i5^.vJ«?/i^VO» 


Fiction 


a9 


MAN.    I^!!^ 


«r. 


:z;"*^._,TOT    KINS. 


THESEVERINS.    Sixth SdiHm.    Cr.%^ 

^fci"te'®°'^'^-    "'^'^^Uim.    Cr. 
LAMORNA.    Third BMtim.    Cr.t^.    f. 

THE  BIG  FISH.    rWn/^^JTcr  i«. 


;«X5*    STORY    OF 
:FECT.    Third  EdMtH 


ERB.     Sicond  Edition. 

Third  Rdilian. 

A  Ntm  Edit  ion. 
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